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INTjlODUCTION. 

Duncan  Mac  Alpin,  M.D.,  of  Bas  Alpin, 
the  writer  of  the  Diary  of  which  the  following 
pages  form  a  fragment,  was  the  scion  of  an 
ancient  and  honourable  Gaelic  stock,  claiming 
lineal  descent  from  King  Alpin*.  Being  a  se- 
cond son,  he  was  destined  to  procure  his  liveli- 
hood by  his  own  energies ;  and,  consequently,  re- 
ceived a  superior  education  to  that  which  usually 
falls  to  the  lot  of  the  embryon  chief  of  a  Highland 
family.  After  completing  his  classical  studies 
at  the  Mareschal  College  of  Aberdeen,  he  re- 


*  Alpin  was  the  sixty-eighth  king  of  Scotland,  in  a  direct  line 
from  Fergus  the  First  He  ascended  the  throne  in  the  year  eight 
hundred  and  thirty-one,  and  reigned  only  seven  years.  George 
Buchanan,  in  right  good  latin,  informs  us  that  he  was  the  son  oi 
Achaius ;  and,  after  many  battles  with  the  Picts,  he  was  slain^ 
and  his  head  cut  off  and  stuck  upon  a  pole ;  and  that  the  place 
where  this  happened  was  called,  in  Buchanan's  time,  Bas  Alpin , 
that  is,  the  death -place  of  Alpin.  The  antiquity  of  the  Doctor's 
family  is,  therefore,  undoubted^^w^DiTOR. 
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moved    to    the    Metropolitan    University — in 
homely  language,  the  College  of  Edinburgh — 
where  he  acquired  a   suflSciency  of   medical 
lore  to  be  dubbed  a  Doctor,  and  to  enable  him 
to   hold  the  double  commissions  of  assistant- 
surgeon  and  ensign  in  the  forty-second  regi- 
ment.   But  young  Mac  Alpin's  mind,  tinctured 
by  romance  and  poetic  imaginings,  the  growth 
of  the  mountain  regions  of  his  nativity,  was  ill 
adapted  for  the  performance  of  his  surgical  avo- 
cations, for  bandaging  and  amputating  limbs ; 
be,  therefore,  soon  exchanged  the  lancet  for  the 
sword,  fought  his  way  to  a  company,  and,  in  due 
,  time,  he  might  have  commanded  the  regiment, 
had  not  the    waywardness  of  his    disposition 
changed  again  bis  destiny,  and  led  him  to  re- 
sume his  medical  functions.     He  had,  in  the 
interval,  made  a  voyage  to  America,  where  he 
was  shipwrecked ;  and  on  his  return  to  Europe, 
meeting  with    disappointment    in    an  attach- 
ment which  he  had  long  and  devotedly  fos- 
tered, and  not  finding  his  professional  occupa- 
tions sufficient  to  withdraw  his  mind  from  dwell- 
ing upon  this  unfortunate  event,  the  Doctor  at- 
tempted to  divert  his  melancholy  by  travelling. 
At  Naples,  tidings  reached  him  that  he  was  the 
head  of  his  family  ;  his  brother,  the  chief,  having 
early  finished  his  career  by  dint  of  indolence 


and  the  power  of  whiskey ;  and  he  was  on  the 
way  to  Bas  Alpin,  when  the  incidents  that  are 
related  in  the  following  fragment  occurred. 

Such  is  the  brief  account  of  his  author  which 
the  Editor  has  thought  necessary  to  lay  before 
his  readers.  In  executing  the  task  devolved 
upon  him  by  the  will  of  the  deceased,  the  Editor 
has  felt,  in  its  full  force,  the  truth  of  the  adage, 
''  that  no  duty  is  more  irksome  than  arranging 
the  papers  of  a  deceased  friend."  They  con- 
sisted of  a  voluminous  manuscript  on  Medicine, 
which  was  at  once  deposited  in  the  hands  of 
Messrs.  Longman  and  Co.,  and  which  has  since 
met  the  public  eye  in  the  shape  of  two  goodly 
octavos ; — an  endless  collection  of  letters,  that 
would  have  made  three  handsome  quartos,  in 
accordance  with  the  custom  of  the  present  day, 
which  leads  Editors  of  posthumous  works  to 
sacrifice  the  reputation  of  their  deceased  friends 
to  the  debased  appetite  of  the  public  for  private 
gossip  and  scandal ; — a  few  unfinished  fi*agment8 
of  poetry,  that  will  rest  quietly  in  the  vault  of 
the  Capulets  ; — ^the  sketch  of  a  rejected  tragedy, 
which  the  author  believed  to  be  too  classical  to 
please  the  sophisticated  taste  of  a  modem 
audience ; — a  plan  for  a  BDstory  of  Medicine, 
which  the  Editor  laments  his  fiiend  did  not  live 
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to  execute ; — and  the  Diary,  of  which  this  volume 
is  a  fragment. 

The  Diary  appears  to  have  commenced  at 
the  time  when  the  mind  of  the  writer  was  suf- 
fering from  the  disappointment  alluded  to :  it 
contained  some  curious  and  severe  strictures  on 
the  character  of  the  fair  sex ;  their  irresistible 
passion  for  wealth,  equipage,  and  rank,  and 
their  inconstancy.  The  Editor  attributes  these 
strictures  to  the  then  state  of  the  worthy  Doc- 
tor's feelings,  out  of  regard  for  which,  and  from 
his  high  veneration  for  the  virtues  of  womankind, 
he  has  consigned  them  to  the  flames.  His  exe- 
cutor, Angus,  or,  as  some  moderns  translate 
this  ancient  and  honourable  Gaelic  discrimina- 
tive, ^neas  Mac  Errie,  Esq.,  Writer  to  the 
Signet,  Edinburgh,  would  have  destroyed  the 
whole  Diary,  on  the  possibility  of  some  of  the 
remarks  affording  grounds  for  actions  of  libel : 
but  the  Editor  argued  the  point  with  the  learned 
writer,  and,  at  length,  dumb-foundered  him  with 
the  following  quotation  from  our  immortal 
Shakspeare : — 

"  What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name. 
When  that  I  say  the  city  woman  bears 
The  cost  of  princes  on  unworthy  shoulders  ? 
Who  can  come  in  and  say  that  I  mean  her. 
When  such  a  one  as  she,  such  is  her  neighbour  ? 


Or  what  is  he,  of  basest  function. 
That  says  his  bravery  is  not  oo  my  cost. 
Thinking  that  I  mean  him — 

how  then?  let  me  see  wherein 

My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him  ;  if  it  do  him  right. 
Then  he  hath  wrong*d  himsdf ;  if  he  be  free, 
"Why  then  my  taxing  like  a  wild  goose  flies. 
Unclaimed  of  any  man.' 


>> 


Were  the  question  asked  why  this  portion  of 
the  Diary  had  been  selected  for  publication,  the 
Editor  would  reply,  that  it  contains  nothing  per- 
sonally offensive  to  any  one ;  that  it  displays  a 
faithful  description  of  a  part  of  the  Highlands 
much  visited,  but  little  known ;  that  the  stories 
are  calculated  to  please  by  their  verisimilitude 
to  nature ;  and  that  the  picture  of  his  friend's 
habits  and  feelings,  as  drawn  by  himself,  are 
honourable  to  human  nature,  displaying  an 
unsophisticated  character,  and  a  mind,  although 
eccentric,  yet  embued  with  elevated  moral  feel- 
ings, and  the  highest  principles  of  rectitude. 

With  regard  to  the  arrangement  of  the  mate- 
rials of  the  Diary,  the  Editor  has  only  to  remark, 
that  he  has  left  it  as  he  found  it,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  the  division  into  chapters,  and  their 
mottoes,  in  conformity  to  the  custom  of  modem 
novelists.  To  the  mottoes,  indeed,  he  has  a 
partiality,  having  been  once  employed  by  a  dis- 
tinguished authoress  to  add  his  mite  to  the 
Treasury  of  Amusement,  which  she  was  about 


to  open  to  the  public,  by  finding  mottoes  for  her 
chapters;  and  the  extraordinary  popularity  of 
this  work,  he  has  vanity  enough  to  think,  was, 
in  some  measure,  due  to  the  appropriateness  of 
these  chapteral  decorations. 

Such  as  this  fragment  is,  the  Editor  offers  it 
to  the  public.  Like  an  exhibition  of  pictures, 
some  of  the  sketches  will  please  one  taste,  some 
another ;  and  if  it  obtain  the  suffrages  of  one- 
half  of  its  readers,  he  will  rest  contented ;  satis- 
fied that  the  way  to  gratify  all  the  world  is  to 
please  one  half  of  it. 

Pemycuik,  lOth  October,  1835. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

subject  to  a  critick's  marginaU.*' 

RbTURNB  from  PaRN ASSCt. 


THE   doctor's  journal. 

I  HAD  passed  Loch  Acbray  without  seeing 
one  of  the  nnmerous  beauties  of  that  romantic 
lake ;  for  the  rain,  which  had  fallen  in  torrents, 
from  the  moment  that  my  eye  caught  the  first 
glimpse  of  Loch  Venachar,  was  accompanied 
with  an  impenetrable  cloud,  shrouding  the 
whole  scene.  It  had  just  begun  to  ascend  on 
the  base  of  Ben  Venue,  and,  like  the  rising  of 
the  curtain  in  a  drama,  was  displaying  the  Tro- 
sachs,  tinted  by  the  mellow  rays  of  the  setting 
sun,  whose  broad  disk,  although  still  visible, 
yet,  was  beginning  to  dip  behind  the  summit  of 
the  mountain.  While  I  surveyed,  with  mute 
ecstacy,  this  scene,  my  servant,  Dugald  Mac« 
nab,  rode  close  up  to  me,  and  touching,  respect- 
fully, my  shoulder  with  the  but-end  of  his  whip, 
informed  me  that  we  were  arrived  at  Ardken- 
okrochan,  Stewart's  Inn.  This  communication 
disturbed  a  train  of  pleasing  reflections,  into 
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which  the  prospect  now  opening  before  me  had 
led  my  imagination ;  but  as  I  was  desirous  of 
pursuing  my  musings,  I  dismounted  with  as  lit- 
tle consciousness  of  the  effort  as  possible,  and 
was  standing,  with  my  chin  resting  between  the 
thumb  and  the  fore-finger  of  my  right  hand, 
gazing  upon  a  magnificent  rainbow,  formed  in 
the  last  partial  droppings  of  the  dispersing 
cloud,  when  the  salutation — "Hah!  is  it  possible  ? 
— can  it  be  the  Doctor  ? — Bv  Gad,  it  is !  Hah ! 
Dr.  Mac  Alpin,  is  this  you?"  completely  dis- 
solved my  reverie.  On  turning  round  to  observe 
who  thus  accosted  me,  I  was  surprised,  and 
certainly  not  displeased,  to  behold  my  old  friend 
Colonel  Standard,  from  whom  I  had  parted,  on 
the  BluflF  of  Savannah,  in  North  America,  in 
the  year  1805. 

The  workings  of  Time  in  the  figure  and  on 
the  physiognomy  of  my  friend  were  sufficient 
to  have  disguised  him  from  my  recollection  ; 
and,  but  for  the  upright,  starched  air  of  the  old 
soldier,  and  two  or  three  characteristic  traces 
that  no  revolution  of  years  could  obliterate,  I 
should  not  have  recognized  the  man  to  whose 
kindness  I  had  been  deeply  indebted,  when 
thrown  by  shipwreck  upon  the  coast  of  Georgia, 
in  ihe  fifth  year  of  the  present  century. 

The  Colonel,  as  he  now  stood  before  me,  was 


on  the  wrong  side  of  seventy :  he  was  a  lank, 
raw-boned  figure,  nearly  seven  feet  in  height, 
with  a  large  aquiline  nose,  deep-sunk  pene- 
trating hazel  eyes,  shaded  with  large,  shaggy, 
well-arched  eyebrows,  a  fine  elevated  fore- 
head, and  a  mouth  of  ample  capacity  ;  a  slight 
projection  of  the  under-lip  of  which,  and  the 
downward  inclination  of  its  angles  when  the 
lips  were  compressed,  gave  an  air  of  stern  in- 
telligence to  his  countenance,  that  at  once 
bespoke  the  profession  and  the  intellectual  cha- 
racter of  the  man.  He  was  dressed  in  a  single- 
breasted  blue  coat,  with  a  red  collar  and  cuffs; 
a  white  keysermere  waistcoat,  with  flap  pockets, 
and  breeches  of  the  same  material;  well- 
blacked  hussar  boots,  and  a  cocked  hat, 
mounted  with  a  black  cockade  and  a  gold  loop. 
The  few  grey  hairs  that  marked  the  outline  of 
his  temples  and  forehead  were  combed  care- 
fully backwards ;  for  his  hat  was  raised  in  his 
left  hand,  while  he  held  out  his  right  to  receive. 
mine ;  and  the  tuft  which  time  had  spared  on 
the  back  of  his  head  was  formed  into  a  slender 
cue,  terminated  with  a  curl,  that  reached  at 
least  ten  inches  below  his  shoulders.  To  com- 
plete the  picture,  he  carried  an  umbrella  under 
his  arm,  and  one  of  his  gloves  dangled,  in  mili- 
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tary  fashion,  from  the  wrist  of  his  bared 
band. 

"  It  is  Indeed  you,"  said  he,  as  he  grasped 
my  band  with  an  energy  which  indicated  no 
failure  of  bis  muscular  powers — *'  I  could  not 
be  mistaken  ;  although,  by  Gad  I  there  is  some 
change  in  the  symmetry  of  the  handsome  young 
man  who  parted  from  me  on  the  Bluff.  Let  me 
see : — 'tis  twenty-three  years  ago — beh !  Doc- 
tor?— ^yes,  it  must  be  twenty-tliree: — the  battle 
of  Alexandria — aye!  aye!  it  was  the  second 
year  after  that  affair: — ^just  two  years  after  my 
old  campaigning  comrade  Abercrombie  fought 
that  battle.  My  Letitia" — Here  the  veteran 
paused,  and,  casting  around  his  eyes,  con- 
tinued : 

"  I  see  none  of  the  women  folks  near: — well, 
you  may  recollect  my  Letitia  was  only  six 
weeks  old:  and  my  poor  wife,  who  had  suffered 
in  her  confinement,  was  beginning  to  crawl  out 
to  breathe  the  air  of  that  cursed  climate — for  I 
must  call  it  so,  although  it  was  the  place  of  her 
nativity." 

"  I  remember  it  well,"  replied  I. 

"Yes,"  said  he — "  if  you  recollect,  we  had 
just  finished  a  decanter  of  Sangaree,  under  the 
't'amarind  tree,  opposite  to  my  house  on  the 
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Blaff,  when  the  boatmen  hailed  ;  and  the  firm, 
farewell-shake  yon  then  gave  me  thrills  in  my 
hand  even  now : — ^no  shame.  Doctor ;  all  the 
mother  was  in  yonr  eyes: — it  was  the  utterance 
of  friendship  and  gratitude,  for  your  heart  was 
on  your  lips." — 

The  quivering  of  the  old  Colonel's  lip,  and 
a  slight  faltering  in  his  utterance,  plainly  told 
me  that,  whatever  the  lapse  of  years  had  efiected 
in  his  exterior,  the  bosom  of  my  friend  was  un- 
changed. I  returned  the  pressure  of  his  hand 
with  all  the  warmth  of  my  nature,  for  my  feel- 
ings were  too  much  overpowered  to  permit  me 
to  reply  to  him  in  words ;  and  a  thousand  re* 
miniscences  of  events  that  had  passed  away 
since  the  period  of  which  he  spoke  rushed 
upon  my  mind. 

The  beam  of  hope  which  then,  in  spite  of  the 
shipwreck  that  I  had  suffered,  gilded  every 
prospective  scene,  had  been  extinguished  in  the 
gloomy  clouds  of  disappointment  Many  of 
those  vnth  whom  I  had  set  out  in  life  had  dis- 
tanced me  in  the  career  of  ambition;  many, 
who  held  the  warmest  place  in  my  affections, 
were  no  more;  one,  whose  image  was  the  only 
idol  my  heart  had  ever  worshipped,  whose 
smile  was  to  me  like  the  promise  of  Heaven, 
whose  words  fell  upon  my  ear  like  the  accents 
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my  bed-room,  and  was  in  the  act  of  airing  my 
linen  when  I  opened  the  door  of  the  apartment. 

"  You  will  excuse  me,  sir,"  said  he,  raising 
himself  as  erect  as  his  lame  knee  would  permit, 
and  placing  the  back  of  his  hand  on  his  fore* 
head  :  "  how  could  you  stand  sae  lang  wi  that 
wat  cloak  upon  your  shoulders?  Do  ye  nae 
mind  the  fever  and  ague  ye  got  in  the  laigh 
countries,  frae  standing  wi  wat  shoon  on,  to  look 
at  a  mountebank? — Troth!  'tis  miraculous 
that  the  rhumatics,  that  kept  you  without  wink 
o'  sleep  last  night,  are  sae  soon  forgotten." 

I  acknowledged  my  error,  and  took  the  kind 
reproof  as  it  was  intended,  expressing  my  satis- 
faction at  the  comfortable  aspect  of  my  apart- 
ment. 

"Aye,"  said  Dugald,  again  touching  his  fore- 
head, "  I  chose  it  because  it  has  nae  draughts  ; 
and,  too,  because  it  is  within  the  sough  of  the 
linn  ahint  the  house;  for  I  ken  weel  your 
honour's  melancholy  turn,  and  the  liking  ye 
have  to  sic  half-smotbered  din,  when  there  is 
ne'er  a  mouse  stirring  at  midnight;  and — " 

"  And  what,  Dugald  ?"  said  ?,  as  he  stopped 
short  in  the  details  of  his  reasons. 

"Only  a  Hielandman's  haverills;  —  'tis  an 
auld  story  of  the  Each-Uisk  snorting  on  the 
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north  bank  o'  the  stream,  that  came  into  my 
head." 

I  smiled  at  Dugald's  reason  for  the  choice  of 
my  chamber,  although  I  could  have  readily  dis- 
pensed with  its  situation  within  the  sound  of  the 
waterfall,  at  the  back  of  the  inn;  especially  as 
this  was  now  increased  by  the  late  rains,  and  its 
monotonous  rumbling,  softened  only  by  the  in- 
terposition of  the  walls,  was  quite  perceptible. 

"  But,  what  is  the  Each-Uisk,  Dugald  ?"  said 
I,  wishing  to  hear  an  uneducated  Highlander's 
explanation  of  the  superstition  to  which  it 
alluded,  and  which  I  had  almost  forgotten. 

"What  should  it  be,"   replied  the  honest 

Gael,    apparently  surprised  at   my   question, 

"but  the  Water-Elf?     Is  your  honour  a  child 

o'  the  mist,  and  no  ken  the  Each-Uisk  ?    What 

is  it  but  the  Elf-Horse  wha  stands  ready  saddled 

and  bridled  near  the  torrent,  at  the  dead  o'  the 

night,  to  tempt  the  wayfaring  man  to  mount  her ; 

when,galloping  down  the  Trosachs,she  plunges 

into  the  Loch,  and  the  rider  is  never  heard  o' 

mair.    She  can  be  laid  only  when  pierced  wi 

silver  shot;  but  few  try  the  experiment,  though 

I  ken'd  a  man  who  loaded  his  piece  wi  sax- 

pences,  and  lay  in  wait  a  week  o'  nights  for  her 

on  the  side  o'  Lock  Lubnaig,  where  he  bad  lost 

many  a  sheep." 
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I  was  astonished  at  the  strong  hold  which 
early  impressed  superstitions  take  upon  the 
imagination,  and  which  even  make  cowards  of 
men  who  are  otherwise  bold  and  daring.  Such 
was  the  case  of  honest  Dugald,  who  had  been 
long  enough  absent  from  his  native  glen  to  have 
obliterated  less  deeply  rooted  prejudices;  his 
courage  had  been  tried,  and  found  efficient  on 
several  occasions;  but  he  would  sooner  have 
marched  up  to  a  cannon's  mouth,  than  have 
walked  down  the  Trosachs  after  night- fall.  I 
attempted  to  lead  him  by  argument  into  the 
regions  of  truth  and  good  sense;  but  the  res- 
pectful assent,  "  It  may  be  sae,  sir!"  which  he 
slowly  articulated,  as  he  gave  the  last  touch 
to  the  velvet  collar  of  my  new  coat,  convinced 
me  that  it  is  only  necessaiy  to  return  to  this 
land  of  shadows,  glens,  torrents,  mists,  and 
rainbows,  to  awaken  again,  in  all  their  primaeval 
vividness  of  colouring,  those  superstitions  that 
the  hand  of  tradition  traces  on  the  juvenile 
imagination  of  the  Highlander. 

As  I  have  not  yet  given  the  pedigree  of  Du- 
gald Macnab  a  place  in  my  Diary,  I  shall  now, 
for  the  benefit  of  those  into  whose  hands  these 
valuable  papers  may  fall,  when  I  shall  be  ga- 
thered to  my  fathers,  here  state,  that  this  most 
faithful  of  servants  was  the  eleventh  son  of  a 
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small  tenant  of  my  grandfather,  one  of  the  last 
of  those  who  held  lands  "  in  steelbow,"  a  species 
of  tenure  now  extinct.  With  very  little  edaca- 
tion,  except  that  imitative  culture  of  the  active 
faculties  by  which  he  was  enabled  to  climb 
rocks,  to  swim  across  lakes  and  rivers,  to  spear 
k  salmon  by  torch-light,  run  down  a  deer,  and 
to  convert  its  haunches  into  venison  hams, 
Dugald  attained  his  eighteenth  year,  when, 
becoming  tired  of  these  occasional  exertions, 
and  of  his  more  monotonous  and  daily  occupa- 
tion of  herding  cattle  on  the  wastes,  and  fired 
with  military  ardour,  he  "left  his  father's  house,'' 
and,  trudging  to  Perth,  enlisted  into  the  forty- 
second  regiment.  In  this  school  of  heroism, 
Dugald  continued  for  twelve  years,  sharing  the 
glory  of  every  service  in  which  the  regiment 
was  engaged,  until  he  received  a  musket  ball 
through  his  knee  at  the  affair  of  Badajoz,  and 
was  invalided.  I  was  then  surgeon  of  the  re- 
giment, and,  knowing  the  excellent  disposition 
of  Dugald,  who  was  universally  respected  in 
the  corps,  I  hired  him  as  a  servant.  In  sketch- 
ing the  portrait  of  Dugald  Macnab,  I  may  liken 
him  to  the  gnarled  trunk  of  a  mountain  oak, — a 
thick-set,  rugged  Gael,  with  strongly  marked 
features,  high  cheek-bones,  small  grey  eyes, 
a  turned-up   nose,    and  sand-coloured,    crisp, 
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curling  locks,  which  harmonized  with  the  deep 
vermilion  of  his  complexion.  The  halt*  in  his 
pace,  which  his  wound  caused,  has  produced  a 
habit  of  screwing  up  his  mouth,  when  he  ad- 
vances his  disabled  limb, — a  gesture  not  favour- 
able to  his  beauty :  but  Dugald,  like  some  other 
productions  of  Nature,  is  not  to  be  estimated 
by  his  exterior;  for  under  this  unprepos- 
sessing aspect  he  conceals  one  of  the  tenderest 
and  most  affectionate  hearts  that  ever  beat  in 
mortal  bosom.  Wherever  accident  led  us,  in 
our  peregrinations,  to  sojourn  for  a  few  days, 
the  rude  Celt  became  the  centre  of  attraction  ; 
mothers  left  their  infants  in  his  arms,  and  the 
children  of  both  sexes  hovered  in  crowds 
around  him :  his  gentle  and  affectionate  man- 
ners recommended  him  to  the  former,  while 
his  hilarity  and  unalterable  good  temper  were  ir- 
resistible attractions  to  all  those  guileless  hearts 
to  whom  amusement  was  the  business  of  life, 
and  suspicion  and  reserve  were,  as  yet,  utter 
strangers.  When  labouring  under  a  dangerous 
disease  in  Paris,  augmented  by  the  treachery 
of  pretended  friendship  and  the  falsehood  of 
women,  which  had  severed  every  tie  that  could 
reconcile  me  to  the  world,  and  I  sought  for 
death,  the  kind-hearted  Dugald  never  left  my 
room,  but,  equally  regardless  of  the  contagion  of 
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the  malady  which  threatened  my  dissolutioD, 
and  of  the  calls  of  exhausted  nature  for  repose, 
tended  my  couch  day  and  night.  When  deli- 
rium further  deprived  me  of  the  power  of  ma- 
naging my  pecuniary  matters,  his  delicacy, 
which  would  not  permit  him  to  touch  my  purse, 
led  him  to  supply  my  necessities  from  his  own 
little  store  ;  and  instead  of  leaving  me  to  my 
fate,  and  benefiting  by  my  fall  amongst 
strangers,  when  reason  returned  and  conva- 
lescence was  approaching,  he  carried  me  in  his 
arms  from  my  bed  to  my  sofa ;  and  as  my  limbs 
began  to  renew  their  office,  like  a  nurse  over  a 
child,  he  upheld  my  tottering  steps  among  the 
groves  of  Chantilly,  whither  I  had  been  ordered 
by  my  physician,  to  inhale  new  vigour  from  the 
balmy  breezes  of  that  salubrious  and  delightful 
residence.  Such  is  Dugald  Macnab — to  him, 
indeed,  may  be  justly  applied  the  character  of 
another  faithful  domestic,  in  the  language  of  our 
immortal  dramatist : — 

'* good  old  man,  how  well  in  thee  appears 

The  constant  service  of  the  antique  world ; 
When  service  sweat  for  duty,  not  for  meed ! 
Thou  art  not  of  the  fashion  of  these  times.**  • 

If  I  live  to  carry  his  head  to  the  grave,  I  shall 
plant  a  wild  brier  on  the  sod,  as  an  emblem  of 


*  As  You  like U.-^Acill.  Scene  III. 
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that  sweetness  which  owed  nothing  to  cultiva- 
tion, but  which  exhaled  its  fragrance,  and  hjos- 
somed  kindly,  beneath  the  chilling  blasts  of 
poverty  and  the  blighting  breath  of  misfortune. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


ec 


to  persevere 


In  obstinate  condolement,  is  a  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness ;  'tis  unmanly  grief: 
It  sliows  a  will  most  incorrect  to  Heaven  ; 
A  heart  unfortified^  or  mind  impatient ; 
An  miderstanding  simple  and  unschool'd.** 

Hamlkt. 


On  descending  into  the  little  parlour  of  the 
inn,  I  found  the  veteran  occupying  two  chairs, 
one  as  a  seat  and  the  other  as  a  footstool.  He 
rose,  however,  as  I  entered  the  room,  and 
taking  me  by  the  hand,  politely  led  me  to  Mrs. 
Standard,  who  was  seated  by  the  fire,  and  who 
instantly  recognized  me  as  an  old  acquaintance; 
then  turning  round  to  another  lady,  who  stood 
on  the  opposite  side,  he  introduced  me  to  her 
with  all  the  formality  of  the  old  school. 

"  Doctor !  Miss  Bridget  Standard,  my  maiden 
sister; — Bridget!  my  respected  friend.  Doctor 
MacAlpin." 

Mrs.  Standard,  twenty-three  years  ago,  was 
a  pretty  little  woman,  with  fair  auburn  tresses, 
and  regular  but  expressive  features,  of  a  lively 
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disposition,  witty,  and  very  fond  of  admiration. 
Even  at  that  period,  however,  when  she  was  only 
twenty-six  years  of  age,  as  is  not  uncommon 
with  her  countrywomen  (she  was  a  native  of 
South  Carolina),  the  rose  that  blushed  on  her 
virgin  cheek  had  begun  to  fade ;  and  now,  al- 
though she  could  not  be  regarded  as  an  old 
woman,  yet,  from  the  shrinking  of  her  features 
and  the  sallowness  of  her  complexion,  she  had 
the  appearance  of  being,  at  the  least,  ten  years 
older  than  was  actually  the  case.  Her  voice, 
too,  which  was  once  melodious,  and  remark- 
able for  such  variety  of  modulation  as  threw  a 
charm  over  every  sentiment  she  uttered,  was 
reduced  to  a  monotonous  treble,  which  gave  to 
her  remarks,  even  when  they  were  intended  to 
be  most  kind,  an  air  of  reproof  and  harshness ; 
and,  to  what  was  meant  for  mere  repartee,  the 
semblance  of  biting  satire.  She  still,  however, 
exhibited  the  same  neatness  in  dress  that  dis- 
tinguished her  when  a  young  woman ;  her 
bonnet,  which  ^he  continued  to  wear  within 
doors,  although  this  fashion  has  been  long  since 
discontinued,  was  as  appropriate,  and  her  plain 
brown  lustring  fitted  as  closely  to  her  small 
symmetrical  figure,  as  when  she  shone  forth, 
the  envy  of  the  one  sex  and  the  admiration  of  the 
other,  in  Savannah.     Her  hand,  on  the  form 
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and^  size  of  which  she  always  prided  herself, 
was  decorated  with  a  brilliant  and  several  other 
rings,  and  her  black  morocco  shoe  was  fixed 
with  the  same  gold  backle  that  was  displayed 
on  her  foot  twenty-five  years  ago. 

I  bad  never  before  seen  Miss  Bridget  Stand* 
ard.     She  was  considerably  above  the  ordinary 
stature  of  her  sex ;  and  her  features,  which 
were  large,  were  rendered  more  marked  by  the 
leanness  of  her  whole  frame,  which  for  extena- 
ation  might  have  been  regarded  as  totally  devoid 
of  radical  moisture,  or  a  specimen  of  a  living 
mommy.     In  speaking  of  a  maiden  lady,  I 
dare  not  venture  to  hint  how  the  vermilion  of  fif- 
teen had  become  fixed  upon  such  a  cheek;  or 
how  the  pure  ivory  of  the  teeth  peered  between 
lips  not  a  line  in  thickness ;  or  how  the  dark 
locks,  that  hung  in  ringlets  round  her  angular 
visage,  had  retained  their  jet  beneath  the  frost 
of  sixty  winters,  especially  as  her  eyebrows, 
which  shaded  eyes  of  the  same  hue  as  her 
brother's,  and  which  had  modestly  retired  into 
their  sockets,  seemed  to  have  caught  some  of 
the  snows  that  had  fallen  in  that  period.     Her 
voice  was  the   soprano    of    Mrs.   Standard's 
treble ;  and,  although  seldom  exerted  when  her 
brother    was  present,    yet,   as   I    afterwards 
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learned,  it  was  occasionally  heard,  not  in  the 
most  perfect  harmony  with  that  of  her  sister- 
in-law.  Miss  Bridget  received  my  bow  of 
salutation  with  a  very  formal  courtesy;  an  ob- 
lique throwing  back  of  the  head,  with  a  slight 
closing  of  the  left  eye  and  a  compressed  pursing 
of  the  lips,  which  swelled  the  wasted  buccina- 
tors almost  to  a  smile;  and  was  intended  as 
expressive  of  the  most  gracious  reception  of 
her  brother's  friend. 

"  Biddy,"  enquired  the  veteran,  "  what  are 
the  girls  so  long  about  ?" 

"  My  dear  Augustus,"  replied  Miss  Bridget, 
giving  him  a  look  which  was  meant  as  a  reproof 
for  putting  such  a  question  before  a  stranger, 
"you  know  that  they  were  nearly  drowned  in 
that  odious  shower ;  and  it  is  natural  for  young 
people  to  spend  a  little  time  at  the  toilet.  If  I 
had  ventured  to  the  Loch  in  spite  of  certain  warn- 
ings of  my  corns,  I  could  not  have  been  dressed 
so  soon,  brother."  And,  casting  a  sideling  glance 
into  a  looking  glass,  which  hung  on  the  opposite 
wall  of  the  room,  she  adjusted  a  pink  gauze 
scarf  over  her  collar  bones;  for,  consistently 
with  the  fidelitv  of  a  true  chronicler,  I  cannot 
employ  the  word  bosom. 

"  If  the  shower  had  failed  thirty  years  ago," 
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said  Mrs.  Standard,  in  an  undertone,  as  if 
thinking  aloud,  and  without  raising  her  eyes 
from  the  fire,  into  which  she  was  gazing — " 

"  Humph,"  said  the  Colonel ;  while  Miss 
Bridget,  uflFecting  not  to  hear  the  remark,  walked 
slowly  to  the  window,  humming  the  tune  of 
an  old  ballad — a  custom  which  many  persons 
adopt  to  lull  the  rising  fiend  of  recrimination. 

"  If  the  girls  have  taken  cold,  and  should  they 
suffer  from  this  drenching,"  said  Mrs.  Standard, 
"  the  blame  shall  be  at  your  door.  Doctor !  for 
ever  since  you  described  the  Highlands  to  the 
Colonel,  in  such  overstrained,  romantic  lan- 
guage, when  you  were  our  inmate  in  Savannah, 
he  has  done  nothing  but  talk  of  the  anticipated 
pleasures  of  this  tour ;  and  a  pretty  business 
we  have  made  of  it." 

The  old  Colonel  rose  leisurely,  with  a  dig- 
nified air,  from  his  chairs,  for  he  had  resumed 
bis  lounging  position  ;  and,  taking  two  strides 
towards  the  middle  of  the  room,  finished  a 
pinch  of  Macaba,  which  he  held  betwixt  his 
thumb  and  two  fore-fingers.  1  was  amused  at 
the  alacrity  with  which  Miss  Bridget  turned 
round,  as  she  observed  this  preparation  for  a 
matrimonial  skirmish,  and  with  her  look  of  ex- 
ultation in  the  revenge  that  she  now  antici- 

VOL.  1.  c 
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pated  for  the  covert  arrow  which  Mrs.  Standard 
had  aimed  at  her. 

"  My  dear,"  said  the  Colonel,  approach- 
ing his  wife,  "  have  I  not  often  told  you 
that  the  narrow,  calculating  notions  of  yoar 
Trans- Atlantic  education" — he  would  have 
proceeded,  but,  at  this  moment,  the  door 
opened,  and  the  daughter  and  niece  of  my 
friend  entered. 

The  appearance  of  the  young  ladies  produced 
an  almost  electrical  effect  on  the  temper  of  all 
the  party.  Like  the  landscape  suddenly  illu- 
minated by  the  sun  bursting  through  a  lowering 
sky,  a  smile  of  pleasure  overspread  the  coun- 
tenances of  both  parents ;  even  the  parched 
inflexibility  of  Miss  Bridget's  features  relaxed 
to  something  expressive  of  placid  satisfaction. 
The  veteran  introduced  me  to  his  daughter  as 
an  old  and  valued  friend  ;  and,  having  returned 
her  graceful  courtesy  with  my  best  bow,  I  soon 
found  that  my  name  was  not  only  familiar  to 
her  ear,  but  that  the  kind  manner  in  which 
her  father  had  often  spoken  of  me,  had  made 
an  impression  highly  favourable  towards  me, 
and  prepared  a  welcome  which  accident  now 
enabled  her  to  realize. 

Miss  Standard  was  tall,  handsome,  and  in 
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features  a  softened  resemblance  of  her  father ; 
yet  there  was  something  so  beaatifal  and  at- 
tractive in  her  smile^  that  everything  like  re- 
straint instantly  vanished  before  its  radiance  ; 
whilst,  at  the  same  time,  none  who  saw  her 
coald  fail  to  expect,  in  her  remarks  and  con- 
versation, something  indicative  of  more  than 
ordinary  judgment  and  understanding.  Her 
eyes  were  dark,  and  softened  by  the  shade 
of  long.  Mack  silken  eye-lashes  :  there  was 
little  coloor  on  her  cheek,  but  its  absence 
harmonized  well  with  her  placid  features :  and 
a  fine  expanded  forehead,  on  each  side  of 
which  her  black  hair  lay  in  simple  braids,  con- 
ferred an  expression  to  her  fiace  at  once  dig- 
nified and  mild.  She  might  have  sat  for  the 
portrait  of  a  Madonna ;  or  as  Tragedy  in  her 
most  engaging  mien. 

Caroline  Ashton,  the  niece  of  Mrs.  Standard, 
reminded  me  of  one  whom  I  would  willingly 
forget  She  was  a  head  shorter  than  her  cou- 
sin :  her  figure  was  symmetrical,  light,  and  ele- 
gant— a  fiury  firame :  she  was  fair,  with  an  oval, 
well-proportioned  face,  encircled  with  a  pro- 
fusion of  auburn  ringlets.  The  bloom  of 
health  spread  upon  her  cheek  was  heightened 
by  a  constant  play  of  lively  expression,  which 
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ever  varied  her  laughing  features,  and  beamed 
in  every  glance  of  a  full  blue  eye, 

**  As  heaven's  unclouded  radiance  clear.^" 

She  was  evidently  a  great  favorite  with  her 
aunt,  whose  look,  in  gazing  upon  her,  be- 
spoke the  secret  pleasure  with  which  she 
beheld  the  ripening  charms  of  the  animated 
girl ;  for  she  was  still  entitled  to  this  appel- 
lation, being  only  in  her  seventeenth  year, 
that  most  interesting  period  in  the  life  of 
woman,  breathing  of  innocence  and  love,  when, 
like  the  spring  of  Nature,  all  is  full  of  pro- 
mise, and  the  blush  of  every  unfolding  bud  is 
deepened  by  the  beauty  with  which  imagination 
paints  its  anticipated  maturity. 

My  eyes  were  riveted  upon  the  lovely  girl ; 
her  form,  her  look,  the  fascination  of  her  smile, 
the  playful  liveliness  of  her  manner,  the  musi- 
cal tones  of  her  voice,  were  the  exact  similitude 
of  one  in  whom  once  rested  my  destiny  : 
a  thousand  events  —  many  sunny  hours — the 
retrospect  of  which  appear  like  a  fairy  dream 
which  has  vanished  in  the  gloomy  reality  of  a 
day  of  wretchedness — rushed  upon  my  memory. 
The  question,  who  is   she  ?    presented   itself 

•   Wilson. 
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every  moment,  and  numerous  conjectures,  the 
most  improbable,  thrust  themselves  upon  my 
imagination  in  reply,  and  determined  me  to 
secure  the  first  opportunity  of  resolving  the 
mystery — ^for  such  it  seemed  to  me — ^that  could 
produce  an  identity  of  person  and  manner, 
where  no  relationship  existed. 

"  I  hope,  Caroline,"  said  Mrs.  Standard, 
"  your  feet  are  not  very  wet  ?" 

"  How  could  they  be  otherwise,  my  dear 
Aunt,  unless  I  had  borrowed  a  pair  of  the 
guide's  shoes,  which  were  perforated  with  holes, 
to  keep,  as  he  told  me,  the  feet  dry,  by  per- 
mitting the  water  to  run  out  of  them  as  fast  as 
it  entered?" 

This  description  afforded  Mrs.  Standard  an 
opportunity  of  remarking,  "  that  she  was  sur- 
prised to  hear  of  so  ingenious  a  contrivance 
among  such  a  savage  race." 

"And  had  you  no  shelter  during  the  full 
pielting  of  the  shower  ?"  again  eagerly  enquired 
Mrs.  Standard ;  and,  without  waiting  for  a 
reply,  turning  round  to  the  Colonel,  she  re- 
marked that  it  was  in  vain  to  expect  anything 
like  rational  weather  in  that  deplorable  country : 
that  if  they  did  not  lose  their  daughter  and 
niece  by  the  repeated  drenchings  that  they  must 
sustain,  she  could  not  survive  it;  and  if  she  . 
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must  die,  she  implored  that  he  would,  at  least, 
take  her  where  she  could  be  buried  like  a 
Christian,  and  have  the  benefit  of  the  church 
service. 

"  We  had,  indeed,  quite  a  treat,"  said  Ca- 
roline, anxious  to  avert  the  sparring  which  she 
foresaw  would  follow  this  remark ;  "  we  got 
into  Fair  Ellen's  bower,  and  had  a  specimen 
of  Mr.  GaUand's  oratory." 

Mrs.  Standard's  lip  slightly  curled  into  a 
sarcastic  smile,  as  the  word  bower  was  uttered. 

"  Bower !  indeed,"  said  she ;  "  for  my  part, 
I  am  nauseated  with  these  Highland  bowers  1" 

The  old  Colonel  could  no  longer  resist  the 
pleasure  of  returning  the  fire  of  this  attack, 
and  dryly  remarked — 

"  Yes,  my  dear ;  but  you  had  taste  enough 
to  be  delighted  with  Ossian's  Hall,  at  Dunkeld, 
which,  to  be  sure,  has  somewhat  of  the  air  of  the 
metropolis  in  it,  and  is  almost  as  interesting  as 
the  submarine  palace  in  tb^  last  Christmas  pan- 
tomime." 

Miss  Standard,  who,  not  less  than  her  cousin, 
trembled  lest  this  conjugal  sparring  should 
proceed  farther  before  a  stranger,  now  inter- 
posed— 

"  I  could  not  have  believed,"  said  she,  "that 
the  Advocate^  with  his  drollery  and  affection 
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for  high  jinkSy  as  he  terms  the  pranks  with 
which  he  amuses  us,  possessed  so  much  fine 
taste  and  sentiment  He  recited  several  pas- 
sages from  the  Lady  of  the  Lake  with  a  degree 
of  feeling  and  pathos  which  was  truly  delight- 
ful." 

Miss  Bridget  left  the  window  and  joined  the 
circle  round  the  fire. 

"  Yes,  Aunt  Bridget,"  said  Caroline,  "  1 
rejoiced  that  you  were  not  of  the  party ;  for, 
considering  that  he  is  a  married  man,  he  has 
already  made  too  deep  an  impression  upon 
your  heart." 

Miss  Bridget  drew  herself  up,  pursed  her 
thin  lips,  and,  casting  a  glance  towards  the 
looking  glass,  replied — 

"  My  dear  Caroline,  how  can  you  be  so  cruel 
as  to  make  me  the  object  of  your  jests?  You 
know  that  any  regard  I  have  for  Mr.  Oatland, 
arises  from  his  polite  attentions  to  a  deserted 
old  maid,  whom  nobody  else  condescends  to 
notice." 

Mrs.  Standard  threw  a  significant  glance  at 
Caroline. 

"  Never  mind,  Biddy !"  said  the  Colonel, 
for  he  knew  it  was  a  sore  subject ;  "  never 
mind." 

However,  the  conversation  was  here  inter- 
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rupted,  for  the  dinner  was  now  brought  in. 
The  four  gentlemen  of  whom  my  friend  had 
spoken  entered  the  room  ;  and  to  each  I  was 
severally  introduced.  The  party  consisted  of 
Mr.  Oatland,  a  Scotch  barrister ;  Mr.  Frede- 
rick Mordaunt,  an  English  clergyman ;  Mr. 
Sketchly,  an  amateur  artist ;  and  a  young 
Cantab,  Mr.  Percival,  who  had  come  from 
Cambridge  to  ransack  the  cryptogamic  trea- 
sures of  Ben  Lawers ;  and  whose  phrenologir 
cal  ardour  would  have  led  him  to  measure 
almost  every  cranium  in  each  step  of  his  pro- 
gress. 

During  dinner,  the  Cantab,  who  filled  a  chair 
next  to  the  Colonel,  fixing  his  eyes  upon 
the  head  of  Dugald,  who  had  just  entered  to 
assist,  in  waiting,  the  Colonel's  servant  and 
Peggy,  a  smart  Highland  lass,  who  officiated 
in  the  double  capacity  of  waiter  and  chamber- 
maid. Having  finished  his  observations,  he 
whispered  to  the  veteran — 

"  I  see  something  peculiar  in  that  fellow's 
head." 

"  Yes,"   replied  the    old    gentleman,   "  he 
has  the  sandy  crisp  locks  which  I  have  ob- 
served to  be  peculiar  to  the   lower  order  of 
Highlanders." 
."  Nay,"   continued   the  Cantab ;   "  he  has 
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the  organ  of  covetousness  and  that  of  murder 
strongly  developed ;  I  should  not  like  to  meet 
him  alone  in  Glenco." 

The  Colonel's  attention  was  otherwise  en- 
gaged, and  the  remark  passed  unnoticed. 

"  How  is  this,  Peggy  ?"  said  he,  as  the  girl 
placed  a  brace  of  grouse  on  the  table,  "  I 
thought  your  mistress  said  there  was  no  game 
to  be  got  at  Ardkenokrochan." 

"  I  dinn^  ken,  sir !"  was  the  reply  ;  "  they 
came  into  the  house  just  afore  dinner." 

The  old  gentleman  looked  astonishment ; 
Mr.  Oatland  smiled. 

"  Colonel,"  said  he,  "  you  may  depend  upon 
the  girl's  veracity :  you  have  yet  to  learn  the 
aptitude  of  this  species  of  game  for  motion  : 
they  came  in  most  opportunely ;  and  sometimes, 
also,  they  walk  off  from  mere  spite  at  being 
too  long  kept  from  the  spit.  Shall  I  take  the 
liberty  of  carving  them  ? — Miss  Bridget,  per- 
mit me  to  offer  you  this  backbone." 

The  Cantab,  who  had  turned  his  eyes  from 
the  head  of  Dugald  upon  the  fine  elevated 
forehead  of  the  Advocate,  now  remarked  that 
nothing  surprised  him  more  than  the  ready 
wit  of  Mr.  Oatland,  seeing  that  the  organ  of 
comparison  in  him  was  so  feebly  developed. 

"  My  wit,  Mr.  Percival,"  said  the  lawyer, 
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^^  lies  deep ;  but,  like  the  latent  beat  of  the 
chemists,  it  is  sometimes  made  sensible  by  col- 
lison  with  opposite  materials." 

The  Cantab  bit  his  lips. 

"  I  never  doubted,"  said  he,  "  the  existence 
of  talent ;  but  as  your  baldness  enables  the 
organs  to  be  easily  traced,  I  only  wondered, 
and  must  acknowledge,  that  it  is  an  exception 
to  the  general  rule,  to  observe  comparison  so 
little  prominent  in  your  cranium." 

The  Advocate  bowed,  and  begged  that  Mr. 
Percival  would  not  permit  the  confidence 
which  he  reposed  in  craniology  to  be  shaken 
by  any  thing  in  so  eccentric  a  head   as  his. 

The  Cantab  continued  pertinaciously  to 
defend  the  truth  of  phrenology,  offering  to  tell 
the  capacity  of  every  person  present  who 
would  submit  to  the  examination  of  head 
which  he  required.  This  proposal  was  not, 
however,  accepted;  and,  when  the  servants 
left  the  room,  I  took  the  opportunity  of  in- 
forming the  learned  Craniologist  how  egre- 
giously  he  was  mistaken  in  the  character  of 
Dugald,  who  was  the  least  covetous  and  the 
kindest  hearted  of  human  beings. 

"  Education,  Doctor,  may  have  counteracted 
his  natural  propensities,"  was  the  reply . 

"  Ah,  hah !"  exclaimed  the  Colonel,  "  I  per- 
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ceive  that,  after  all,  you  may  fashion  a  man  as 
you  please,  in  spite  of  either  physiognomy  or 
phrenology.  I  always  thought  so: — give  me 
a  good  schoolmaster,  or  a  smart  drill-serjeant 
for  a  recruit,  and  I  will  turn  you  out  a  clever 
scholar,  or  as  steady  a  soldier  as  ever  shoul- 
dered a  firelock,  whatever  may  be  the  bumps 
and  the  irregularities  of  the  caput.  What  do 
you  think,  Mr.  Mordaunt  ?" 

The  clergyman,  who  was  deeply  engaged  in 
a  conversation  with  Caroline  Ashton  on  the  in- 
fluence of  poetry  on  the  morals  of  society,  and 
only  heard  the  question  without  its  prelude, 
looked  up  and  replied : — 

"  I  think,  Colonel,  that  although  there  are 
exceptions,  yet  its  general  tendency  has  been 
to  nurture  immorality." 

The  Cantab  seemed  amazed. 

*^  As  to  the  immorality,'*  said  the  veteran, 
'<  I  cannot  perceive  how  it  can  affect  morals, 
either  one  way  or  the  other.  It  is  true  that  it 
has  been  said  to  afford  arguments  for  mate- 
rialism.*' 

Mr.  Mordaunt  looked  as  much  astonished  as 
the  Cantab. 

« Materialism !"  replied  he,  echoing  the 
term — "  materialism !— how  can  it  possibly  af- 
ford  argum^ts  for  materialism  ?    It  is  more 
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likely  to  cause  murder ;  and,  indeed,  with  due 
subniission  to  the  profession.  Colonel,  I  am  of 
opinion  that,  except  for  the  immortalization  of 
heroes  by  poets,  war  would  long  since  have 
ceased  to  be  the  scourge  of  humanity." 

Mr.  Oatland  smiled. 

"  The  poets  may  have  had  some  influence," 
said  the  veteran,  not  discovering  that  he  and 
Mr.  Mordaunt  were  at  cross  purposes  ;  "  but, 
in  making  this  admission,  you  must  relinquish 
the  agency  of  bumps." 

The  Clergyman  appeared  still  more  as- 
tonished. 

"  By  no  means,"  exclaimed  the  Cantab ; 
who,  though  he  was  not  aware  of  the  drift  of 
Mr.  Mordaunt's  remark,  yet  felt  that  the  Co- 
lonel had  attacked  phrenology-  "  It  does  not 
follow  : — the  organ  of  ambition,  which  may  be 
as  largely  developed  in  the  poet  as  in  the  hero, 
is  variously  influenced  and  modified  in  its  ac- 
tion by  other  organs,  and  both  characters  are 
stimulated  to  seek  the  bubble  reputation,  al- 
though by  difierent  means : — it  must  be  allowed 
that  the  numbers  of  the  poet,  which  rouse  the 
energies  of  the  hero,  would  fall  unheeded  upon 
the  ear  of  one  devoid  of  military  ambition." 

Mr.  Mordaunt,  who  now  discovered  that  he 
and  Colonel  Standard  were  talking  of  very 
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different  subjects,  laughed  heartily  at  the  mis- 
take. 

Miss  Standard,  who  had  been  listening  with 
attention,  remarked  that  "  she  could  not  avoid 
saying,  that,  ignorant  as  she  acknowledged 
herself  to  be  of  the  principles  of  phrenology, 
she  thought,  that  even  were  these  correct,  the 
science  was  one  with  which  she  would  never 
desire  to  become  acquainted  :  for,  as  much 
gratification  arose  from  the  contemplation  of 
circumstances  unfolding  the  characters  of  in- 
dividuals often  directly  opposed  to  our  anticipa- 
tions, one  source  of  pleasure  would  be  lost 
were  we  capable  of  tracing  character,  at  first 
sight,  on  the  contour  of  the  head." 

Mr.  Sketchly,  who  had  hitherto  remained 
silent,  now  also  attacked  the  Cantab. 

"  Miss  Standard,"  said  he,  "  is  undoubtedly 
correct:  much  of  our  gratification  is  derived 
from  unexpected  results : — thus,  if,  in  turning 
the  corner  of  a  rock,  on  leaving  a  rugged  and 
dreary  glen,  our  eye  suddenly  fall  upon  ii  rich 
and  cultivated  strath,  the  pleasure  which  this 
scene  affords  us  is  less  derived  from  the  pic- 
ture itself  than  from  the  unlooked-for  change 
of  scenery." 

Mr.  Percival  replied  by  remarking  that, 
"  however  true  this  might  hold  with  regard  to 
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the  pictaresque,  yet,  in  mind  and  morals,  trntb 
was  the  great  object ;  and  if  phrenology  could- 
discover  a  rogae  beneath  the  doak  of  hypo- 
crisy, the  advantage  thus  derived  firom  its  aid 
would  greatly  overcome  the  loss  of  such  a  grati- 
fication as  that  to  which  Miss  Standard  alluded.'^ , 

The  Colonel,  who  was  leaning  upon  the 
table,  and  twirling  his  glass  during  this  con- 
versation, now  put  on  his  spectacles,  and,  prop- 
ping himself  upright  in  his  chair,  turned  his 
eyes  directly  upon  the  Cantab,  and  thus  ad- 
dressed him : — 

"  Mr.  Percival  ;  my  dear  sir,  let  me  tell 
you — a  scholar  and  a  man  of  science,  that 
you  are  still  young  in  the  knowledge  of  the 
world;  and,  therefore,  permit  an  old  fel- 
low, who  has  grown  grey  in  the  study  of 
it,  to  give  you  a  little  useful  information.  Tou 
are  right,  sir,  in  saying  that  truth  is  the 
object  most  worthy  of  research — *  querere  ve- 
rum  in  Sylvas  Academi' — I  think  that's  the 
I^irase  in  Horace."  The  Cantab  nodded  as- 
sent. "  Well,  sir,  it  is  certainly  the  best  and 
most  becoming  object  of  research :  but  if  you 
hope  to  acquire  it,  as  &r  as  human  character  is 
concerned,  solely  by  the  aid  of  phrenology,  or  of 
any  other  science,  by  Gad,  sir!  let  me  tell  you 
that  you  will  find  your  expectations  most  woe- 
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fally  disappointed.  Tbis  is  no  faqon  de  parler  ;. 
bat  an  opinion  spoken,  by  Gad !  in  sober 
earnest." 

^*  Do  you  mean  to  maintun,  Colonel,"  said 
the  Cantab,  ^^  that  the  propensities  of  man 
do  not  depend  on  physical  structure,  but  are 
created  solely  by  circumstances  ?" 

"  I  know  nothing  of  the  physical  structure 
of  the  brain,"  replied  the  veteran ;  "  but  I 
know  the  influence  of  circumstances.  Al- 
though Mr.  Mordaunt  be  present,  yet  I  must 
quote  a  passage  of  Scripture,  which  you  can- 
not fail  to  recollect,  in  proof  of  this  remark. 
— *  Is  thy  servant  a  dog,  that  he  should  do 
this  thing  ?' — was  the  reply  of  Shimei  to  the 
prophet,  who  foretold  his  cruelty  as  a  con- 
queror. Shimei  had  never  displayed  any  pro- 
pensity that  could  indicate  the  conduct  which 
he  afterwards  pursued,  and  which  was  evi- 
dently born  with  the  occasion — yes,  sir,  bom 
with  the  occasion  :  and  many  a  man,  by  Gad  ! 
would  pass  the  muster  of  life,  and  perform  his 
duty  vrith  honour  and  credit,  but  for  some 
cursed  circumstance  or  other  crossing  his  line 
of  march.  I  have  known  men,  who  would 
have  wept  over  the  death  of  a  sparrow,  plunge 
a  bayonet  into  the  bosom  of  a  helpless  female 
in  the  sacking  of  a  town :   and  many  a  natu- 
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rally  honest  man  has  been  driven  by  distress, 
or  allured  by  temptation,  to  commit  acts  which 
have  brought  him  to  an  untimely  end.  What 
influence,  sir,  had  the  organs  of  these  men  over 
the  circumstances  that  impelled  them  into  tne 
current  of  infamy  ?  Where  were  those  of 
murder  and  covetousness  before  these  impulses 
occurred  ?" 

"  The  organs  were  called  into  activity  by 
these  circumstances,"  said  Mr.  Percival. 

"  By  Gad !  Mr.  Percival,"  was  the  reply,  "  it 
is  well  for  the  best  of  us,  that  phrenology  cannot 
perform  what  it  pretends  to :  we  should  cut  a 
sorry  figure,  indeed,  were  every  man's  motives 
of  action  chalked  out  upon  his  forehead :  and 
many  a  hole  would  be  found  in  uniforms  that 
now  appear  whole  and  unspotted.  It  is  suffi- 
cient, my  5^oung  friend,"  continued  the  veteran, 
softening  his  tone,  "  that  our  derilections  are 
exposed  to  one  eye ;  from  which  indeed  they 
cannot  be  hidden,  and  under  whose  inspection 
they  must  appear  in  all  their  deformity,  in  that 
great  muster  to  which  the  human  race  shall  be 
one  day  called  ;  and  I  may  venture  to  say, 
that,  with  all  the  integrity  of  the  Judge  who 
shall  pass  sentence  upon  us,  there  will  be  more 
lenity  on  that  occasion,  than  would  be  displayed 
by  erring  man  to  his  fellow,  had  each  of  us  a 
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window  in  our  breasts,  through  which  our  mo- 
tives and  feelings  might  be  viewed.  Yes,  Mr. 
Percival,  it  is  enough  that  we  answer  for  our 
conduct  to  the  Great  General  of  our  salvation  ; 
and,  I  trust,"  said  he,  rising  up,  and  taking 
the  Cantab  kindly  by  the  hand,  "  I  trust  to 
find  you,  my  young  friend,  on  that  day  of  uni- 
versal inspection,  not  the  worse  for  a  little 
advice  from  an  old  soldier — to  think  every  man 
honest  until  you  find  him  out  to  be  a  rogue, 
whatever  may  be  the  shape  of  his  head.'* 

The  Cantab,  who  felt  the  kindly-meant  re- 
proof of  the  veteran,  as  it  was  intended,  bowed ; 
and  a  pause  in  the  conversation  following  this 
address,  Mrs.  Standard  nodded  to  Miss  Bridget; 
and  the  ladies,  rising,  left  the  room. 

The  Colonel  having  rung  for  fresh  peats  and 
a  billet  of  wood  for  the  fire ;  and,  at  the  sugges- 
tion of  Mr.  Oatland,  having  ordered  tumblers, 
hot  water,  and  a  bottle  of  Glenleevit  to  be  placed 
on  the  table,  instead  of  another  bottle  of  port ; 
and,  having  lighted  his  cigar,  we  drew  our 
chairs  towards  the  fire.  The  lecture  on  phre- 
nology, however,  had  produced  feelings  of 
seriousness  which  were  not  favourable  to  con- 
versation ;  it  therefore  flagged ;  and  as  the 
ladies  had  no  drawing-room  to  retire  to,  they 
were  heard  chatting  on  the  little  esplanade  in  the 
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front  of  the  inn.  Mr.  Mordaunt  and  his  friends 
successively  left  the  room  to  join  them,  leaving 
the  veteran  and  myself  seated  on  each  side  of 
the  fire.  The  old  gentleman  replenished  his 
tambler  and  stirred  the  fire  ;  and,  having 
lighted  a  jfresh  cigar,  and  reclined  backward  in 
bis  chair,  as  if  to  indulge  in  a  reverie,  I  rose 
and  walked  to  the  window. 

It  was  a  beautiful  night:  a  thousand  stars 
spangled  the  deep  vault  of  the  sky ;  and  the 
full  moon,  which  hung  suspended  in  it,  was 
reflected  in  a  stream  of  dazzling  lustre  from 
the  unruffled  bosom  of  Loch  Achray,  while  her 
soft  beams,  "  sleeping'  upon  the  banks,"  ob- 
scurely illuminated  with  silvery  light  the  face 
of  Ben  Venue,  and  the  projecting  rocks  and 
tufted  knolls  of  the  Trosachs,  throwing  the 
huge  shoulder  of  the  mountain  and  every  hollow 
into  the  deepest  shade.  The  stillness  which 
settled  upon  the  scene,  although  in  some  de- 
gree broken  by  the  dull,  monotonous  sound  of 
the  waterfall  at  the  back  of  the  inn,  the  voices 
of  the  party  on  the  little  esplanade  before  it, 
and  the  occasional  lowing  of  distant  cattle,  yet, 
produced  a  powerful  feeling  of  solitude,  whilst, 
at  the  same  time,  the  mind  was  impressed  with 
an  idea  of  extension  and  space,  which  I  have 
often   experienced    from    moonlight  scenery, 
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without  being  able  to  explain  it.  I  was  re- 
flecting whether  it  might  not  be  attributed  to 
the  deep  shadows  diminishing  the  apparent 
height  of  objects,  combined  with  the  obscurity 
which  blends  every  thing  in  the  distance  into 
one  hazy  mass,  the  outline  of  which,  marked 
upon  the  horizon,  leads  the  imagination  far 
beyond  the  visual  boundary  of  the  landscape  ? 
I  was  weighing  these  opinions  in  my  mind, 
when  the  Colonel,  taking  his  cigar  from  his 
mouth,  and  turning  half  round  in  his  seat, 
addressed  me. 

"  Doctor,"  said  he,  "  it  is  many  years,  my 
worthy  fellow  !  since  we  last  met ;  and  as  we 
may  not  have  such  an  opportunity  again,  I  will 
take  advantage  of  the  absence  of  our  friends, 
to  give  you  a  little  sketch  of  the  good  and  the 
bad — and,  by  Gad !  there  has  been  enough  of 
the  latter — which  have  befallen  me  since  we 
parted." 

I  resumed  my  chair.  The  veteran  threw 
his  cigar  into  the  fire ;  and,  having  placed  his 
handkerchief  on  one  knee,  and  crossed  the 
other  over  it,  so  as  to  form  a  rest  for  his  hands, 
which  were  clasped  in  one  another,  and  with  a 
slight  inclination  of  the  body  forwards,  he  thus 
began.  But,  before  stating  what  my  friend 
said,  I  cannot  avoid  inditing  a  few  sentences  in 
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admiration  of  the  attitude  for  narration  which 
he  thus  chose.  It  is  one  which  completely 
relieves  the  mind  from  any  effort  to  maintain 
the  action  of  the  muscles  that  support  the  per- 
pendicularity of  the  trunk  of  the  body  :  for,  by 
the  rest  given  to  the  hands  and  arms,  the  body 
bends  gently  forwards,  and  every  muscle  is 
left  in  complete  repose.  No  position,  there- 
fore, can  be  more  favorable  for  delivering  a 
narrative;  the  mind  is  left  unoccupied  with 
any  extraneous  matter ;  it  is  fully  collected 
within  itself,  and  kept  steady  to  its  object ;  past 
events  are  readily  recalled  by  the  slightest 
eflForts  of  recollection,  and  the  current  of  the 
details  flows  free  and  undisturbed. 
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CRAPTER  III. 


Remembrance 
Puts  forth  her  iigfat,  that,  like  the  eternal  lam(A 
Of  tombs,  boms  only  to  illimiiiiate 
Sepuk^ral  gloom.  ^ 


Yet,  I  bear 


Within  me  warm  and  urgent  thankagivings 
For  the  gifts  left  me. 

ANOif .    See  notes  oo  Philip  Fan  ArtettitU. 


The  old  Colonel,  seated  as  described,  twice 
essayed  to  commence  bis  narrative,  bat  paused, 
as  if  some  reminiscences  that  the  effort  bad 
awakened  stifled  bis  voice :  at  lengtb,  after  a 
struggle  witb  bis  feelings,  be  tbus  began  : — 

"  Doctor !  you  may  recollect  tbat,  a  few 
weeks  before  you  left  Savannab,  my  fatber-in- 
law  died ;  and,  as  tbis  happened  during  my 
wife's  confinement  on  tbe  birtb  of  ber  first 
child,  the  event  protracted  ber  recovery:  she 
was  just  beginning  to  get  about  again  at  the 
time  you  sailed.  The  necessity  of  looking 
after  the  plantation  which  fell  into  my  bands 
on  the  death  of  tbe  old  gentleman — you  did  not 
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know  him,  I  believe? — he  was  a  very  odd  fish  ; 
and  although  a  staunch  lover  of  the  bottle,  and 
one  who  never  flinched  while  another  man 
could  keep  his  seat  at  table,  yet,  by  Gad !  he 
was  never  overtaken  but  once,  and  that  hap- 
pened at  the  mess-table  of  a  Yankee  regiment, 
when  he  was  eighty-five,  a  few  months  before 
his  death  :  indeed,  it  brought  on  the  complaint 
that  terminated  his  career.  But  I  am  wander- 
ing from  my  story.  What  was  I  saying? — 
Aye — I  recollect. 

"  The  necessity  of  looking  after  the  property, 
and  the  natural  wish  of  my  wife  to  remain  in 
the  place  of  her  nativity,  induced  me  to  stay 
six  years  longer  in  Savannah ;  although  I  hated 
the  place,  and  its  aguish  climate  did  not  accord 
with  my  constitution.  During  this  time  my 
son  was  born ;  and  things  rolled  on  merrily 
enough,  until  the  yellow  fever  broke  out  and 
nearly  depopulated  the  town.  By  the  blessing 
of  Providence,  my  family  escaped  the  conta- 
gion of  disease." 

I  could  not  avoid  here  interrupting  the  wof- 
thy  veteran,  in  order  to  set  him  right  on  the 
subject  and  nature  of  yellow  fever,  which  is 
merely  endemic,  and  neither  contagious  nor 
infectious. 

«  Well,"  continued  he,  "  I  dare  say  you  are 
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right ;  but  we  thought  it  contagions  ;  and  how 
could  we  think  otherwise,  when  some  houses 
were  exempt  from  its  influence,  and  others 
were  swept  utterly  away  by  it  ?  But  I  cannot 
argue  the  point  with  you. 

^<  The  distress  which  surrounded  us,  and  the 
dread  of  a  visitation  from  the  fever,  obliged  me  to 
dispose  of  the  plantation,  much  under  its  value, 
and  to  evacuate  the  place.  We  intended  to  take 
refuge  in  New  York ;  but  the  disease  had  gained 
a  march  upon  us  and  entrenched  itself  there. 
ScJH'cely  had  we  landed  ere  our  ears  were 
assailed  with  the  tolling  of  the  passing  bell: 
nothing  was  seen  in  the  streets  but  coffins  and 
funerals ;  the  air  bore  only  sounds  of  lamen- 
tation ;  the  stores  and  the  shops  were  shut  up  ; 
and,  if  you  entered  a  house,  you  found  that  it 
was  either  deserted  by  the  family,  or  you  saw 
it,  like  an  hospital,  containing  patients  in  every 
stage  of  the  disease — some  dying,  some  dead — 
and  others,  whose  sallow  countenances  dis- 
played  that  they  had  not  escaped  the  tainting 
breath  of  the  malady,  were  looking  on  with  a 
kind  of  stupid  apathy,  as  if  heedless  of  the  fate 
which  threatened  soon  to  overtake  themselves. 

"  The  first  house  at  which  I  ventured  to 
call,  was  that  of  Mr.  Grant,  a  respectable  mer- 
chant, whom  I  had  frequently  met  with  at  the 
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table  of  my  father-in-law.  The  door  was 
opened  by  a  black  fellow,  who  answered  my 
enquiry,  v\  hether  his  master  was  at  home  ?  by 
saying,  «  Massa  is  sick  at  heart,  and  cannot  be 
seen.'  Guessing,  however,  at  the  cause,  and 
thinking  that  I  might  be  serviceable,  I  urged 
my  entreaty  to  see  his  master.  The  negro  was 
inflexible  :  '  Massa  sick — no  see  any  one,'  was 
the  only  reply  I  could  obtain  ;  until,  my  per- 
tinacity tiring  out  his  patience,  he  at  length 
agreed  to  request  permission  to  admit  me. 
Afraid  to  lose  my  object  from  the  stupidity  of 
the  slave,  for  he  was  one,  in  that  boasted  land 
of  freedom,  I  followed  him  into  the  parlour. 
I  found  Mr.  Grant,  in  deep  distress,  seated  at 
a  table  covered  with  letters,  his  forehead  resting 
upon  his  hand,  and  an  infant,  about  three  years 
of  age,  upon  his  knee.  He  stretched  out  his 
hand,  and  recognized  me  without  altering  his 
position.  '  Can  I  be  of  any  service  to  you, 
my  dear  sir  ?'  said  I,  on  taking  his  hand. 

"  '  Alas !'  he  replied,  with  a  voice  expressive 
of  the  deepest  anguish,  '  nothing  can  serve  me 
now.  This  is  a  house,  Colonel  Standard, 
borne  down  with  wretchedness :  in  one  week, 
I  have  been  bereaved  of  two  of  my  children  ; 
and  within  this  hour '  here  his  voice  fal- 
tered,  and  he   struggled  with  his   feelings — 
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*  they  have  been  followed  by  their  mother.' 
The  infant,  who  was  looking  wistfully  in  his 
face,  on  my  entrance,  had  now  raised  himself 
upon  his  father's  knee,  and,  putting  one  arm 
round  the  neck  of  his  parent,  whilst  he  applied 
his  little  lips  to  the  moistened  cheek,  down 
which  the  tears  were  silently  coursing  one 
another,  said,  softly,  *  Dear  Papa !'  The  ex- 
pression overpowered  the  unfortunate  man  : 
he  pressed  the  child  to  his  bosom,  and  wept 
aloud.  The  scene  was  too  much  for  me ;  and, 
finding  that  my  feelings  were  scarcely  under 
control,  I  squeezed  his  hand  and  left  the  house. 
In  twelve  days  afterwards,  this  little  boy  was 
the  only  surviving  representative  of  a  family 
which  had  been  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  health 
and  prosperity  not  a  month  before  my  arrival 
in  New  York. 

"  Thank  Heaven  !  we  were  soon  enabled  to 
leave  this  melancholy  scene  ;  and  I  landed  in 
England,  with  my  family,  in  the  autumn  of  the 
same  year.  ^ 

"  Our  party  was  here  increased  by  a  daugh- 
ter of  an  unfortunate  and  profligate  relation  of 
my  wife,  that  beautiful  girl,  Caroline,  whom  you 
have  seen." 

"  She  is  indeed  a  beautiful  young  woman," 
said  I. 

VOL.   I.  D 
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*♦  Not  more  beautiful  than  goody"  replied  the 
Colonel.  "  Her  story  is  a  singular  one ;  but 
you  shall  hear  it  at  another  time. 

"  Not  to  tire  you,  Doctor,  with  a  useless 
narrative — I  took  up  my  abode  in  London ; 
and,  after  a  few  years,  sent  the  girls  to  an  ex- 
cellent school,  and  ray  son  to  Harrow.  The 
talents  and  industry  of  Charles  were  a  source 
of  great  gratification  to  me,  and  of  pride  to  his 
mother.  He  passed  through  his  school  examin- 
ations with  credit ;  and  was  looking  forward  to 
University  honors  at  Cambridge,  whither  I  had 
sent  him.  But  who  knows  what  may  happen 
in  the  march  of  time  ?  Who  can  anticipate  the 
commands  of  Providence  ?" — 

Here  the  old  soldier  paused ;  and,  strongly 
compressing  hi$  lips,  sat  for  some  minutes 
silent,  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  ground. 
At  length,  recovering  himself,  he  continued : — 

"  During  a  tour,  which  my  wife  and  myself 
and  our  daughter  and  niece  were  making  in 
Switzerland,  I  had  fixed  our  head  quarters  at 
Berne  ;  and  there  Charles  joined  us.  He  was 
delighted  with  that  singular  town  ;  its  arcades, 
magnificent  terraces,  fine  fountains,  and  noble 
avenues.  Our  house  was  situated  close  to  the 
Grass  Kirchof  or  terrace  which  overhangs  the 
Aar,and  commanded  a  view  of  the  rich  country 
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extending  between  the  city  and  tbe  base  of  the 
mountains ;  and  of  tbe  Alps  beyond  tbero,  white 
with  eternal  snows.    Charles  was  fall  of  ardour, 
an  enthusiastic  lover  of  Nature,  and  possessed 
of  insatiable  cariosity,  and  his  time  being  li- 
mited, he  determined  to  employ  every  hour  he 
could  command  in  examining  the  country ;  and, 
therefore,  now  and  then  left  us  for  two  or  three 
days  together,  on  excursions  to  the  more  re- 
markable mountains  and  glaciers.     On  the  last 
of  these  excursions — "  here  the  veteran  fetched 
a  deep  sigh — *"  he  departed,  immediately  after 
breakfast,  with  an  experienced  guide,  to  visit 
the  glaciers  of  the  Eiger  and  Jungfran.    His 
mother,  who  had  never  before  displayed  any  un- 
easiness on   Charles's  account  daring    these 
expeditions,  having,  on  this  occasion,  heard  that 
these  glaciers  were  dangerous  to  traverse,  felt 
a  strong  presentiment  that  something  would 
befall  her  son,  and  mentioned  her  apprehen- 
sions to  me.     I  confess  that,  notwithstanding 
your  stories.  Doctor,  of  the  Taishataragh, — I 
think  you  call  it  so?" — I  nodded  assent. — "  I 
mean,"  continued  the  veteran,  the  second  sight 
of  your  mountain  regions,  and  the  instinctive 
feelings  under  the  dominion  of  which  you  would 
place  man  as  well  as  brutes — I  confess  that  I 
treated  her  apprehensions  as  the  groundless 
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terror  of  an  over-fond  mother.  She  woald  not, 
however,  be  satisfied  ;  and,  to  calm  her  mind, 
I  procured  another  guide  to  follow  Charles, 
with  a  note  beseeching  his  immediate  return : 
at  the  same  time,  I  secretly  blamed  myself  for 
complying  with  her  request;  and  hoped  that, 
for  once,  the  dear  boy  would  disregard  ray 
commands.  Poor  youth !  he  was  saved  that 
pang ;  for  the  note  never  reached  his  hand,  the 
guide  having,  by  some  mistake,  taken  a  diflFer- 
ent  route. 

"  Night  came,  and  Charles  did  not  return. 
The  fears  of  his  mother  were  now  redoubled  ; 
and  the  contagion  of  her  terrors  was  commu- 
nicated to  both  my  daughter  and  niece.  I  en- 
deavoured to  compose  their  minds  by  suggest- 
ing, what  was  actually  the  case,  that  the  mes- 
senger with  his  recall  had  not  encountered  him  ; 
and  that  our  poor  boy  would  certainly  return 
next  day.  It  was  in  vain:  fifty  times  were 
they  at  the  door  to  see  whether  they  could  not 
descry  his  approach.  The  anxious  countenance 
of  my  wife  was  indescribable:  she  would  walk 
about  the  room  for  some  time  ;  then  sit  down 
with  her  hands  folded  together,  and  start  at 
every  sound  that  indicated  any  thing  like  an 
approaching  step. 

"  At  length,  midnight  came,  and  with  it  an 
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increase  of  all  her  apprehensions.  I  vainly  per- 
suaded her  to  retire  to  rest*  She  placed  herself 
close  to  the  window,  with  her  eyes  thrown  oat 
into  the  night,  and  her  ears  open  to  catch  every 
casual  sound :  but  all  was  stillness  and  silence. 
I  sat  by  her,  holding  her  hand  in  mine,  sharing 
her  anxiety ;  for,  by  this  time,  my  own  fears 
were  unaccountably  excited ;  and  I  felt  ready 
to  sink  beneath  the  intense  gaze  of  enquiry 
which  every  now  and  then  she  fixed  upon  my 
face,  for  minutes  together,  without  uttering 
even  a  sigh.  The  tears  poured  down  the 
cheeks  of  my  daughter  and  poor  Caroline,  who 
stood  hanging  upon  the  back  of  my  chair  and 
that  of  my  wife,  watching  her  countenance  and 
mine,  while  sighs  and  stifled  hysterical  sobbings 
broke  from  their  bosoms :  but  still  the  wretched 
mother  said  nothing.  At  length  a  streak  of 
twilight  was  seen  upon  the  eastern  horizon : 
my  poor  wife  turned  upon  me  a  look  of  an- 
guish, which  I  can  never  forget ;  and,  as  I  held 
her  hand,  I  felt  an  involuntary  shudder  vibrate 
through  her  frame.  I  folded  her  in  my  arms ; 
when,  as  if  suddenly  loosened  from  the  inten- 
sity of  thought  which  had  hitherto  overpowered 
her,  she  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  then  hid  her  face 
in  my  bosom,  and  gave  vent  to  a  flood  of  tears. 
*  Oh !  Augustus !'  exclaimed  she,  after  a  few 
minutes,    '  I  feel    that   I  am  doomed  to  be 
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wretched ! — I  fear ! — I  fear ! but  the  morn- 
ing is  breaking — you  must  go  yourself  to  seek 

for  poor  Charles,  and  I  will  go' with  you 

No,  no !  I  cannot — I  must  live  for  my  other 
dear  children  !'  and,  disengaging  herself  from 
my  embrace,  she  clasped  the  two  girls  in  her 
arms,  and  all  three  wept  aloud.  Ah !  Doctor," 
continued  the  veteran,  "  there  are  circum- 
stances in  life  which  turn  all  our  manliness  to 
mockery.  I  silently  wept  with  them  ;  and  it 
was  not  until  my  wife  again  urged  my  depar- 
ture that  I  was  conscious  of  the  necessity  of 
controlling  my  feelings. 

"  I  left  the  house  with  a  heavy  heart,  taking 
nothing  with  me  but  a  sti^^k  shod  with  an  iron 
point,  which  is  used  in  mountain  expeditions. 
My  first  object  was  to  procure  a  horse ;  but 
the  streets  of  Berne  were  as  silent  as  the 
grave, .  and  I  perambulated  them  for  some 
time  without  encountering  a  living  thing,  until 
one  of  the  patrol  issued  from  the  arches  of 
the  guardhouse,  and  demanded  my  name  and 
place  of  residence.  I  satisfied  the  enquiry, 
and,  with  his  assistance,  procured  a  horse,  on 
which  I  left  the  city  as  soon  as  the  gates  were 
opened,  as  the  first  rays  of  the  rising  sun 
had  glanced  upon  the  summits  of  the  snowy 
mountains.  I  crossed  the  bridge  over  the  Aar, 
and /took  the  road  to  Thun. 
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The  San  rose  with  anusnal  brightness ;  the 
freshness  of  the  morning,  the  perfame  of  the 
lime  trees,  and  the  masic  of  the  feathered 
songsters  warbled  from  every  spray,  so  well 
calculated  to  cheer  the  mind  and  elevate  the 
heart  ander  ordinary  circumstances,  only  added 
to  the  weight  of  anxiety  which  pressed  upon 
mine.  The  gaiety  of  every  object  around  me 
seemed  a  mockery  of  my  feelings,  and  I  rode 
on  almost  in  a  state  of  apathy.  I  reached 
Thun  without  having  seen  or  heard  any  tidings 
of  my  poor  boy.  It  was  necessary  either  to 
leave  my  horse  there,  or  to  rest  him  if  I  wished 
to  proceed  by  land.  I  determined  to  go  up  the 
lake  after  breakfasting,  for  which  I  entered  the 
inn  of  the  Bellevue.  I  here  ascertained  that  a 
young  Englishman,  answering  the  description 
of  Charles,  had  dined  there  on  the  preceding 
day,  and  left  the  inn  in  the  company  of  two 
foreign  gentlemen,  with  the  intention,  as  the 
landlord  understood,  of  proceeding  up  the 
lake  and  traversing  the  glaciers  of  the  Jung- 
frau :  ^  but,'  added  he,  *  the  thing  is  impos- 
nble  :  it  has  been  only  once  accomplished, 
by  some  miners  of  the  Valais,  and  never  since 
attempted.  I  hope  the  young  gentleman  will 
come  to  no  harm.'  This  remark.  Doctor !  did 
not,  you  may  be  sure,  lessen  my  anxiety ;  nor 
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was  it  diminished  by  the  answers  to  the  thou- 
sand questions  which  I  put  to  the  boatmen,  as 
we  pursued  our  way  up  the  lake  to  Neuhaus, 
where  we  landed  ;  whence  I  proceeded  to  In- 
terlacken,  hired  horses,  and,  having  procured  a 
guide  to  ascend  the  mountain,  we  departed  for 
Lauterbrunen. 

"  When  we  arrived  near  the  celebrated  fall 
of  the  Staubach,  I  perceived  a  knot  of  the 
country  people  at  the  door  of  the  inn  at  Lau- 
terbrunen, earnestly  listening  to  the  narration 
of  a  man,  who,  by  his  dress,  appeared  to  be  a 
guide.  I  involuntarily  turned  towards  the 
group ;  but  a  strong  feeling  of  apprehension 
seized  upon  my  frame ;  I  could  not  approach 
the  spot ;  and,  therefore,  I  requested  the  guide 
to  enquire  what  was  the  matter.  I  too  soon 
read,  in  his  undisguised  countenance,  as  he  re- 
turned, the  result  of  his  enquiries ;  his  feelings 
were  evidently  strongly  excited,  for  he  stood 
gazing  at  me,  as  if  uncertain  how  to  commu- 
nicate his  intelligence ;  whilst  I,  dreading  to 
hear  it,  yet  tortured  with  suspense,  charged 
him  to  speak — to  tell  me  the  worst — I  was  pre- 
pared to  meet  it. — How  little  we  know  our- 
selves! I  thought  I  could  depend  upon  my 
courage:  but  when  the  guide,  in  a  hesitating 
voice,  replied — *  I  fear,  sir,  we  need  proceed 
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no  farther* — ^the  bridle  dropped  from  my  hand> 
and  I  felt  that  heart-sickness  which  makes 
every  thing  swim  before  the  sight,  so  that  I 
should  have  fallen  from  my  horse  if  he  had  not 
assisted  me  to  alight,  and  supported  my  steps 
into  the  inn. — Oh,  Doctor  ! " 

Here  the  old  gentleman  paused  for  a  few 
minutes,  compressed  his  lips  strongly  together, 
tried  to  check  two  or  three  convulsive  sobs, 
and  struggled  hai'd  for  the  mastery  of  his  feel- 
ings. He  soon  recovered  his  composure,  and 
thus  continued  his  narrative  : — 

"  On  entering  tlie  house,  I  was  led  into  a 
room,  where — if  possible,  conceive  ray  horror 
— where  the  first  object  which  presented  itself 
was  the  dead  body  of  my  poor  boy,  stretched 
upon  a  bed !— Every  object  vanished  from  my 
eyes  :  I  felt  as  if  life  was  passing  away  ;  and 
instantly  sunk  upon  the  corpse  in  a  state  of 
complete  insensibility.  The  humanity  of  the 
landlord  and  of  the  guides  led  them  to  carry 
me  into  another  apartment.  I  slowly  reco- 
vered my  consciousness  of  existence  ;  but,  for 
some  minutes,  I  could  not  believe  that  all  that 
had  occurred  was  not  a  dream.  Alas !  the 
truth  flashed  too  quickly  upon  my  mind  ;  and 
I  shuddered  in  reflecting  upon  the  eflect  which 
the  communication  of  it  would  produce  on  my 
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wretched  wife  and  my  daughter.  To  be  so 
suddenly  deprived  of  a  son  of  whom  I  was 
justly  proud,  on  whose  virtues  and  affection 
I  relied  for  comfort  in  my  advancing  years 
— ^whose  ripening  talents  were  calculated  to 
shed  lustre  upon  his  family,  and  who  was,  not 
forty  hours  before,  in  the  full  enjoyment  of 
health  and  the  vigour  of  youth,  was  more  than 
my  fortitude  and  even  my  resignation  to  the 
will  of  Providence  could  sustain.  I  groaned 
deeply  within  me,  and  secretly  wished  for 
death  to  terminate  my  agony.  But  we  know 
not  what  we  can  support  until  we  are  tried. 
1  threw  myself  in  despair  upon  a  bed,  and  re- 
mained for  an  hour  in  a  kind  of  stupor,  with 
rtjy  face  hid  in  the  pillow,  until  roused  by  the 
Curate  of  Lauterbrunen,  who  had  been  sent 
for,  and  who,  taking  me  kindly  by  the  hand,  suc- 
ceeded, by  pouring  the  balm  of  religion  upon 
my  wounded  spirit,  in  gradually  restoring  my 
composure  of  mind.  This  worthy  man  per- 
suaded me  to  accompany  him  to  his  house,  and 
to  remain  there  during  the  night.  He  under- 
took to  get  the  body  of  my  poor  boy  conveyed 
to  Thun,  where,  he  convinced  me,  it  would 
be  more  desirable  to  inter  it  than  at  Berne.  I 
complied  with  his  hospitable  invitation ;  and, 
next  morning,  feeling  that  I  was  sufficiently 
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composed  to  listen  to  the  recital  of  the  event 
which  had  heaped  upon  me  so  much  wretched- 
ness,  I  sent  for  the  guides  who  accompanied 
Charles,  for  he  had  hired  two  at  Lauterbrunen, 
and  received  from  them  some  details  which 
you,  Doctor,  may  find  tedious." 

I  hastily  assured  him  of  the  contrary.  The 
old  man  wiped  a  tear  from  his  eyes,  and  thus 
resumed  his  tale : — 

"  The  foreign  gentlemen,  with  whom  Charles 
left  the  Bellevue,  remained  at  Interlacken. 
After  traversing,  said  the  guides,  the  Wingern 
Alp,  we  ascended  the  great  glacier  between  the 
Scbrekhorn  and  Wetterhorn,  We  arrived  at 
a  chalet,  where  4t  was  determined  we  should 
pass  the  night,  which  was  fast  approaching. 
The  party  found  there  two  chamois  hunters,  who 
had  kindled  a  fire,  and  were  enjoying  a  supper 
of  broiled  meat  and  milk.  They  joined  the  hun- 
ters, and  had  finished  their  repast,  when  my  boy 
went  out.  Although  he  did  not  return  for  half 
an  hour,  yet  the  guides  thought  it  improbable 
that  he  would  wander  far  from  the  chalet ;  but, 
as  nearly  an  hour  had  elapsed,  and  he  did  not 
appear,  they  agreed  to  go  out  and  look  after  him. 
He  was  not  within  call.  They  hallooed  in  every 
direction  in  vain ;  when,  in  traversing  the  gla- 
cier, they  heard   groans  ;    and,  in  listening, 
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ascertained  that  they  issued  from  one  of  the 
fissures  of  the  ice.  It  was  evident  that  the 
groans  proceeded  from  some  person  who  had 
fallen  into  the  fissare,  and  the  natural  inference 
was,  that  it  could  be  no  other  than  my  unfor- 
tunate son.  One  of  the  guides  remained  on 
the  spot,  whilst  the  other  returned  to  the  chalet 
for  assistance ;  and,  by  the  aid  of  ropes,  and 
with  the  help  of  the  chamois  hunters,  they 
succeeded  in  raising  the  body,  for — "  here 
my  poor  friend  could  scarcely  proceed — "  life 
was  already  extinct.  The  fissure  into  which 
he  had  fallen  was  upwards  of  eighty  feet  in 

depth . 

"  On  the  following  morning,  my  excellent 
host  accompanied  me  to  Thun,  where  the  body 
of  my  poor  child  was  laid  in  the  grave  ;  and  I 
prepared  to  proceed  homewards  with  a  heavy 
heart.  I  took  my  passage  in  the  boat  which 
proceeds  down  the  Aar  to  Berne,  in  order  that 
I  might  arrive  there  before  my  presence  should 
be  suspected,  and  be  enabled  to  take  measures 
for  breaking  the  soul-rending  intelligence  of 
Charles's  fate  to  my  wife,  by  the  aid  of  a  friend, 
before  I  should  see  her.  Doctor  I  I  have  felt, 
as  you  also  must  have  done,  the  awful  sensa- 
tions which  press  upon  the  mind  during  the 
stillness  of  expectation  before  a  battle ;  feel- 
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iDgs  from  which  the  boldest  are  not  exempt.  I 
have  laid  nights  apon  the  wet  ground,  with  my 
thoughts  tamed  apon  home  and  all  its  com* 
.forts,  in  the  instant  dread  of  being  attacked 
and  butchered  by  a  savage  enemy ;  but  I  never 
experienced  any  agitation  of  spirits  or  of 
nerves  to  equal  that  with  which  I  now  ap- 
proached my  home,  my  wife,  and  family.  The 
fneud,  whose  assistance  I  sought,  was  not  in 
Berne,  and  was  not  expected  to  return  for 
some  days." 

^^  I  was  forced  to  bear  the  disappointment, 
for  I  knew  no  other  person  to  whom  I  could 
apply.  I  was  on  the  threshhold  of  my  dwell- 
ing— my  hand  was  even  upon  the  latch ;  which, 
however,  I  dared  not  lift;  and  I  stood  for 
some  time  wavering  whether  I  should  enter 
or  retreat,  when  the  sound  of  a  step  within 
determined  my  purpose — I  entered — it  was 
my  daughter,  who  was  crossing  the  hall :  she 
flew  towards  me ;  but,  seeing  me  alone,  stop- 
ped short,  and  gazed  intently  upon  my  face,  as 
if  to  read  what  was  passing  in  my  soul.  Al- 
though I  had  resolved  to  summon  all  the  stoi- 
dsm  I  could  command  to  my  aid,  in  this  inter- 
view, yet  it  all  vanished  in  an  instant. 

'*  ^  He  is  then  dead !'    she  exclaimed,  and 
fell  prostrate  on  the  floor.     The  sound  of  her 
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fall  brought  my  niece  and  a  servant  to  the 
spot ;  and,  with  their  assistance,  I  had  just 
raised  the  apparently  lifeless  girl,  when  I 
thought  that  I  heard  ray  wife  shriek ;  and,  there- 
fore, leaving  Letitia  in  their  hands,  I  proceeded 
to  enter  the  parlour,  the  door  of  which  was 
sufficiently  open  to  command  a  view  of  what 
was  passing  in  the  hall.  Conceive,  if  you  can, 
my  dear  friend,  the  horror  which  I  experienced 
on  seeing  my  poor  wife  also  in  a  swoon,  as  if 
in  the  act  of  advancing  from  the  chair  on  which 
she  had  been  sitting,  perfectly  insensible,  and 
utterly  unconscious  of  everything  around  her. 
My  God !  I  exclaimed,  in  the  fcigony  of  despair, 
as  I  raised  her  in  my  arms,  when  will  the  cup  of 
my  suffering  be  full?  but,  recollecting  myself,  I 
called  aloud  to  the  servant  to  run  to  the  nearest 
physicicm.  Dr.  TribuUet  arrived  in  a  few  mi- 
nutes. On  examining  the  condition  both  of  my 
poor  wife  and  my  daughter,  he  ordered  them  to 
be  conveyed  to  bed ;  and,  as  nothing  could  be 
done  during  the  continuance  of  the  paroxysm, 
he  requested'  that  they  should  be  closely 
watched,  and  that  he  should  be  apprised  of 
the  first  appearance  of  returning  sensibility. 
I  sat  for  many  hours  by  the  bedside,  holding 
the  hand  of  my  wife  in  mine ;  and  only  con- 
vinced by  a  feeble  flutter,  which  could  be  per- 
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cehred  at  tbe  regioo  of  the  heart,  and  a  thin 
vapour  which  spread  opon  a  clear  mirror  when 
it  was  held  near  her  nHHith  and  nostrils,  that 
she  was  not  dead.  At  length  she  roused,  as  if 
firom  a  deep  sleep,  and  looked  at  me  for  an 
instant ;  then  tamed  in  bed  and  complained  of 
naosea  and  disaneas.  I  sank  down  opon  mr 
knees  and  thanked  the  Almighty  for  her  Hie : 
and,  as  Dr.  Tribollet  was  in  the  hoose  with 
Letitia,  who  had  recorered  her  sensibilitT  an 
hour  before,  he  instantly  administered  what 
was  reqoiflite,  and  desired  that  both  patient 
might  be  left  to  rqN>se. 

^  It  would  be  tedioBB,  my  dear  firiend,  to  enter 
into  the  details  of  Mrs.  Standard's  restoration 
to  health.  Many  months  ehpeed  before  she 
was  aUe  to  leave  her  apartment ;  and  it  was 
only  three  months  ago  that  we  arrired  in 
England.  Ton  must  have  remarked.  Doctor, 
the  change  in  my  wife's  temper  and  spirits: 
yoQ  are  now  in  possesnon  of  the  cause  of  the 
irritalnKty  of  flie  one,  and  the  shade  of  me- 
lancholy which  has  overspfead  the  other. 
Since  the  loss  of  her  son,  she  has  not  been  the 
same  woman ;  and  I  fear  that  tbe  nght  of  this 
moantainoos  country  has  awakened  impres- 
sions which,  I  fondly  hoped,  were  nearly  obli- 
terated.    You  must  bear,  my  gpod   friend. 
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with  her  little  caprices,  and  think  of  her  rather 
as  she  was,  than  as  she  is : — yet,  how  can  I 
hope  for  that  from  you,  when  I  cannot  stand 
her  humours  myself." 

I  assured  the  worthy  veteran  that  I  sym- 
pathized sincerely  in  his  sorrow,  and  was  not 
at  all  surprized  that  such  afflictions  should  have 
affected  the  temper  of  Mrs.  Standard. 

I  was  ruminating  on  the  story  which  I  hud 
heard,  and  comparing  the  distresses  of  my 
friend  with  my  own,  when  the  party,  that  had 
been  enjoying  the  sweetness  of  the  ^ening, 
entered.  Tea  being  finished,  it  became  a 
question,  in  what  manner  the  evening  should 
be  spent  ?  The  Advocate,  full  of  spirit  and 
boyish  vivacity,  proposed  the  game  of  hunt  the 
slipper :  the  Cantab  thought  the  proposal  infra 
dignitatem,  and  appealed  to  me  on  the  subject. 
The  communication  of  my  old  friend  had  given 
a  seriousness  to  my  train  of  thought,  which  ill- 
accorded  with  the  proposition  of  the  Advocate ; 
and,  although  I  did  not  agree  with  the  Cantab, 
yet  I  decided  against  the  game ;  and  hinted 
that  we  might  pass  the  time  very  agreeably  in 
telling  stories.  The  suggestion  was  univer- 
sally relished :  the  bell  was  rung,  and  Dugald 
ordered  to  replenish  the  grate  with  fresh  peats. 
A  circle  was  formed  round  the  blazing  fire ; 
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and  the  Colonel,  having  lighted  his  cigar,  de- 
creed that  the  Clergyman  should  tell  the  first 
story.  Mr.  Mordaont  willingly  accorded  with 
the  decision ;  and  commenced  the  follow- 
ing recital.  But,  before  inscribing  it  upon 
these  pages,  it  is  necessary  to  draw  the  por- 
trait, and  give  some  account  of  the  narrator. 

Mr.  Mordaunt,  for  whom  I  feel  an  uncom- 
mon interest,  on  so  short  an  acquaintance, 
is  a  clergyman  of  the  established  church  of 
England  :  he  is,  as.  my  friend  Standard  has  in- 
formed me,  the  younger  son  of  an  old  family 
of  considerable  consequence  in  the  county  of 
Buckingham.  He  has  a  good  living  in  his  na- 
tive county,  and  has  been  induced  to  visit  Scot- 
land by  the  perusal  of  the  works  of  Sir  Walter 
Scott.  He  is  about  thirty-five  years  of  age, 
tall  and  handsome,  although  rather  spare  in  his 
person.  His  face  is  pale,  but  its  features  are 
well-proportioned  and  elegant ;  his  eyes  dark, 
penetrating,  deeply  set  in  their  sockets,  and 
shaded  by  regular,  arching,  full  eye-brows,  har- 
monizing in  colour  with  a  profusion  of  jetty 
locks,  which,  naturally  curling,  set  off  to  great 
advantage  a  nobly  elevated  and  expanded  fore- 
head. When  Mr.  Mordaunt's  features  are  at 
rest,  they  are  expressive  of  deep  thoughtful - 
ness,  tinctured    with   melancholy :    when    he 
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speaks,  they  become  lighted  up  with  a  spark- 
ling vivacity,  and  a  smile  truly  fascinating. 
His  voice  is  soil  and  harmonious ;  and  his 
language  both  correct  and  appropriate ;  and, 
although  devoid  of  impetuosity,  yet  his  opi- 
nions are  delivered  with  an  earnestness  which 
demonstrates  that  they  have  been  seriously  con- 
sidered and  frequently  reviewed  before  being 
hazarded  in  conversation.  Such  is  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt :  and  such  was  the  extent  of  his  history 
in  this  portion  of  the  diary  ;  but  as  the  cause 
of  the  melancholy  here  noticed  by  the  Doctor  is 
brought  forward  in  another  part  of  the  journal, 
and  gives  an  interest  to  this  gentleman's  cha- 
racter which  it  would  not  otherwise  possess,  the 
editor  ventures  to  transfer  the  details  as  the 
subject  of  the  next  chapter. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


VOWS,  the  hours  that  we  have  spent 


When  we  have  chid  the  hasty  footed  time 
For  parting  us — oh !  and  is  all  forgot  ?" 

Midsummer  Night's  Dream. 


The  remark  of  the  Colonel,  that  circumstances 
chiefly  develop  character,  and  fashion  the  man, 
was  strikingly  illustrated  in  the  early  career  of 
the  Reverend  Frederick  Mordaunt.  At  Cam- 
bridge, where  he  was  entered  as  a  Commoner 
in  St.  John's,  he  was  designated  "  handsome 
Mordaant ;"  and,  although  his  talents  were  ge- 
nerally admitted  to  be  above  mediocrity,  and 
he  was  a  good  classic,  yet  he  never  could  iad- 
vance  in  mathematics,  and  was  regarded  one 
of  those  men  who  are  ready  for  anything  but 
the  College  exercises,  and  who,  with  the  pow- 
ers of  doing  much,  produce  nothing.  His 
*rooms  were  situated  at  the  foot  of  the  stair- 
case, round  the  angle  of  the  tower  that  forms 
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the  entrance  into  the  first  quadrangle ;   and, 
from  their  facility  of  access,  were  admirably 
adapted  for  the  resort  of  idlers,  and  those  who 
preferred  gossip  to  lectures  or  reading.     The 
manners  of  Mr.  Mordaunt  were  as  elegant  as 
his  appearance  was  prepossessing,  frank,  manly, 
graceful,  and  easy ;  strictly  gentlemanlike,  and 
perfectly  devoid  of  anything  like  obtrusiveness 
or  selfishness ;  his  acquaintance  was,  therefore, 
courted  by  men  of  very  superior  rank  to  him- 
self; and,  with  a  very  slender  income,  he  re- 
ceived invitations  to  the  select  wine  parties  of 
the  fellow  Commoners,  sufiicient  to  excite  much 
envy  among  those  of  his  own  class ;  yet  none 
ever  breathed  a  suspicion  that  young  Mordaunt 
was  a  tuft  hunter.    Every  one  indeed  liked  him ; 
from  the  Proctor  to  the  bed-maker  he  had  se- 
cured unalienable  affection  ;  even  the  heads  of 
the  University,  whilst  they  aflBrmed  that  he  had 
numerous  faults,  admitted  that  they  were  those 
of  exuberant  animal  spirits,  such  as  few  would 
hesitate  to  palliate  and  none  to  forgive. 

«'  Mordaunt,"  said  the  Reverend  Johnathan 
Aimwell,  the  Proctor,  "  is  the  veriest  scape- 
grace we've  ever  had  at  John's  ;  nevertheless 
I  cannot  help  liking  the  youth." 

"Ah,  Mr.  Mordaunt!"  would  the  Janiter 
often  exclaim,  rubbing  his  eyes,  as  he  opened 
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the  wicket  at  dawn,  to  Frederick's — *  It  is  I, 
Tim,' — you'll  cost  me  my  place  some  day." 

^'  Heaven  forbid,  Tim  ! — there  is  half  a  so- 
vereign for  you  to  buy  snuff." 

"  Lord  mend  you,  you're  a  generous  soul  I" 
was  the  usual  reply  of  Tim,  as  he  shut  the 
gate  after  tbe  irregular  Commoner. 

As  Mr.  Mordaunt  was  intended  for  the 
army,  the  profession  of  his  fiather  before  he 
succeeded  to  the  baronetcy  and  the  estate 
which  he  then  enjoyed,  he  was  not  expected  to 
take  high  honours ;  but  securing  friends  was 
regarded  as  essential :  consequently  his  future 
prospects  were  in  some  respects  wholly  de- 
pendent on  himself.  The  society  into  which 
he  was  thrown,  however,  was  ill  calculated  to 
foster  the  prudence  and  discretion  that  his  li- 
mited college  income  demanded :  debts  were  in- 
curred, and  the  letters  of  Sir  Charles  contained 
strictures  upon  the  habits  and  expenditure  of 
dependent  young  men,  that  were  any  thing  but 
palateable  to  his  son.  Yet  Frederick  Mor- 
daunt acknowledged,  secretly,  the  propriety 
of  these  paternal  remonstrances;  and,  although, 
whilst,  with  his  companions,  he  openly  talked 
of  the  stinginess  of  the  old  buck,  yet  his  con- 
science smote  him  when  he  calmly  reflected  on 
the  career  of  extravagance  and  folly  which  he 
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had  entered  apoti :   bis  mind,  indeed,  was  of 
that  elastic  description,  that  although  it  could 
be  bent  at  the  will  of  others,  yet  it  generally 
righted  itself  again  when  retrospection  turned 
his  thoughts  inwards.     He  resolved  to  amend  : 
but  two  horses  and  a  servant,  frequent  wine 
parties,    with   their    attendant   desserts,    and 
many  etceteras,  could  not  be  sustained  upon 
two  hundred  a  year.     The  butler's  and  con- 
fectioner's bills,    therefore,    remained  unset- 
tled term  after  term,  until  their  amount  was 
startling ;  and  he  dreaded  the  moment  when 
his  residence  at  St.  John's  must  expire,  and 
they  would  necessarily  meet  the  eye   of  his 
father.     The  time  at  length  arrived ;  and  the 
result  was  a  coolness  between  the  parent  and 
child.      How  often  might  this  be  avoided,  were 
there  a  little  less  neglect  on  the  one  side,  and 
a  little  less  thoughtlessness  on  the  other !     In 
the  present  instance,  as  much  blame  was  due 
to  the  oflFended  parent  as  to  the  censurable  son. 
The  extravagant  youth  was  punished  by  receiv- 
ing a  commission  in  the  Guards,  with  an  allow- 
ance scarcely  sufficient,  in  addition  to  his  pay, 
to  support  his  rank  as  an  officer ;  and  he  found 
himself  placed  in  a  situation  which,   to  any 
young  man  of  limited  income,  however  con- 
siderate, is  fraught  with  difficulty  and  danger. 
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But  the  buoyant  spirits  of  Frederick  never 
allowed  bin)  to  lift  the  dark  veil  that  bangs 
over  tbe  future. 

The  only  real  friendship  that  Frederick 
Mordaunt  had  formed  at  St  John's,  was  with 
tbe  Honorable  Dudley  Manvers,  tbe  third  son 
of  the  Earl  of  Rochdale,  who  was  intended  for 
the  church.  He  was  lively,  animated,  and 
amiable;  calculated  to  shine  in  society,  and 
susceptible  of  enjoying  all  the  amusements 
peculiar  to  bis  period  of  life;  yet  possessing 
such  a  well-regulated  mind,  that  he  had  en- 
tered upon  tbe  study  of  his  future  profession 
with  a  determination  to  make  his  life  an  illus- 
tration of  his  preaching,  and  to  gain,  even 
during  his  probation,  that  character  for  steadi- 
ness of  conduct  which  would  be  essential  after 
he  should  receive  orders  and  really  become  a 
pastor.  He  loved  Mordaunt  for  the  genuine 
goodness  and  worth  that,  although  buried  be- 
neath a  thousand  faults,  he  had  descried,  and 
had  set  down  as  the  natural  inmates  of  his 
heart.  A  few  years  the  senior  of  Frederick, 
he  occasionally  ventured  to  become  his  mentor ; 
and  had,  on  several  occasions,  prevented  him 
from  embarking  in  adventures  which  would 
have  led  to  irretrievable  ruin. 

If  he  could  not  induce  him  to  read  mathe- 
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matics,  he  succeeded  in  urging  him  to  cultivate 
bis  natural  taste  for  polite  literature  and  natural 
history;  for  Fi:ederick  Mordaunt  possessed  a 
fine  poetic  vein  ;  knew  well  the  use  of  his  pen- 
cil ;  was  an  enthusiast  in  his  admiration  of  the 
picturesque ;  and  had  acquired  some  reputation 
as  a  botanist  and  ornithologist.  In  every  gen- 
tlemanly accomplishment,  indeed,  he  took  de- 
light, and  even  had  acquired  an  accurate  know- 
ledge of  history  ;  but  the  more  severe  sciences 
held  out  no  allurements  to  his  romantic,  un* 
curbed,  imaginative  mind ;  and  consequently 
they  were  neglected,  if  not  despised. 

The  friendship  between  these  two  young 
men  procured  for  Mordaunt  invitations  to  Roch- 
dale Park,  which  were  so  frequently  accepted, 
that  he  at  length  felt  more  at  home  at  the 
Earl's,  and  was  more  frequently  there,  than  at 
Avenford,  the  seat  of  his  father.  Sir  Charles. 
It  was  not,  however,  the  society  of  Dudley 
Manvers,  twin  brother  in  his  affection  as  he 
truly  was,  that  drew  Mordaunt  so  frequently  to 
Rochdale  Park;  a  more  attractive  object  had 
produced  a  new  feeling  in  his  susceptible 
bosom ;  and  a  change  was  effected  in  the 
thoughtless  and  dissipated  Collegian,  that  no 
admonitions,  from  any  quarter,  could  have 
produced. 
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Lady  Rochdale  had  died  soon  after  the 
birth  of  Dudley,  leaving  three  children,  all  of 
whom  were  boys;  but,  on  the  death  of  a  fa- 
vorite brother,  who  had  been  left  a  widower 
with  an  only  child,  the  Earl  had  adopted  Louisa 
Manvers,  and  educated  her  as  a  daughter. 
She  had  completed  her  education,  and  had 
arrived  at  the  most  interesting  of  all  periods 
in  female  life,  namely,  girlhood  ripening  into 
womanhood ;  and  she  possessed  personal  at- 
tractions of  the  highest  order,  with  a  quick, 
animated,  open  disposition  :  it  was  therefore 
not  wonderful  that  she  made  a  deep  impression 
on  the  heart  of  Frederick  Mordaunt. 

Louisa  Manvers  was  rather  below  the  mid- 
dle stature  of  her  sex,  of  light  and  elegant 
form,  with  a  face  which,  if  not  cast  in  the  mould 
of  Grecian  perfection,  was  nevertheless  ex- 
quisitely beautiful ;  so  full  of  sweetness,  and 
so  expressive  of  every  varying  impress  of  the 
mind,  as  to  possess  charms  that  the  most  per- 
fect style  of  beauty,  alone,  could  not  have  im- 
parted. Her  hair,  which  was  of  a  light  auburn, 
and  was  still  allowed  to  cluster  in  natural  ring- 
lets upon  her  shoulders  and  around  her  face, 
set  ofiF  to  advantage  the  clear  ivory  of  her  com- 
plexion, heightened  by  the  softened  bloom  of 
health   and  youth    that  suffused  her  cheek  ; 
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whilst  the  keeo  intelligence  that  beamed  in.  her 
clear  blue  eyes,  rendered  every  varying  ex- 
pression of  her  countenance  irresistibly  attrac- 
tive. 

Miss  Manvers,  on  leaving  school,  bad  been 
placed  under  the  care  of  Lady  Mary,  a  maiden 
sister  of  the  Earl,  who,  although  ill  qualified 
for  the  task,  yet  had  superintended  bis  domestic 
affairs  since  the  death  of  the  Countess.  She  was 
one  of  those  beings  whose  mind,  like  a  maggot  in 
a  nut,  is  solely  employed  in  corroding  its  cor- 
poreal tenement.  In  simple  language,  she  was 
an  hypochondriac ;  and,  like  most  persons  suf^ 
fering  under  that  malady,  was  selfish  to  a  degree. 
In  her  youth  she  had  been  a  spoiled  child,  a 
beauty,  and  a  reigning  belle ;  and  had  rejected  , 
many  eligible  offers  of  marriage,  from  the  hope 
of  receiving  still  better :  for,  having  no  heart 
that  could  be  warmed  into  genuine  love,  mar- 
riage wa&  regarded  by  her  as  a  mere  matter  of 
settlement ;.  and^  consequently,  as  she  greatly  - 
overrated  her  own  value,  she  was  at  length  left 
to  suffer  under  the  sting  of  disappointed  pride^ 
and  to  enjoy  sin^e  blessedness  at  sixty-five. 

"  How  do  I  look  this  morning,  dear. 
Louisa?"  was  Lady  Mary's  daily  salutation, 
on  entering  the  breakfast  parlour,  and  holding 
up  her  sallow,  shrivelled  countenance  to  the 
inspection  of  her  niece. 


75 

"  Oh,  very  well,  Aunt,'*  was  the  osaal  reply. 

*^  I  am  delighted !  I  took  my  rhubarb  pill 
last  night,  but  no  anodyne*  Dr.  P.  told  me 
that  they  act  in  opposite  ways ;  did  he  not,  my 
dear  ?" 

«  Probably  he  did." 

'^Nay^  Louisa,  you  must  have  heard  him. 
Do  you  think  I  may  take  coffee  after  the  rhu- 
barb ?» 

"  As  you  please,  Aunt." 

"  It  is  not  a  matter  of  pleasure,  my  dear  I 
Nobody  cares  less  about  these  matters  than  I 
do,  but  when  health  is  concerned.  Perhaps  tea 
will  be  better  ?" 

«  Shall  I  make  tea  ?" 

"  Stay,  my  dear ! — just  put  your  finger  on 
my  pulse." 

"  Indeed,  Aunt,  I  have  no  knowledge  of 
the  pulse,"  would  Miss  Manvers  reply,  as  she 
good-naturedly  laid  her  finger  on  the  skinny 
wrist  of  the  old  lady. 

"  Does  it  beat  quick,  my  dear  Louisa  ? — 
Hah !  I  feel  a  little  palpitation  at  this  moment. 
Tea  will  not  do — coffee  is  antispasmodic — but, 
I  don't  know — just  ring  the  bell,  my  dear !  and 
let  Peter  step  to  Dr.  P.'s,  and  ask  the  ques- 
ti<Hi.  But,  no— take  paper,  and  write  to  my 
dictation. 
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My  dear  Dr.  P- 


<<  I  took  my  pill  last  night ;  nevertheless 
I  feel  a  slight  palpitation  this  morning:  say 
whether  tea  or  coffee  is  preferable  for  break- 
fast.  What  think  you  of  calves'-feet  jelly, 
warmed  ?  Is  fish  good  ?  or,  is  animal  food 
preferable  to  all  ?  Answer  by  a  monosyllable 
the  tea  and  coflFee  query :  the  rest  when  we 
meet. 

"  Yours  truly, 

"  Mary  Manvers." 

In  this  manner  the  breakfast  hour  was  con- 
sumed by  Lady  Mary,  by  inquiries  into  the 
state  of  her  looks.     Before  noon   she  had  a 

visit  from   Dr.  P ,  "  poor  dear,"  as  she 

termed  him,  "  who  only  understood  her  con* 
stitution;"  and  who  went  through  the  cere- 
mony of  feeling  her  pulse,  examining  her 
tongue,  deciding  on  the  clearness  of  her  eyes, 
and  answering  queries  that  had  been  regularly 
asked  and  replied  to  daily  for  the  last  twenty 
years.  At  eleven,  she  walked  for  half  an  hour, 
on  a  terrace  which  commanded  an  extensive 
and  rich  panoramic  view  of  the  adjoining 
country,  but  which  was  rarely  looked  upon  by 
Lady  Mary :  at  twelve,  the  Doctor  came  ;  and 
at  one,  a  mutton  chop,  half  a  round  of  brown 
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bread,  and  a  glass  of  brandy  and  water — the 
Doctor  having  denounced  wine,  as  apt  to  torn 
acid  on  the  stomach — ^formed  the  regular  lancb 
of  the  invalid.  Whatever  was  the  nature  of  the 
weather,  sanshine  or  rain,  storm  or  calm.  Lady 
Mary  stepped  into  the  carriage  regalarly  as 
the  clock  struck  two,  and  was  driven  for  three 
bours;  ber  attention  during  the  drive  being 
solely  occupied  in  determining  when  it  was 
proper  to  keep  the  windows  of  the  carriage  up 
or  down,  to  open  one  window  and  to  shut 
another  as  the  turnings  of  the  road  exposed  or 
sheltered  either  side  from  the  wind.  She  re- 
clined in  a  comer  of  the  carriage,  with  an  air 
pillow  at  her  back,  and,  as  sbe  never  sbared 
her  drive  with  any  one,  she  indulged  ber  ima- 
gination in  ascertaining  whether  her  hand  was 
more  or  less  filled  up  than  on  the  preceding 
day;  whether  her  heart  verged  to  any  thing 
like  palpitation ;  and  whether  ber  lips  felt  moist 
or  dry.  After  dinner,  Lady  Mary  slept  an 
bour  on  the  sofa  in  the  drawing  room  ;  talked 
over  her  complaints  with  any  one  who  was 
polite  enough  to  listen ;  or,  if  sbe  was  not  for- 
tunate enough  to  gain  a  listener,  sbe  proceeded 
tadtly  with  some  worsted  work ;  took  a  cup  of 
boiled  milk  with  a  bottle  of  soda  water  poured 
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over  it,  instead  of  tea ;  and  retired  to  bed  ex« 
actly  at  ten  o'clock. 

With  such  a  person  to  siiip^ntend  her,  it 
was  not  likely  that  Louisa  Manvers  would  be 
benefited  either  by  instruction  or  example; 
and  Lady  Mary  was  too  much  absorbed  in  her 
own  feelings  and  her  imaginary  ailments,  either 
to  know  or  to  care  how  her  ward  was  occupied* 
Lord  Rochdale  was  seldom  -at  the  Park,  con- 
sequently he  was  ignorant  of  what  weat  on 
there:  the  formation  of  Miss  Manvers'  con- 
duct, therefore,  was  the  result  of  her  previous 
education  and  her  own  good  sense.  The  for- 
mer was  that  which  a  fashionable  boarding- 
^hool  could  give,  accomplishments  of  every 
kind,  but  little  substantial  information ;  the 
latter,  fortunately,  had  been  bountifully  be- 
stowed by  Providence,  and  tended  to  rectify 
Q^any  deCiects  of  the  former.  With  a  quick 
perception,  a  correct  judgment,  and  an  insatia- 
ble curiosity,  she  was  naturally  constituted  for 
acquiring  knowledge ;  and  lost  no  opportunity 
which  either  conversation  or  reading  afforded 
to  supply  the  defects  of  her  school  education. 
It  was^  indeed,  in  aiding  her  studies,  and  in 
directing  her  reading  in  history  and  in  polite 
literature,  that  Frederick  Mordaunt  had  first 
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gained  her  esteem,  in  his  frequent  visits  to  the 
Ptirk,  before  her  heart  felt  that  impression  in 
&voar  of  the  young  handsome  Collegian,  which 
he  had  sought  to  cherish  from  the  first  moment 
Aat  he  had  seen  the  lovely  girl :  and  as  a 
more  tender  feeling  towards  him  awoke  in  her 
bosom,  it  soon  ripened  intb  the  most  ardent 
attachment,  from  the  frequent  opportunities 
which  the  hypochondriasm  of  Lady  Mary,  the 
assiduous  studies  of  Dudley  Manvers,  and  the 
absence  of  Lord  Rochdale,  afiforded  to  the 
young  couple  of  being  together. , 

Of  all  the  sympathies  that  occupy  the  human 
mind,  assuredly  none  is  so  pure,  so  wholly  free 
from  passion,  so  closely  allied  to  those  feelings 
{bet  may  be  supposed  the  attributes  of  angels, 
as  that  love  which  first  awakens  in  the  heart  of 
a  young  and  innocent  female.  When  the 
heart  also  has  been  left  untouched  by  the 
contagion  of  example,  and  virtue,  not  wholly 
extinguished,  plays  like  a  lambent  flame  in  the 
bosom  of  a  generous  and  romantic  youth ;  true 
love,  avmkened  there,  elevates  and  purifies  the 
heart,  and  leads  to  actions  and  conduct  of  an 
exalted  and  noble  character.  Such  was  its 
influence  on  the  thoughtless,  gay,  dissipated 
Jofanian.  At  Cambridge,  Frederick  Mordaunt 
became  thoughtful  and  reserved ;  seldom  joined 
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the  wine  parties ;  kept  regular  hours ;  delighted 
in  solitary  evening  walks,  his  only  companion 
a  volume  of  some  favourite  poet ;  and,  except 
Dudley  Manvers,  was  openly  accused  of  hav- 
ing cut  all  his  former  associates :  yet  the  col- 
lege studies  were  still  neglected  ;  the  terms 
were  thought  insufferably  long,  and  the  vaca- 
tions were  hailed  with  a  delight  which  was 
formerly  unfelt.  When  at  Rochdale  Park, 
Frederick  was  also  an  altered  person ;  he  was 
no  longer  anxious  to  join  the  hounds ;  even 
the  amusement  of  angling,  of  which  he  was 
passionately  fond,  was  neglected  ;  when  he 
rode,  it  was  to  accompany  Louisa  Manvers ; 
when  he  walked  out,  it  was  to  sketch  with  her 
some  picturesque  group  of  trees,  to  point  out 
some  new  view,  to  gather  wild  flowers,  to  de- 
scribe them,  and  to  fix  their  places  in  the  na-^ 
tural  arrangement ;  and,  when  at  home,  he  wajs 
generally  to  be  found  in  the  library  reading  to 
Louisa,  while  she  embroidered  beside  him,  ever 
and  anon  engaging  him  in  conversation  upon 
particular  passages  in  the  volume  under  peru- 
sal. Often  would  she  request  explanations  of 
passages  which  she  fully  understood,  merely 
because  she  delighted  in  listening  to  the  com- 
ments of  Frederick — the  sound  of  his  voice 
was  music,  and  her  greatest  enjoyment  was  to 
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watch  the  varying  expressions  of  his  manly 
countenance  as  he  became  animated  with  his 
subject.  As  she  gazed,  she  longed  to  give  at* 
terance  to  all  her  feelings,  to  lay  her  heart  open 
to  the  object  of  its  affection ;  bat  that  innate 
modesty  which  breathes  its  pare  air  over  the 
yoang  thought,  in  the  female  bosom  ancon- 
taminated  by  the  atmosphere  of  feshion,  sealed 
her  lips,  and  raised  a  secret  blush  when  re- 
flection arraigned  her  inclination  at  the  tribunal 
of  propriety.  In  this  manner  time  passed  im- 
perceptibly: the  young  people  felt  that  their 
happiness  was  centered  in  each  other.  If 
Frederick  were  enticed  to  take  a  day's  ramble 
with  Dudley,  Louisa  found  the  hours  pass 
heavily,  and  the  day  totally  devoid  of  interest 
she  would  take  her  walk  on  the  terrace  or  in  the 
shrubbery ;  water  her  pinks  and  roses  with  the 
same  care,  and  train  her  honeysuckles  and 
sweet-peas  with  the  same  taste  as  usual,  or  throw 
her  eye  over  the  pages  of  some  favourite  author ; 
but  the  inspiring  genius  of  all  her  occupations, 
the  voice  which  cheered  and  encouraged  her  in 
her  little  pursuits,  being  absent,  the  delight 
they  diffused  was  dissipated,  the  magic  thrown 
over  them  was  fled — ^they  no  longer  pleased. 
"  How  is  it,"  she  would  ask  herself,  "  that  I 
am  unhappy  when  Frederick  is  absent  ?  yet  I 
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fear  to  display  to  bim  what  I  feel — ^is  it  the  in* 
consistency  of  human  natare  to  desire  that 
which  is  wrong? — is  it  wrong  ?"  and  the  warm 
blash  would  overspread  her  cheek.  It  was  on 
sacb  occasions  that  Louisa  felt  the  loss  of  a 
mother,  and  that  she  became  truly  awakened  to 
be^  forlorn  condition,  and  the  utter  valueless  cba* 
racter  of  Lady  Mary  as  a  guardian.  Frederick 
had  not  declared  himself;  his  great  attentions 
to  her  might,  perhaps,  be  solely  the  consequence 
of  his  warm  friendship  for  her  brother :  and, 
although  her  heart  dissented  from  this  conclu- 
sion, yet  she  was  perplexed  with  doubts,  and 
was  only  happy  in  the  society  of  Frederick 
Mordannt. 

Things  could  not  long  continue  in  this  state. 
Mr.  Mordaunt  had  only  one  term  more  to 
spend  at  St.  John's,  when  it  was  expected  he 
would  take  his  degree  in  Arts ;  but,  the  un- 
favourable accounts  that  his  tutor  gave  of  his 
progress  in  the  college  studies,  added  to  his 
great  dislike  for  mathematics,  rendered  it  evi- 
dent  to  Sir  Charles  that  his  grade  on  exa- 
mination would  be  so  low,  the  degree  would 
confer  no  honour  upon  bim :  the  Baronet  there- 
fore determined  that  he  should  at  once  leave 
St.  John's,  and  join  his  regiment.  He  was, 
therefore,  ordered  to  hold  himself  in  readiness 
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to  repair  to  the  metropolis,  as  soon  as  his  father 
coald  make  the  necessary  arrangements  for 
that  purpose. 

The  above  intelligence  conveyed  to  Frede- 
rick Mordannt  a  mixed  sensation  of  pleasure 
and  regret :  he  felt  pleased  in  the  prospect  of 
being  emancipated  from  studies  that  he  had 
always  disliked;   and  which,  as  he  was  in«- 
tended  fer   the    army,   he  considered  useless 
to  him :   he  experienced,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  deepest  regret  that  a  very  unfavourable 
impression  would  be  made  respecting  him  on 
the  mind  of  his  parent,  by  the  heavy  bills  which 
he  had  incurred  in  his  days  of  heedless  dis- 
sipation :  and  what  pressed  still  more  heavily 
upon  his  heart,  were  the  obstacles  that  his  mi- 
litary duties  would  oppose  to  bis  desire  of  re- 
pairing, as  often  as  he  had  been  accustomied,  to 
Rodidale  Park.     The  change    that   his  visits 
there  had  efifected,  led  him,  besides,  to  reflect 
nuM-e  seriously  upon  his  debts,  than  could  have 
been  expected  from  him :  and  such  always  is 
the  influence  of  a  well-directed,  virtuous  attach- 
ment on  the  mind  of  youth,  when  not  utterly 
lost  and  wrecked  in  the  vortex  of  irretrievable 
degradation.     The  rubicon,  however,  which  he 
80  much  dreaded,  soon  lay  behind  him :  Sir 
Charles  bad  settled  all  bis  debts,  and  removed 
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every  difficulty  of  a  pecuniary  nature  that  could 
in  any  degree  impede  his  future  advancement 
in  life ;  but,  in  doing  this,  he  condemned  his 
son  to  a  banishment  from  his  presence  until  he 
could  retrieve  the  character  he  had  lost.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  that,  however  merited,  such  a 
step  in  a  parent,  with  a  view  of  correcting  the 
extravagance  and  dissipation  of  a  son,  is  most 
injudicious.  In  a  mind,  not  softened  down  by 
the  sympathies  that  had  awakened  in  the  bosom 
of  Frederick  new  and  better  feelings,  the  con- 
sequence of  such  harshness  would  be  a  renewal 
of  the  evils  it  was  intended  to  correct.  Frede- 
rick felt  very  different ;  for,  although  banished 
from  the  presence  of  his  father,  and  degraded 
in  his  own  opinion,  yet  he  was  capable  of  justly 
appreciating  what  appeared  to  him'  to  be  a 
stretch  of  the  utmost  liberality  in  his  parent ; 
namely,  the  passing  over  in  silence  the  failings 
that  deserved  so  severely  his  reprobation,  and 
the  payments  of  debts  which  had  been  so  heed- 
lessly and  improperly  incurred.  He  therefore 
determined  to  effect  a  complete  reformation  in 
himself,  and  to  demonstrate  to  the  offended 
Baronet  that  he  was  not  utterly  lost. 

In  obeying  the  summons  to  join  his  regiment, 
Mordaunt  had  reserved  a  few  days  to  be  spent 
at  Rochdale  on  his  way  to  the  metropolis.     As 
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he  entered  the  park  gates,  bis  heart  beat  with 
its  usaai  ardency:  Louisa  met  him  with  the 
same  sweet  smile ;  bat  it  seemed  as  if  his  re- 
ception  was  not  of  that  warm  and  encouraging 
description  which  he  was  wont  to  experience ; 
and  this  feeling  was  strengthened  by  the  surprise 
of  Lady  Mary,  that  he  should  appear  at  Roch* 
dale  at  a  time  when  she  imagined  that  he  ought 
to  have  been  reading  closely  for  his  degree. 

^^  Are  you  not  astonished,  my  dear  Louisa,  to 
see  Mr.  Mordaunt  here  at  this  time  ? — Perhaps 
your  health  requires  attention,  Mr.  Frederick — 
will  you  consult  dear  Doctor  P ?" 

^*  I  assure  you  that  my  health  is  excellent. 
Lady  Mary  ;  but  it  is  not  my  father's  wish  that 
I  should  take  a  degree  in  Arts,  nor  have  I  any 
ambition  for  such  an  honour." 

"  You  surprise  me,  Mr.  Mordaunt ! "  ex- 
claimed Lady  Mary.  "  How  chilly  the  evening 
air  is,  it  truly  pierces  through  me; — I  must 

send  to  Dr.  P about  my  anodyne.     Mr. 

Mordaunt,  Dudley  took  a  high  degree: — did 
he  not,  dear  Louisa  ?" 

Louisa,  who  had  appreciated  too  greatly  the 
acquirements  of  Frederick,  was  silent,  and 
changed  the  conversation  to  the  subject  of 
Lady  Mary's  complaints  ;  but  she  felt  secretly 
disappointed  in  learning  from  Mordaunt  him- 
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self  that  be  was  to  take  no  honours,  on  account 
of  his  neglect  of  the  college  stadies.  Frederick, 
on  the  other  hand,  endeavoured  in ,  vain  to 
decry  the  value  of  Academical  honours. 

"  Were  I  a  man,"  said  Louisa,  "  nothing 
short  of  the  rank  of  first  wrangler  would  sa* 
tisfy  my  amotion." 

<<  What  advantage  could  accrue  from  it  to  a 
soldier  ?"  replied  Frederick.  Were  my  des- 
tination the  law  or  the  church,  then  the  title  of 
A.  M.  might  prove  useful ;  but  to  a  military 
man " 

"  I  will  not  argue  the  point  with  you,  my 
dear  friend;  but  were  I  a  man,"  would  Louisa 
continue,  "  I  would  strain  every  nerve  to  rise 
in  public  estimation  ;  and  not  only  be  the  first 
in  my  profession,  but  to  ornament  it,  whatever 
it  might  be,  by  learning  and  science." 

These  remarks,  fit>m  one  who  held  a 
principal  place  in  his  affections,  were  more 
cutting  to  Frederick  Mordaunt  than  any 
thing  that  could  have  been  urged  against 
him  by  another ;  and  he  now,  for  the  first 
time,  clearly  perceived  the  truth,  that  it  is 
the  intellectual  merits,  and  not  the  personal 
endowments  of  the  man  that  are  valued  by  a 
woman  of  good  sense  and  superior  understand- 
ing.    Still  the  real  esteem  of  Louisa  suffered 
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no  abatemoit :  she  thought  that  she 
Id  the  character  of  Frederick,  that  which  would 
in  time  enable  him  to  retriere  all  that  he  had 
lost  at  ccdleg6,  and  to  acquire  reputation  and 
respect  in  the  profession  to  whidi  he  had  de- 
voted himself. 

The  time  that  Mr.  Mordannt  had  allotted  for 
his  Tisit  to  Rochdale  was  necessarily  limited  ; 
he  wa^  therefore  anxious,  before  his  dqiarture, 
to  explain  folly  to  Louisa  the  sentiments  that 
occupied  his  heart  respecting  herself:  far,  fire- 
qaent  and  dose  as  had  been  the  intimacy  of 
these  two  young  people,  and  numerous  as  the 
opportunities  had  been  of  laying  open  their 
feelings  to  each  other,  yet  nothing  had  eren 
been  hinted  by  either  that  would  have  an- 
tbmsed  any  one  to  regard  them  as  actually 
engaged.  In  all  their  intercourse,  nothing  erer 
had  been  said  of  love,  althou^  both  bad  felt  it 
in  its  full  force :  the  sentiment  in  the  bosom  of 
both  was  too  pure  to  find  its  utterance  in  lan- 
goage.  If  Frederick  walked  or  rode  with 
Louisa,  his  attentions  were  too  pointed  and 
direct  to  be  misconstrued:  his  frequent  and 
earnest  gaze  in  her  face,  in  conyersation,  ex- 
pressed more  than  a  simple  enquiry ;  and,  if 
be  ventured  to  take  her  hand,  the  thrill  that 
Tibrated  through  his  firame  too  deariy  pointed 
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out  the  state  of  bis  feelings  to  be  misnnder* 
stood,  even  by  one  so  little  acquainted  with  the 
world  as  Louisa  Manvers.  Nature,  indeed, 
has  bestowed  on  women  a  quickness  and  nicety 
of  discrimination,  in  matters  of  the  heart,  to 
which  the  opposite  sex  are  total  strangers. 
Every  Sentiment  of  Frederick  was  tinged  with 
romantic  and  poetic  imaginings  ;  his  love  was 
the  breathing  of  the  soul,  devoid  of  the  gross- 
ness  of  our  common  nature ;  the  smile,  the 
impress  of  her  feelings  that  beamed  in  the 
look  of  the  lovely  girl,  was  to  him  an  inesti- 
mable blessing,  which  threw  a  gleam  of  feli- 
city over  his  existence  that  nothing  else  could 
impart. 

The  sun  was  already  on  the  decline,  when 
the  lovers,  who  had  strolled  into  the  park, 
were  returning  to  a  late  dinner. 

"  How  soft  and  delightful,"  said  Louisa,  "  is 
the  repose  of  early  evening  at  this  season  of 
the  year.  The  lengthened  shadows  of  the 
trees  on  the  greensward,  the  gold  and  purple 
tinting  of  the  clouds  stretching  along  the  ho- 
rizon, and  the  modulated  concert  of  the  fea- 
thered tribes,  all  combine  to  soothe  into  har- 
mony every  passion  of  the  human  breast.  I 
am  often  surprised  that  the  gay  and  fashionable 
can  leave  such  scenes  for  the  close  and  crowded 
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rooms  of  London.  You  will  forget  the  coun- 
try, Frederick,  and  all  that  belongs  to  it,  when 
you  enter  that  vortex  of  fashion." 

"  Never,  never !"  said  Frederick,  taking  her 
hand  gently  in  his  and  earnestly  gazing  in  her 
countenance ;  "  never,  whilst  my  senses  are 
preserved  to  me." 

Louisa  drew  a  deep  sigh,  and  for  a  few  mi- 
nutes they  walked  on  without  interchanging  a 
word. 

"  I  shall,  perhaps,  occasionally  hear  of  you 
from  Dudley  or  the  Earl,"  continued  she. 

"  With  your  permission, dear  Louisa, you  shall 
hear  of  me  from  one  much  more  deeply  inter- 
ested in  the  happiness  and  welfare  of  both  of 
us,  than  either  the  Earl  or  my  friend  Dudley." 

Louisa  made  no  reply,  and  gently  withdrew 
her  hand  from  his.  The  opportunity  which 
Frederick  had  long  sought  for,  seemed  now 
arrived  ;  he  twice  essayed  to  speak,  but  a 
suffocating  feeling  prevented  him:  at  length, 
thowing  off  all  restraint,  he  thus  expressed 
himself: — 

"  I  have  often,  dear  Louisa,  longed  for  the 
opportunity  of  laying  before  you  the  secret  of 
my  heart ;  and  now,  that  it  is  afforded  to  me,  I 
feel  that  it  is  almost  impossible  to  give  it  utter- 
ance  "  he  stopped  short. 
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"  I  understand  you,  Frederick,"  replied 
Louisa,  whilst  a  deep  crimson  overspread  her 
countenance ;  ^*  I  am  not  yet  so  much  a  woman 
<^  the  world  as  to  be  able  to  conceal  my  own 
feelings." 

"  I  fear,"  said  Frederick,  eagerly  pressing 
the  hand,  which  she  had  stretched  out  to  him, 
to  his  lips,  <<  that  the  heart  which  I  have  to 
offer  to  you  is  scarcely  worthy  of  your  ac- 
ceptance ;  all  that  is  good  in  it  is  yours,  and 
therefbi;e,  in  proffering  it,  I  am  only  restoring 
that  which  you  have  so  liberally  bestowed." 

Louisa  blushed  deeply  again. 

"  Frederick,"  said  she,  "  every  thing  de- 
pends upon  yourself:  the  affection  which  yon 
have  secured,  can  never  be  altered,  unless  by 
your  own  act.  I  have,  perhaps,  too  rashly  ex- 
posed to  you  the  state  of  my  feelings ;  but  I 
am  sure  that  I  shall  not  sink  in  your  esteem 
for  this  candid  avowal  of  them." 

*<  How  can  you,  for  a  moment,  suppose  that 
to  be  possible,"  replied  Frederick,  passion- 
ately ;  and  he  was  about  to  proceed,  when  hie 
friend  Dudley's  greyhound  bounded  before 
them,  and  his  master  immediately  came  up  and 
interrupted  the  conversation. 

Ample  opportunities  w'ere  afforded  for  the 
further  exposition  of  the   isentiments  of  the 
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young  couple  in  the  few  days  that  Frederick 
passed  at  Rochdale  Park.  The  period  of  his 
departure  at  length  arrived,  and  he  bade  adieu, 
with  a  promise  to  write  at  least  once  a  week. 

For  some  months  after  his  arrival  in  the  me- 
tropolis, the  young  guardsman  fulfilled  to  the 
letter  the  duty  upon  which  he  had  reserved : 
he  resisted  every  solicitation  of  his  fellow  offi- 
cers to  enter  into  parties  of  wastofhl  expense 
and  gaiefy:  he  was  resolved  to  study  arms  as  a 
profession,  and  he  feared  that  such  indulgences 
would  withdraw  his  mind  from  the  pursuits  ne- 
cessary to  advance  him  in  his  military  career. 
Happy  would  it  have  been  had  this  condition 
of  mind  continued :  but  the  character  of  Mor- 
dauntwas  such,  that,  sooner  or  later,  it  was 
certain  to  bend  to  the  inclinations  of  those 
with  whom  he  at  the  time  assodated. 

At  first  he  wrote  regularly  to  Rochdale  ;  then 
a  week  or  two  passed  without  this  promise 
being  fulfilled ;  at  length  the  intervals  extended 
to  months ;  and,  although  the  letters  of  Louisa 
were  regplariy  transmitted  every  week,  yet 
they  lay,  if  not  utterly  neglected,  yet  at  least 
unanswered.  Louisa  felt  keenly  the  change  in 
the  afiection  of  her  lover,  and  as  she  had  fos- 
tered her  secret  solely  in  her  own  bosom,  the 
disappointment  whidi  now  preyed  upon  her  was 
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the  keener,  and  the  wound  which  it  inflicted 
was  more  deeply  felt ;  her  health  gradaally 
began  to  give  way,  and  a  cough,  which  was 
the  first  very  obvious  indication  of  this  change, 
soon  attracted  the  attention  even  of  Lady 
Mary.  A  physician  was  consulted  ;  he  pro- 
nounced her  complaint  to  be  consumption, 
and  recommended  her  removal  to  a  warmer 
climate  :  but  the  disease  was  too  deeply  seated: 
the  health,  strength,  and  spirits  of  the  inter- 
esting girl  sunk  rapidly ;  the  bloom  of  her 
cheeks  was  exchanged  for  the  flush  of  hectic ; 
her  eye  acquired  a  pearly  lustre  ;  she  breathed 
&hort ;  obtained  no  sleep,  owing  to  the  inces- 
sant cough  ;  and  wasted  to  a  shadow. 

Her  cousin,  Dudley  Manvers,  who  had,  a 
short  time  before,  removed  to  a  living  at  some 
distance  from  Rochdale  Park,  was  sent  for, 
and  soon  arrived  at  his  father's  house.  He  was 
shocked  at  the  change  which  was  so  evident 
in  his  cousin  ;  and  he  saw  that  the  disease  had 
taken  too  firm  a  hold  of  the  constitution  to  be 
expelled,  even  by  the  most  energetic  resources 
of  the  medical  art.  Dudley  had  observed  the 
growing  attachment  between  his  friend  and 
Louisa ;  and  suspecting  that  this  had  some 
cause  in  the  altered  condition  of  his  cousin's 
health,  he  questioned  her  respecting  it,  and 
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600D  elicited  the  tmtb.  He  feared  it  was  too 
late  to  effect  any  change,  under  the  circam- 
stances  ;  still  he  resolved  to  make  the  attempt, 
and,  with  the  consent  and  advice  of  the  Earl, 
who  had  arrived  at  the  Park,  after  Parliament 
rose,  he  immediately  set  off  for  London 

He  foand  Mordannt  at  his  lodgings,  the  gay 
and  volatile  man  of  £ELshion.  He  was  dresnng 
for  dinner.  At  the  sight  of  his  firiend,  be 
sprang  forward  to  meet  him.  The  enquiry, 
"  how  are  they  all  at  Rochdale  ?"  was  apon 
his  lips,  when  the  grave  look  o(  his  friend 
checked  his  impetuosity;  and,  shaking- him 
warmly  by  the  hand,  he  amply  welcomed  him 
to  London. 

After  the  usual  salutations  were  passed, 
Mr.  Manvers  opened  the  particular  occasion 
of  his  visit. 

I  am  come,  my  dear  Mordannt,"  said  be, 
upon    a    most   distresdng    embassy: — ^poor 
Louisa  is  dying!" 

^^  Impossible ! — ^you  do  not  mean  to  say  so  ? 
I  left  her—" 

"  Yes,  Frederick,  in  perfect  health, 
eighteen  months  ago:  and  had  you  fulfilled 
those  resolutions  that  you  then  formed,  per- 
haps the  dear  girl  might  now  have  been  in  the 
same  condition  as  at  that  time." 
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"  Stop,  for  Heaven's  sake,  Manvers ! — do 
not  accuse  me  as  the  murderer  of  one  the 
dearest  to  my  heart !  Tell  me  what  I  can  do  ? 
— ^how  I  can  avert — "  and,  wittiout  concluding 
the  sentence,  he  seized  the  hands  of  his  friend, 
and  looked  in  bis  face  with  an  intensity  as  if 
he  would  have  read  his  very  soul. 

**  I  fear,  my  dear  Mordaunt,"  said  Mr. 
Manvers,  "  it  is  too  late  to  alter  the  fete  of  poor 
Louisa." 

"  Gracious  powers !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt — "  that  I  should  live  to  hear  such  a 
sentence  pronounced  upon  me !" 

"  My  dear  Mordaunt,"  said  Mr.  Manvers, 
touched  by  the  poignant  distress  of  his  friend, 
"you  greatly  mistake  me.  If  I  have  blamed 
you,  I  know  too  well  the  unhappy  flexibility 
of  your  disposition,  to  condemn  you,  or  to  set 
down  as  a  crime  that  which  has  been  wholly 
the  result  of  circumstances,  operating  upon  a 
mind  that  is  too  susceptible  of  present  impres- 
sions, and  is  readily  moulded  into  any  shape  by 
passing  events.  But  I  am  not  come  to  read  a 
lecture  to  you ;  it  is  to  urge  your  immediate 
presence  at  Rochdale  Park,  to  gratify  Louisa, 
by  enabling  her  to  take  a  last  farewell  of  you, 
before  that  event  occurs  which  she  is  fully 
aware  is  inevitable." 
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Mr.  Mordaunt,  who  bad  sank  opoD  a  chair. 
and  coTered  his  free  with  his  hands,  remained 
silent ;  bat  sigbed  deeply  with  excess  of  agony. 
Nay,  Frederick,"  said  Mr.  Manren; 
no  regrets  can  ando  what  has  been  done. 
We  have  a  daty  to  porlbrm,  whidi  will  reqmre 
all  the  Christian  philosophy  we  can  somoMMi  to 
the  task.  Roose  voorself ;  scdidt  immediale 
leave  ot  absence;  and  prepare  to  be  off  Cor 
Rochdale  early  to-nx>rrow  momiBg."' 

Mr.  Mordannt  raised  his  head.  There  wa^ 
a  calm,  settled  look  of  benignity,  devoid  of  any 
trace  of  serertty  or  reproach,  oo  the  coonte- 
nance  of  his  friend ;  a  iaint  smile  eren  beamed 
throogfa  the  uMHstare  that  filled  his  eyes ;  and 
his  hand  was  extended. 

«'  Come,  Frederick,"  nid  he,  "^  let  osimget 
the  past,  and  think  of  what  we  have  now  toda^ 

The  Inneath  of  Mr.  Mordannt  was  held, 
whilst,  with  cme  hand  on  the  arm  of  the  chair 
and  the  other  on  his  knee,  as  if  arrested  in  the 
act  of  rising,  he  gazed  oo  the  coontenance  of 
his  friend.  The  kindness  whidi  beamed  in 
his  looks,  and  the  eqoanimity  of  his  manner, 
completely  sabdoed  the  yoong  officer:  he 
rndied  into  his  arms,  and,  bending  his  forehead 
upon  his  shoulder,  gave  vent  to  his  grief  in  a 
silent  flood  of  tears. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

t. 

*'  Most  sacred  fyre,  that  bumest  mightily 

In  living  brests,  ykindled  first  above 

Emong  th'  eternal  spheres  and  lamping  sky, 

And  thence  poured  into  men,  which  men  call  love  ! 

Not  that  same  which  doth  base  affections  move 

In  brutish  minds, 

But  that  sweet  fit  that  doth  true  beauty  love. 

And  chooseth  virtue  for  his  dearest  dame. 

Whence  spring  all  noble  deeds  and  never-dying  fame. 

It. 

Well  did  antiquity  a  god  thee  deeme." 

Fairy  Queen. 


On  the  following  morning,  the  two  friends 
were  on  the  road  to  Rochdale  Park.  It  was  a 
beautiful  autumnal  day,  fresh,  clear,  and  invi- 
gorating :  the  reapers  were  busy  in  the  fields, 
and  the  shocks  of  corn,  standing  in  close  array, 
displayed  the  abundance  of  the  harvest ;  whilst 
the  warm,  mellow  tints  of  the  changing  groves 
gave  an  interest  to  each  turn  of  the  road,  which 
would  at  any  other  time  have  awakened  the 
poetic  feelings  of  Frederick :  but  all  passed 
unnoticed.  Little,  indeed,  was  observed,  and 
less  was  said,  on  the  journey:  there  was  a 
marked  reserve  between  the  friends,  who  oc- 
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copied  each  corner  of  the  carriage ;  and  it  was 
only  after  entering  the  park,  when  tbey  were 
traversing  tbe  noble  avenae  of  elms  that  formed 
the  approach  to  the  mansion,  that  Mr.  Manvers, 
pressing  the  hand  of  Frederick,  endeavoured  to 
raise  his  spirits,  and  urged  him  to  maintain,  in 
the  meeting  with  his  cousin,  all  the  fortitude 
that  he  could  summon  to  his  aid. 

"  Every  dispensation  of  Providence,"  con- 
tinued he,  *'  has  in  it  some  prospective  bene- 
ficence. To  Louisa  the  change  can  only  be 
productive  of  happiness  :  to  you,  Frederick,  it 
may  prove  a  blessing— a  salutary  corrective  of 
that  career  into  which  I  fear  your  residence  in 
tbe  metropolis  has  plunged  you.  Pardoq,  my 
dear  friend,  the  seeming  austerity  of  this  re- 
mark : — if  I  did  not " 

But,  before  be  could  finish  the  sentence  the 
carriage  stopped,  and  a  servant,  issuing  from 
the  hall,  opened  the  door.  Mr.  Manvers 
alighted  from  the  carriage,  and  was  followed  by 
his  friend  ;  but  he  observed  that  a  tremor  had 
spread  over  his  frame,  and  that  his  colour  came 
and  went :  Frederick,  however,  immediately 
summoned  up  bis  presence  of  mind,  and  walked 
firmly  onwanL 

"  I  expected  to  have  met  the  Elarl  or  my 
Aunt  here,"  said  Mr.  Manvers,  as  they  entered 

VOL.  I.  F 
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the  drawing-room  ;  "  but  I  have  no  doubt,  my 
dear  Mordaunt !  that  you  are  better  pleased  to 
be  spared  an  interview  with  either,  until  you 
can  recover  the  shock  which  your  entrance 
again  under  this  roof  has,  evidently,  produced 
on  your  nerves.  I  will  go  and  announce  our 
arrival,  and  order  a  servant  to  conduct  you  to 
your  apartment.  It  is  not  the  old  room,  Fre- 
derick !  poor  Louisa  has  occupied  that  ever  since 
she  was  unable  to  come  down  stairs  —  she 
liked  the  view  which  it  commands :" — and,  in 
saying  this,  he  hurried  out  of  the  room. 

Mordaunt  was  no  sooner  left  alone,  than  his 
eye  fell  upon  every  well-known  object  in  the 
apartment,  which  seemed  so  exactly  in  the  con- 
dition in  which  he  had  left  it  as  almost  to  light 
up,  in  his  mind,  the  idea  that  all  which  had  oc- 
curred in  the  interval  was  a  delusion — a  dream : 
— and  he  could  scarcely  persuade  himself  that 
he  should  not  see  the  door  open  and  Louisa 
enter,  as  formerly,  to  welcome  his  arrival .  Lady  ^ 
Mary's  worsted- work,  a  glass,  her  medicine,  a 
minim  measure,  and  Buchan,  lay  on  the  little 
table,  close  to  the  sofa,  exactlv  in  the  same 
order :  the  worsted- work  apparently  not  farther 
advanced  than  when  he  last  saw  it :  each  chair 
occupied  its  wonted  place;  and  the  same  books 
covered  the  table,     A  small  portfolio  of  draw- 
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ings,  however,   which  he  had  given  to  Miss 
ManverSy  was  not  there.     On  walking  to  the 
window,  the  village  spire,  elevated  above  the 
trees  of  the  park,  and  the  blue  smoke  of  the 
cottages  rising  almost  amongst  them,  brought, 
forcibly,  to  his  memory  many  an  evening  ram- 
ble that  he  had  taken  with  Louisa  in  that  di- 
rection ;  and  he  sickened  at  the  thought  that 
any  thing  could,  for  an  instant,  have  obliterated 
the  memory  of  these  tranquil  and  truly  felici- 
tous moments.     How  often,  at  the  close  of  day, 
bad  he  directed  her  attention  to  the  congregated 
movements' of  his  garrulous  friends,  the  rooks, 
who  were  now  making  their  last  gyrations  over 
the  great  clump  of  firs  before  settling  down  for 
the  night.     What  a  contrast  between  the  calm 
that  pervaded  this  scene,  and  the  noise,  the 
bustle,  the  whirl  of  ideas  that  ever  keep  the 
mind  in  an  almost  half-intoxicated  condition  in 
the  metropolis !    Mr.  Mordaunt  felt  its  force, 
and  inwardly  cursed  the  instability  and  pliancy 
of   his    character,   that  permitted  him   to  be 
drawn  into  the  vortex  of  dissipation,  which  had 
made  him  lose  sight  of  such  a  source  of  rational 
enjoyment      His  meditations  were   disturbed 
by  the  opening  of  the  drawing-room  door,  and 
he  quickly  turned  round ;  but,  instead  of  Louisa, 
whom  he  still,  strangely  enough,  expected  to 
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enter,  it  was  an  attendant,  who  informed  him 
that  she  was  r^ady  to  shew  him  to  his  apart- 
ment. 

Frederick  had  scarcely  completed  his  toilette 
before  his  friend  Manvers  entered  to  announce 
to  him  that,  the  second  dinner-bell  having  rung, 
he  thought  it  right,  before  he  went  down,  to 
request  that  he  would  conceal  as  much  as  pos- 
sible his  feelings  before  Lady  Mary ;  and  to  as- 
sure him  that  the  Earl  would  not  touch  at  all 
upon  the  object  of  his  visit  until  he  should  have 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  him  alone  in  the  library. 
Mordaunt  squeezed  the  hand  of  his  friend,  as 
an  assent  in  the  propriety  of  his  request ;  and, 
without  saying  a  word,  followed  him  to  the 
dining-room. 

Lord  Rochdale,  although  a  whig  in  politics, 
yet  was  a  man  of.  high  aristocratic  feelings. 
He  was  tall,  with  a  plain  but  expressive  coun- 
tenance, and  wore  his  hair  combed  straight 
upon  his  forehead,  which,  and  the  plainness  of 
his  dress,  gave  him  much  of  the  appearance  of 
a  respectable  yeoman :  but  his  erect  carriage, 
and  his  cold,  distant  manner,  added  to  a  slow, 
and  rather  affected  correctness,  in  delivering 
himself  in  speaking,  denoted  at  least  his  own 
opinion  of  his  self-importance.  He  received 
Mr.  Mordaunt  more  formally  than  usual.    Lady 
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Mai79  on  the  contrary,  gave  him  her  band, 
and,  holding  up  her  withered  cheek,  asked  bis 
opinion  of  her  looks. 

"  Doctor  P ,  poor  dear !  thinks  me  greatly 

improved ;  he  knows  my  constitution  : — you 
mast  agree  with  me,  Mr.  Mordannt,  that  is  of 
the  first  importance." 

Frederick  bowed  his  assent. 

"  Had  he  known  as  much  of  poor  Louisa — 
bat  how  could  he,  she  never  was  ill  in  her  life 
before ;  and  when  she  began  to  droop,  if  she 
had  consulted  Doctor  P " 

There  is  nothing  in  the  world  so  annoying  as 
a  misplaced  remark,  especially  when  it  refers 
to  retrospective  matters  and  reflects  blame 
upon  one  who  is  snflTeiing  from  the  conse- 
quences :  it  is  like  an  awkward  man  making 
way  for  you  in  a  crowd,  and  stepping  out  of  his 
own  path,  because  he  sees  that  you  are  in  haste 
to  get  on ;  but,  in  his  eagerness  not  to  jostle  you, 
he  places  himself  so  directly  in  your  way,  that 
he  is  brought  fairly  into  collision  with  you  when 
he  least  intends  it.  Mr.  Manvers  saw  the 
danger  of  allowing  Lady  Mary  to  proceed :  his 
keen  eye  perceived  the  cloud  that  her  remark 
had  brought  over  the  countenance  of  his  friend : 
he  therefore  instantly  changed  the  subject,  and 
the  dinner  passed  off  without  any  occurrence 
worthy  of  notice. 
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The  Earl, — who,  although  he  had  joined,  as 
far  as  politeness  demanded,  in  the  conversa- 
tion, yet,  had  preserved  a  marked  distance  of 
manner  towards  Frederick  Mordaunt, — soon 
after  Lady  Mary  withdrew,  rose  from  table ; 
and,  as  he  left  the  room,  bowing  again  formally 
to  his  young  guest,  said  that  he  expected  to 
have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  him  in  the  library 
in  the  course  of  the  evening. 

There  was  something  in  the  manner  of  the 
Earl  that  led  Mr.  Mordaunt  into  a  train  of  re- 
flection not  of  the  most  agreeable  kind.  The 
tablet  which  memory  held  up  to  his  mental  eye, 
presented  many  a  stain  which  he  would  have 
wished  effaced ;  and  not  the  least  of  his  heart- 
corrodings,  in  the  examination,  was  the  ap- 
parent indifference  which,  in  the  thoughtless 
flexibility  of  his  disposition,  he  had  displayed 
towards  Louisa  Manvers.  He  felt,  however, 
that  his  heart  remained  unchanged ;  and  that 
whatever  was  the  mutual  understanding  of 
each  other's  sentiments,  nothing  had  been 
said  or  done  that  could  authorize  the  Earl  to 
talk  to  him,  seriously,  upon  the  subject :  never- 
theless, although  he  could  not  tell  wherefore, 
yet,  he  dreaded  the  meeting  that  was  about 
to  take  place.  He  was  leaning,  whilst  these 
cogitations  were  passing  through  his  mind, 
with  his  arm  upon  the  chimney-piece,  seem- 
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ingly  gazing  upon  a  crackliDg  billet  of  wood 
which  his  friend  Dudley  had  placed  upon  the 
fire  ;  for  the  antomnal  evenings  were  already 
beginning  to  fisel  chilly ;  when,  without  raising 
his  eye — 

<<  Manvers,"  said  he,  ^  I  don't  know  why  I 
should  dread  this  interview  with  vour  father  ?" 

Mr.  Manvers  made  no  immediate  reply,  but 
seemed  lost  in  thought 

<<  You  know,"  continued  Frederick,  ^  that, 
notwithstanding  my  firequent  visitB  to  the  Park, 
I  have  seen  the  Eari  hut  once  before  this  even- 
ing ^  and,  whatever  may  have  passed  between 
Louisa  and  myself^  I  did  not  consider  any  com- 
munication to  him  necessary." 

Mr.  Manvers  raised  his  head.  ^  Frederick," 
replied  he,  ^  you  have  seen  enough  of  my 
fiither  to  jodge  of  his  reserved  manner ;  it  is 
not  to  you  only  that  it  is  displayed ;  be  assured 
that  I  know  as  litfle  of  his  sentiments  on  this 
subject  as  yourself;  but,  believe  me,  that  his 
apparent  frigidity  covers  a  warm  heart." 

Mordaunt  saw,  in  the  look  of  his  friend, 
enough  to  satisfy  him  of  the  sincerity  of  bis 
remark :  he  merely  rejoined,  **  What  can  he 
have  to  communicate  to  me,  that  might  not  be 
said  be£ore  you  or  even  Lady  Mary  ?" 
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Mr.  Manvers  paased  for  a  few  moments, 
and  then,  taking  bis  friend's  hand,  said,  ^^  I 
shall  instantly  resolve  you  upon  that  pointy 
although,  my  dear  Frederick,  I  fear  the  avoviral 
of  my  interference  in  your  affairs  may  draw 
down  your  censure  upon  me.  Yon  know  that  I 
have  never  been  blind  to  the  growing  attach- 
ment between  Louisa  and  yourself;  on  the 
contrary,  my  knowledge  of  it  was  the  source 
of  the  highest  gratification  to  me.  About  three 
or  four  months  after  you  left  us,  however,  I 
perceived  a  marked  change  in  the  dear  girl's 
spirits:  her  vivacity  vanished ;  she  became  pen- 
sive, absent,  and  silent ;  the  bloom  of  health 
gradually  left  her  cheek;  her  frame  wasted ;- 
and,  as  a  short  cough  succeeded,  I  saw  too 
plainly  that  some  anxiety,  that  was  preying 
upon  her  mind,  had  roused  into  action  the  latent 
seeds  of  an  hereditary  disease,  which,  unfor- 
tunately for  humanity,  sweeps  away  the  best 
part  of  our  species.  To  be  brief,  Frederick,  I 
gained  her  confidence,  became  the  depository  of 
her  feelings,  and  soon  acquired  the  knowledge 
of  the  cause  of  her  malady.  I  endeavoured 
to  sooth  her  suspicions  of  your  indifference  by 
assuring  her  of  your  constancy,  and  offering  to 
write  to  you,  and  even  to  bring  you  down  to 
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explain  yoar  conduct ;  I  also  urged  her  strongly 
to  consult,  not  Doctor  P — — ,  but  a  more  able 
physician,  who  has  lately  settled  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. My  object  in  both  these  points  was 
defeated ;  her  self-respect, — ^for  I  shall  not  call 
it  pride, — ^rejected  the  one,  and  a  feeling  that  it 
was  mental  consolation,  not  medicine,  that  she 
required,  made  her  firm  in  opposing  the  other. 
In  the  mean  time,  month  passed  on  after 
month,  until  Parliament  rose,  and  my  father 
arrived  at  the  Park,  when  he  was  so  struck  with 
the  alteration  in  her  appearance,  that  he  im- 

mediately  enquired  what  Doctor  P thought 

of  her  case ;  and  having  been  informed  that  she 
had  not  seen  him,  and  once  only  had  con- 
sulted another  physician,  he  immediately  as- 
cribed that  unpardonable  neglect,  as  he  termed 
it,  to  the  selfishness  of  Lady  Mary.  I  saw 
that  an  immediate  rupture  would  be  the  con-- 
sequence;  and,  indeed,  so  offended  was  ray 
Aunt  with  the  bare  suspicion,  that  she  was 
determined  to  leave  the  Park :  there  was 
only  one  mode  of  appeasing  both  parties  left, 
namely,  to  state  what  I  knew  of  the  matter : 
and  it  was  by  the  command  of  my  father  that 
I  brought  you  here.  He  has  expressed  no  dis- 
pleasure at  what  you  must  allow  might  have 
justly  roused  the  indignation  of  a  less  irritable 
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person  :  his  sole  object  in  wishing  for  the  con- 
ference you  dread,  is  to  ascertain  the  real  state 
of  your  feelings  respecting  poor  Louisa ;  for  he 
cannot  admit  the  idea,  that  her  case  is  a  hope- 
less one,  to  cross  his  mind." 

"  Nor  can  I" — said  Frederick,  grasping  the 
hand  of  his  friend;  whilst  his  bosom  was  stung 
with  the  agony  which  the  details  that  he  had 
just  heard  were  calculated  to  produce ; — "  I 
cannot  believe  that  it  is  utterly  hopeless  I " 

How  often  do  we  find  this  to  be  the  case! 
When  anxiety  and  apprehension  direct  the  eyes 
of  every  one  around  the  patient  upon  the  coun- 
tenance of  the  physician  ;  when  hope  has  fled, 
and  the  fatal  prognostic  has  been  pronounced  ; 
how  often  do  we  find  Incredulity  still  retaining 
her  sway  over  those  most  interested  in  the  re- 
sult !  They  will  not  believe  it  possible,  because 
their  wishes,  their  imaginings,  their  anticipa- 
tions, have  all  taken  the  opposite  course  ;  they 
go  on  deceiving  themselves  even  to  the  last 
moment;  and  when  the  event  actually  takes 
place,  they  seem  still  to  doubt  whether  it  be 
not  a  dream.  I  have  known  an  honest  phy- 
sician dismissed  because  the  opinion  he  de- 
livered was  not  a  consolatory  one. 

"  We  are  all,"  answered  Mr.  Manvers,  "  in 
the  hands  of  Providence ;  but  my  professional 
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duties,  my  dear  friend,  have  broaght  too  fre* 
qaently  the  features  of  the  closing  stage  of  this 
intractable  malady  before  me,  to  allow  me  Id 
be  mistaken :  be  assored  that  no  secondary 
means — ^no  boman  aid — can  be  of  the  smallest 
avail  to  poor  Louisa." 

Mr.  Mordannt  dropped  bis  bead  upon  the  cbim- 
ney-pieoe  where  he  stood,  and  groaned  deeply ; 
and  both  remained  for  some  minutes  withoot 
q)eaking.  At  length,  a  gentle  tap  was  heard  at 
the  door,  whidi  was  immediately  afterwards 
opened,  and  the  lady's  maid,  entering,  spoke 
low  to  Mr.  Mamrers,  and  retired. 

''  Wait  at  the  door,  Phcebe,"  said  Mr.  Man* 
vers ;  and,  turning  to  Mr.  Mordannt,  he  in- 
formed him,  that  although  he  had  persnaded 
Looisa  \o  defer  sedng  him  ontil  to-morrow, 
yet  she  had  sent  \o  say  that  she  found  herself 
able  for  the  interview,  and  she  would  pa^s 
a  more  tranquil  night  after  it  was  o^er^  than 
would  be  the  case  were  it  deferred  until  the 
morning.  **  Phoebe, — my  dear  fellow  ! — will 
convey  you  \o  the  little  parlour  at  the  end 
of  the  picture-gallery,  which  is  now  Louisa's 
otting-room." 

Mr.  Mordannt  advanced  to  the  door,  then 
turned  round  for  a  moment,  as  if  he  wished  \o 
say  something : — but,  again,  as  if  recollecting 
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himself,  he  opened  the  door  and  followed  the 
servant,  who  stood  ready,  with  a  candle,  to  con- 
duct him.  Many  were  the  reflections  that 
rushed  upon  his  mind  as  he  traversed  the  pas- 
sages and  rooms  that  led  to  Miss  Manvers' 
apartments.  As  the  servant  opened  the  door 
of  the  gallery,  he  was  surprised  to  perceive 
that  a  curtain  had  been  hung  across  it,  and  that 
a  strip  of  carpeting  stretched  the  whole  length 
of  the  panelled  oak  ioor  that  the  Earl  would 
never  permit  to  be  covered.  He  gazed  care- 
lessly, as  he  passed  along,  on  the  eflBgy  of  many 
a  steel-clad  chief  and  baron,  and  many  a  win- 
ning face  and  graceful  form,  disfigured  by  the 
dress  of  the  periods  in  which  the  originals  had 
flourished :  among  the  modern  portraits,  his 
eye  fell  upon  ode  which  arrested  his  steps. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  servant,  raising  the  light 
towards  the  picture,  "  that  is  the  likeness  of 
my  dear,  young,  suffering  mistress  ;  but " 

Mordaunt  felt  what  was  likely  to  follow,  and 
therefore  waved  her  forward  with  his  hand : — 
he  entered  the  sick  room  before  he  was  aware 
of  it.  A  large  screen,  however,  which  he  had 
missed  from  the  dining-room,  was  placed  within 
the  door,  and  afforded  him  an  opportunity  of 
collecting  himself.  As  he  advanced  from  be- 
hind it,  what  met  his  eye  ? — ^Louisa !— but  not 
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as  he  had  left  her, — seated  on  a  sofii,  propped  op 
with  pillows,  emaciated,  pale,  and  dying — jeU 
around  her  pallid  lips,  the  same  sweet  smile,  that 
ever  welcomed  those  she  loved,  still  played. 

'*  Phcebe,  my  dear,"  said  she,  to  the  maid,  as 
she  extended  her  hand  to  Frederick,  **  wait  in 
the  other  room  until  I  call  yon." 

Mr.  Mordaant,  who  had  by  this  time  ad- 
vanced, took  the  proffered  hand  between  bis, 
and  pressed  it  to  his  lips. 

The  thoughtlessness  of  Mordaunt's  general 
conduct,  the  flexibility  of  his  disposition,  the 
playfulness  of  his  manner,  might  have  led  an 
ordinary  observer  to  judge  him  severely,  and 
to  believe  that,  however  acutely  he  might  feel 
at  the  moment,  any  serious  impression  made 
upon  him  would  be  evanescent:  but  this  was 
not  the  fact — ^the  current  of  his  real  character 
ran  deep  and  silent,  the  ripple  that  played  upon 
its  surface,  and  was  varied  by  every  breeze 
of  pleasure,  afforded  no  indication  of  the  pro- 
fundity of  his  genuine  feelings  :  these  were 
known  only  to  the  unfortunate  who  were  able 
to  appreciate  their  value  from  having  ex- 
perienced practically-  their  influence  upon  his 
heart :  he  was  even  ashamed  to  acknowledge 
them  to  himself.  If  any  heart  could  feel 
acutely  and  permanently   on    such   an   occa- 
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sion,  it  was  that  of  Frederick  Mordaunt :  but, 
with  all  this,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  there  is 
perhaps  nothing  in  nature  more  opposite  than 
the  effects  which  disappointment  in  the  ten- 
derest  of  our  attachments,  in  those  anticipa- 
tions connected  with  the  sentiments  of  the 
heart,  produces  in  the  opposite  sexes.  On 
man  the  blow  is  felt  like  that  of  the  fire  of 
heaven,  which  scatters  the  monarch  of  the 
forest,  overwhelming ;  and,  were  we  to  judge 
from  its  immediate  effects,  irretrievable:  but 
the  soul  of  man  is  selfish  ;  it  is  open  to  the 
solace  which  the  balm  of  consolation,  like  re- 
freshing dew,  pours  upon  the  heart ;  bis  grief, 
however  poignant,  is  transitory;  he  is  ever 
directed  by  Hope  to  seek  refuge  in  the  future  ; 
he  finds  that  the  impressions,  like  most  causes 
of  mental  pain,  gradually  lose  their  force  ;  and 
as  he  again  mingles  with  the  world,  that,  how- 
ever slowly,  they  may  be  at  length  wholly  ob- 
literated. Supported  by  these  impressions,  his 
animal  spirits  regain  their  spring  and  buoyancy ; 
and  the  wretchedness  which  threatened  his  an- 
nihilation passes  off  like  a  summer's  clbud,  and 
is  as  utterly  effaced  from  his  memory  as  if  it 
had  never  been.  Not  so  woman.  The  nature 
of  woman  and  her  education  modify  greatly 
the  effects  of  love,  both  upon  her  mind  and 
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ber  corporeal  firame :  more  dependent  Hmn 
man,  and  more  infloenced  by  kindness,  sym- 
pathy, and  gen^rtwity,  her  Imppiness  is  more 
mingled  np  also  with  her  aflEections;  thence 
she  makea  greater  and  more  generoos  sa- 
crifices in  lore  than  are  era*  disidaved  by 
man ;  and  thence,  also,  when  disappointment 
overthrows  her  cherished  hope,  and  scatter? 
her  dearest  anticipations,  deep-rooted  melan- 
choly takes  possesion  of  her  mind,  and  gra- 
dually acquires  sach  force  as  to  exdade  all 
tbonghts  except  those  which  are  connected 
with  it  Instead  of  fnends  or  society  affording 
any  solaoe  to  her  aflUction,  she  shuns  both,  and 
seeks  fi^r  solitude  to  brood  over  the  causes  that 
have  wrecked  her  happiness :  her  health  at 
length  gives  way,  and  she  falls,  like  a  tender 
and  gentle  flower  before  the  nipping  Mast,  never 
to  rise  again.  She  feels  that  the  bosom  into 
which  her  love  was  poured,  has  received  all 
that  she  has  to  bestow  :  like  the  breath  of  the 
rose  on  the  summer  breeze,  when  gone,  no- 
thing can  supply  its  place  ;  it  is  gone  fbr 
ever.  As  her  heart-corroding?,  however,  are 
studiouslv  hidden  from  the  eve  of  the  worid, 
she  suffers  in  silence ;  memory,  constantly  re- 
ferring to  the  past,  awakens  the  most  painful 
reflections  —  the  fond  anticipations  on  which 
Ae  reposed  as  a  return  of  h^*  ten^r,  full. 
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and  devoted  love — her  never-doubting  con- 
fidence—  have  fled  like  the  pictures  of  a 
dream  ;  she  is  suddenly  awakened  to  the  delu- 
sion— to  the  long  lingering,  undying  pang  of 
disappointment — the  iron  enters  her  soul ;  she 
rejects  all  the  comforts  of  Hope,  and  the  fu- 
ture is  to  her  as  a  blank.  Too  soon  the  tender 
tissue  of  her  corporeal  frame  feels  the  shock 
which  nothing  can  medicinal ;  and  as  the 
nervous  system  loses  its  tone,  if  the  powerful 
shield  of  Religion  be  not  the  support  upon 
which  the  sufferer  leans.  Despondency  may 
supervene,  and  lead  to  the  most  melancholy 
results.  Such,  happily,  was  not  the  state  of 
Miss  Manvers'  mind ;  her  hope  rested  in  hea- 
ven, and  she  looked  forward  for  that  repose 
tliere,  which  she  well  knew  was  not  destined 
for  her  in  this  world. 

The  change  in  Louisa's  appearance  shocked 
Frederick  beyond  description,  and  immediately 
turned  his  thoughts  inwards.  Like  the  talisman 
of  a  dream,  which  brings  the  events  of  years 
into  the  space  of  a  minute,  e;very  transaction 
that  had  occurred  from  the  moment  that  he 
parted  from  her  to  the  present,  crowded  upon 
his  imagination :  the  gay  and  thoughtless  so* 
ciety  in  which  he  had  forgotten  both  himself 
and  her, — the  non-fulfilment  of  his  solemn 
promises,— the  resolutions  of  amendment  that 
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were  made  only  to  be  broken, — and  the  awful 
Gonsequences  of  these,  displayed  in  the  person 
of  one  whom  he  most  tmly  and  affectionately 
loved, — brought  upon  him  that  sickness  of 
heart  which  those  only  who  have  felt  it  can  un- 
derstand. He  sat  down  on  the  sofa  beside  the 
poor  invalid. 

**  Frederick  I"  said  she,  "  I  have  long  wished 
for  this  interview ;  and  feared,  greatly  feared, 
as  I  could  not  seek  it  on  my  part,  that  it  might 
be  too  long  deferred.  I  feel  truly  grateful  to 
the  Earl,  who  has  brought  it  about,  unknown  to 
me. 

Mr.  Mordaunt  remained  for  some  moments 
ffllent ;  the  hand  which  he  had  received  was  still 
locked  in  his,  and  his  eyes  riveted  upon  the 
ground :  at  length,  recovering  his  self-posses- 
sion—  ^^  Louisa,  dearest  Louisa!" — said  he, 
^  how  can  you  ever  forgive  me  ?" 

^  Frederick !"  replied  she,  as  she  gently 
placed  her  other  hand  upon  his,  '^  I  have  no- 
thing to  forgive :  if  my  retired  life  has  led  me 
to  form  romantic  notions  of  attachment,  it 
would  be  unjust  in  me  to  imagine  that  you, 
moving  in  the  vortex  of  the  world,  could  be 
actuated  by  the  same ;  and  that  the  gaiety  of 
the  metropolis  would  not  withdraw  your  mind, 
sometimes,  from "    Here  the  effort  to  pro- 
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ceed,  seemed  too  much  for  her  exhaasted 
frame,  and  she  sunk  back  on  the  pillows,  and 
breathed  short.  Mr.  Mordaant  started  from 
his  reverie,  and  gazed  upon  her  with  the  most 
intense  anxiety. 

"  My  beloved  Louisa,"  said  he,  "  what  can 
I  do  ? — what  can  I  get  for  you  ?"  A  deeper 
hectic  had  overspread  her  cheek ;  an  obvious 
perspiration  bedewed  her  forehead  ;  and  a  tear 
started  in  the  corner  of  her  eye ;  yet  the  same 
sweet  smile  played  around  her  mouth. 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed,  Frederick,"  she  re- 
plied, softly ;  "  this  exhaustion  has  ofl«n  oc- 
curred of  late ;  it  will  pass  off  again :  I  feel 
stronger  and  better  since  I  have  seen  you.  Oh  ! 
you  can  form  no  idea  how  I  have  longed  for 
this  meeting."  The  faintness  again  returned, 
and  again  passed  away. 

Mr.  Mordaunt  saw  that  she  could  not  sus- 
tain the  interview,  and  he  eagerly  pressed  her  to 
permit  him  to  withdraw,  and  to  defer  what  she 
had  to  say  until  she  was  rerfeshed  by  a  night's 
repose. 

"  No,  dearest  Frederick !"  said  she,  "  do 
not  leave  me — I  feel  better — it  has  passed  off : 
sit  down."  Mr.  Mordaunt  took  his  seat  on  the 
sofa,  close  to  her.  "  You  may  recollect,  Fre- 
derick," continued  she,  *'  on  the  evening  before 
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we  parted,  daring  oar  walk  among  the  rocks, 
at  the  bottom  of  the  park — 1  think  the  moment 
is  present  now — "  her  eye  which,  as  she  was 
speaking,  had  been  fixed  upon  the  countenance 
of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  with  a  benignity  of  expres- 
sion that  went  to  his  soul,  fell  suddenly  apon 
the  ground  as  she  proceeded — ^^  I  then  feared 
that  the  gaieties  of  the  metropolis  would 
make  you  forget  the  country."  Mr.  Mordaunt 
sighed  deeply.  "  I  do  not  blame  you — with 
such  a  disposition  as  yours,  dearest  Frederick, 
it  was  natural ;  and — "  here  she  paused,  and 
drew  breath  for  a  minute :  she  seemed  to  strug- 
gle with  her  feelings ;  and,  having  mustered 
them,  she  then  continued — "  I  know  your 
heart  is  unaffected — is  the  same — " 

'*  And  ever  will  be,  dearest  Louisa !"  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Mordaunt,  passing  his  arm  gently 
round  the  wraist  of  the  poor  invalid,  who  again 
seemed  so  exhausted  with  the  exertion  that 
she  had  undergone,  that  her  head  sunk  on  his 
shoulder.  He  applied  his  lips  to  her  forehead. 
She  raised  her  head,  turned  her  eyes  fondly 
upon  him — smiled  :  at  this  instant  a  slight 
tremor  shook  her  frame — a  momentary  con- 
vulsion affected  her  features  —  an  expiratory 
sob  followed,  and  she  sank  into  his  arms,  ap- 
parently in  another  fainting  fit.     The  manner 
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in  which  this  occurred  startled  Mr.  Mordaunt, 
and  the  more  so,  as  be  felt  a  cold  clammy  per- 
spiration bedewing  the  band  which  he  held  in 
his. 

"  Gracious  Powers !"  he  exclaimed,  as  the 
truth  broke  upon  him,  and  be  gazed  for  an  in- 
stant on  the  lifeless  body  in  his  arms : — a  dizzi- 
ness seized  him ;  he  became  perfectly  uncon- 
scious of  every  thing  around  him  ;  and  was 
only  again  awakened  to  sensibility  by  the 
piercing  shriek  of  the  servant,  who,  hearing 
what  resembled  a  groan,  became  alarmed,  and 
had  ventured  to  enter  the  room.  The  first 
object  which  arrested  the  attention  of  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt,  on  recovering  his  consciousness,  was 
the  prostrate  body  of  the  servant,  who  had 
fallen  down  in  a  fit,  overpowered  by  the  horror 
of  the  scene.  On  raising  his  head  from  the 
footstool  of  Louisa,  on  which  it  had  rested  as 
he  sunk  down  on  fainting,  his  bewildered  gazes 
next  fell  upon  the  body  of  the  beloved  being 
whose  pure  spirit  had  just  departed.  There 
was  no  distortion  of  body  or  features :  the 
shoulders  had  fallen  back  on  the  pillows,  one 
arm  was  stretched  down  by  the  side,  the  other 
slightly  thrown  across  the  chest ;  whilst  a  sweet 
and  placid  expression  overspread  the  face,  as  if 
the  poor  sufferer  had  met  the  summons  with  a 
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gratefal  acquiescence,  and  bad  passed  away  on 
the  bosom  of  gentle  Sleep,  ratber  tban  in  tbe 
fiiital  grasp  of  tbe  stern  destroyer. 

For  a  moment,  tbe  awfal  catastropbe  to  Mr. 
Mordaunt  seemed  like  a  dream  recarring  to 
bis  memory  ;  bat  tbe  objects  were  before  bim — 
he  was  awake ;  and  tbe  reality  was  too  obvioas 
to  he  doabted.  As  he  regained  his  self-pos- 
session, a  thoasand  corroding  ideas  pressed 
opon  bis  mind :  be  stood  there  tbe  self-con- 
demned cause  of  tbe  event  that  he  bad  just 
witnessed — the  murderer  almost  of  one  in 
whom  all  bis  genuine  affections  centered. 

^*  Merciful,  but  just  Grod !"  he  exclaimed  in 
his  heart,  as  be  knelt  down  by  tbe  side  of  the 
S0&,  pressing  the  senseless  band  of  tbe  departed 
saint  to  bis  lips,  and  bathing  it  with  tears — 
^  Merciful,  but  just  Grod  !  I  submit  myself  to 
thy  justice — strike — for  the  blow  is  merited." 

He  paused — for  bis  soul  was  overpowered ; 
and  he  merely  evinced  bis  resignation  further 
by  tbe  fervour  with  which  be  added,  "  thy  will, 
not  mine,  be  done !" 

It  is  in  such  moments,  when  tbe  mandate  has 
gone  forth,  and  the  blow  has  been  struck  which 
severs  tbe  mortal  from  tbe  immortal, — when 
the  eye  that  beamed  sympathy,  and  kindness, 
and  love,  is  obscured  for  ever, — when  the  face. 
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whose  featares  played  with  ever-varying  ex- 
pression,  is  fixed  as  that  of  a  statae, — and  the 
heart  that  beat  with  the  warmest  and  best 
affections  has  ceased  to  pulsate, — that  the  mind 
acknowledges  the  frivolity  of  the  world,  and 
with  an  excursive  range  rests  all  its  hopes  upon 
futurity.  Mr.  Mordaunt  gazed  only  for  a  few 
moments  upon  the  still  beautiful,  although  in- 
animate, form  that  lay  before  him,  ere  he  sum- 
•  moned  the  family ;  but  these  few  moments 
reflected  the  picture  of  many  a  past  year,  with 
.all  the  weaknesses,  the  negligences,  the  errors, 
that  too  strongly  marked  the  retrospect ;  and, 
in  raising  the  curtain  that  veiled  the  future, 
they  spoke  so  forcibly  of  what  only  could  blot 
out  the  stain  that  sullied  the  record  of  his  past 
career,  that  his  resolution  was  already  taken. 
He  saw,  on  the  tablet  of  the  by-gone  and  the 
coming,  that  his  destiny  was  changed ;  the 
future  seemed  to  press  upon  the  present,  like 
the  lightning  flash  that  illuminates  the  darkness 
of  midnight :  he  felt  that  the  sword,  which  was 
then  sheathed,  was  never  again  to  be  drawn  by 
him  ;  and  that  his  future  life  must  be  dedicated 
to  aid  the  salvation,  not  forward  the  destruction, 
of  mortals. 

It  may  seem  unnatural  that  such  thoughts 
should  crowd  upon  the  mind  of  Mr.  Mordaunt 
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at  such  a  moment ;  bat  when  a  bereavement, 
BQch  as  be  bad  sustained,  occars  to  one  whose 
love  is  pare  affection,  unalloyed  by  any  worldly 
or  any  otber  consideration, — ^to  one  wbose  ima- 
gination bolds  the  reigns  both  of  bis  thoaghts 
and  actions,  the  mind  follows  the  beloved  object 
in  its  spiritual  flight ;  and  if  the  heart  has  early 
felt  a  deep  sense  of  religion,  as  was  the  case 
with  Frederick  Mordaunt,  the  soul  becomes 
instantly  intent  on  the  reflection  of  what  may 
forward  a  reunion  with  the  pure  spirit  that  has 
winged  its  flight  to  heaven  ;  and,  whilst  it  feels 
chastened,  and  resigned  to  the  will  of  its  Maker, 
it  commences  unconsciously  to    consider  the 
means  of  working  that  reformation  which  shall 
secure  the  end  which  it  ardently  desires.     Fre- 
derick Mordaunt  bad  felt  no  otber  attachment 
than  that  which  was  now  broken  ;   its  purity 
was  such  as  is  only  known  in  earliest  youth : 
his  heart  dreamt  of  no  other.     The  affection 
of  the  beloved  object  of  its  devotion  was  equal 
to  his  own :  neither  ever  admitted  of  any  idea 
of  change,  either  from  time  or  circumstances  ; 
and  although  Louisa's  malady  had  been  roused 
into  fatal  activity  by  the  apparent  neglect  of 
Frederick,  yet  her  bosom  had  never  harboured 
a  doubt  of  the  strength  and  fidelity  of  his  at- 
tachment.    Frederick,  on  the  other  hand,  al- 
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thoQgb  he  felt  as  if  the  *^  life's  life"  of  his  being 
had  passed  away, — ^that  alt  which  he  had  hoped, 
and  desired,  and  idolized,  on  earth,  had  been 
torn  from  him, — and  that  partly  by  his  own 
unaccoantable  folly, — yet  he  felt,  also,  that  he 
coald  not  accuse  himself  of  any  diminution  of 
affection  ;  his  heart  was  hallowed  in  its  fidelity : 
and,  when  memory  awakened  him,  and  led 
him  back  to  his  moments  of  repose,  fit)m  the 
whirl  of  thoughtless  gaiety  into  which  he  had 
plunged,  it  displayed  Louisa  as  the  saint  at 
whose  shrine  his  heart  had  confessed  its  follies ; 
and  in  the  confession  he  was  consoled  with  the 
reflection,  that,  however  he  had  permitted  himi- 
self  to  be  moulded  to  the  habits  of  his  asso- 
ciates, he  had  never  sunk  into  the  grossness 
of  their  vices.  Still  his  follies  were  numerous ; 
and  as  there  is  always  a  voice  ready  to  proclaim 
our  failings,  the  tidings  of  the  dissipated  life  of 
Frederick  Mordaunt  had  too  frequently  reached 
the  ears  of  Louisa.  She  heard  them  in  silence  ; 
but  as  she  felt  conscious  that  her  dissolution 
was  rapidly  approaching,  she  was  anxious,  if 
possible,  to  make  some  impression  upon  hi? 
character  by  an  appeal  to  his  heart,  which  she 
knew  was  right ;  and  she  conceived  that  the 
effort,  however  much  it  might  cost  her,  would 
be  successful  proportionably  to  the  depth  of  his 
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attachment.  Disease  often  strengthens  the 
moral  sympathies ;  and,  when  the  patient  knows 
that  the  fatal  issue  is  inevitable,  there  is  a  de- 
cision in  acting  which  is  seldom  witnessed 
under  other  circumstances.  But,  whilst  this 
conviction  adds  vigour  to  the  mind,  the  body 
suffers ;  the  excitement  it  produces  is  succeeded 
by  a  state  of  corresponding  collapse,  and  the 
most  injurious,  even  fatal,  consequences,  as  in 
the  present  instance,  follow. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  describe  the  scene  which 
the  assembling  of  the  family  produced.  The 
Earl,  although  he  had  seen  the  danger  that 
hung  over  his  favorite  niece,  had  no  conception 
that  it  was  so  close  at  hand.  The  expression 
of  his  grief  was  deep  and  sincere.  He  was  a 
proud  man,  and  reserved  to  strangers ;  but  his 
heart  was  fiusceptible  of  the  best  and  the  tender- 
est  impressions.  The  distress  which  he  expe- 
rienced was  augmented  by  the  reminiscence 
which  the  event  produced  :  he  beheld  renewed 
the  catastrophe  that  had  obscured  all  the  an- 
ticipated brightness  of  his  existence,  when  the 
beloved  partner  of  his  bosom  lay  before  him  as 
his  niece  now  did,  the  victim  of  the  same  irre- 
mediable disease,  which,  alas !  carries  off  the 
best  and  the  most  amiable  portion  of  our  race. 
The  Earl  tiad  felt  his  bereavement  with  that 
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resignation  which  becomes  a  Christian, — a  silent 
acquiescence  in  the  dispensation  of  divine  wis- 
dom. His  grief  had  not  been  of  that  immo- 
derate l&ind  which  exhausts  itself  in  the  indul- 
gence of  it ;  but  it  had  stamped  upon  liim  a 
settled  melancholy,  and  although  he  knew  that 
repining  would  not  restore  what  he  had  lost, 
yet,  his  nature  was  not  adapted  for  stoicism ; 
and,  therefore,  it  was  long  before  he  could  give 
his  attention  even  to  the  ordinary  duties  of  life. 
As  all  things,  however,  are  mutable,  time,  which 
cures  many  evils,  was  beginning  to  lighten 
the  spirits  of  the  afflicted  nobleman,  when  this 
blow  re-opened  his  wound;  and  he  felt 
a^ain  the  iron  hand  of  Grief  pressing  upon  his 
heart.  He  hung  over  the  body,  and  gave  v;ent 
to  a  flood  of  silent  tears ;  but  his  groans  were 
deep  and  audible ;  and  he  would  have  sunk 
under  the  intensity  of  his  feelings,  if  his  son, . 
whose  equanimity  of  mind  and  Christian  forti- 
tude upheld  him  amidst  this  afflicting  scene, 
had  not  supported  and  led  him  from  the 
room. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that,  although  the 
grief  of  Lady  Mary  was  sincere, — for  she  really 
loved  her  niece,  as  much  as  she  could  any 
human  being,  except  herself, — yet,  it  displayed 
itself  in  that  turbulence  which  seldom  exhibits 
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itself  when  the  heart  is  really  deeply  wounded, 
— when  the  sacrifice  is  submitted  to  because  it 
is  required  hj  Him  who.  has  a  right  to  demand 
it,  and  which  calls  forth  from  the  wounded 
spirit  the  conforming  aspiration,  '<  thy  will  bo 
done."  Lady  Mary's  burst  of  grief  was  at 
first  reasonable,  because  its  cause  was  really 
felt;  but  she  was  too  much  the  creature  of 
habit  to  allow  natural  feeling  to  predominate : 
she  therefore  soon  recollected  that  the  degree 
of  sorrow  should  always  be  proportionate  to 
the  cause ;  and,  as  this  fully  merited  an  hyste- 
ric, so  she  fell  into  one  ;  during  which  she  was 

carried  to  bed,  and  attended  by  Dr.  P 

remained  in  a  pitiable  condition  for  a  week 
then  slowly  improved  in  the  course  of  another 
assumed  her  place  at  table  at  the  termination 
of  the  third ;  and  had  the  gratification  of  talking 
for  a  month  of  the  misery  of  too  susceptible 
feelinga, — of  the  shock  which  her  "  poor  nerves" 
had  sustained, — and  the  extraordinary  skill  of 
dear  Doctor  F^ —  in  restoring  them  again  to 
their  condition  of  vibrating  repose. 

Mr.  Mordaunt,  who  had  been  persuaded  by 
his  friend  Manvers  to  leave  the  room,  on  the 
assembling  of  the  family  there,  no  sooner  found 
himself  alone  in  his  apartment,  than  he  became 
fully  sensible  of  the  extent  of  his  bereavement ; 
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and,  completely  ovei'powered,  he  threw  himself 
upon  his  bed,  almost  in  a  state  bordering  on 
despair.  It  was  only  the  kindly  priessure  of 
the  hand  of  his  friend  Manvers  upon  bis,  and 
the  sound  of  his  well-known  voice,  uttering  the 
words  "  my  dear  Mordaunt,"  that  again  made 
him  conscious  of  the  necessity  of  subduing  feel- 
ings that  almost  threatened  to  overthrow  his 
reason.  Mr.  Manvers  raised  him  from  the 
bed,  and,  having  led  him  to  a  chair,  seated  him- 
self beside  him,  and  endeavoured  to  pour  into 
his  wounded  bosom  that  healing  balm  which 
religion  alone  affords: — that  blessed  resigna- 
tion which  philosophy,  much  as  it  professes, 
labours  in  vain,  by  all  the  weight  of  its  most 
convincing  arguments,  to  bestow. 

"  I  am  fully  aware,  my  dear  friend,"  said 
Mr.  Manvers,  "  that  on  none  of  us  has  the 
blow  fallen  with  such  overwhelming  force  as 
upon  you  ;  but,  probably,  I  may  venture  to  say 
that  none  can  so  completely  appreciate  its  ex- 
tent as  myself.  I  know  the  virtues  that 
adorned  the  character  of  my  cousin ;  and  I 
have  witnessed  their  practical  application  in 
many  an  act  of  genuine  sympathy,  kindness, 
and  charity  to  those  whom  misfortune  had 
overtaken,  and  left  to  depend  solely  on  the 
mercy    of    Providence,    bereaved    of     their 
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only  earthly  protector,  and  utterly  devoid  of 
any  means  of  rapport.  The  widow  has  shared 
the  falness  of  her  benerolence*  and  taught  her 
orphan  child  to  couple  her  name  with  those 
blessings  that  the  first  lisping  accents  of  the 
in&nt  implore  from  the  divine  Dispenser  of 
all  things.  She  was  young,  and  beautiful,  and 
good,  my  dear  friend  ;  and  she  has  been  sum- 
moned in  the  flower  of  her  years :  but  we  are 
truly  told  that  there  is  no  certain  happiness 
upon  earth.  Believe  me,  Mordannt,  that  for 
**  her  to  die  was  gain ;"  and  be  assured  that, 
afllictive  as  the  dispensation  is,  it  is  not  only 
wisdom  in  us  to  acquiesce,  but  it  is  selfish,  and 
even  sinful,  to  repine.  One  consolation  should 
tranquillize  your  mind : — ^the  assurance  that,  to 
such  as  redemption  have  awakened  to  a  reli- 
ance on  the  Redeemer,  death  is  merely  the 
transition  from  this  world  to  that  of  eternal 
bliss ;  where  there  is  no  change,  no  parting, 
no  sorrow ;  but  where  goodness,  and  virtue, 
and  truth,  are  immutable  and  eternal." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  said  nothing,  although  UU 
heart  acquiesced  in  the  sentiments  that  had 
been  so  feelingly  uttered :  he  felt  as  if  a  loa^i 
were  removed  from  his  bosom,  and,  raising  his 
friend's  hand,  pressed  it  to  his  lips,  in  grateful 
acknowledgment  of  the  comfort  he  experienced. 
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Mr.  Manvers  had  too  much  discretion  to  pursue 
the  conversation  farther  at  this  time ;  and, 
having  obtained  a  promise  that  Frederick 
woald  retire  to  bed,  left  him  to  seek  that  repose 
which,  fortnnately,  often  terminates  a  fit  of  im- 
moderate grief— the  sleep  of  pare  exhaustion. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


*'  Silent  is  the  taogat  to  whose  acoems  we  sarreoder  the  soul, 
and  to  whose  iaognage  of  friendship  and  aftctioo  we  wished  to 
listen  fiir  ever.  Beandeas  is  the  ere,  and  closed  in  meht,  which 
looked  serenity  and  sweelnes,  and  lore.  The  froe  that  was  to 
ns  as  the  free  of  an  Angd,  is  mangled  and  deformed  ;  the  hevt 
that  glowed  with  flie  porest  firCy  and  beat  with  the  best  afleetions, 
is  now  become  a  dod  of  the  TaDey." — Logax. 

"  All  her  aftctionsy  like  the  dews  on  mes. 

Fair  as  the  flowers  themselves^  as  sweet  and  gentle." 

BxACMOwr  amd  FLrrcnne. 


The  vOIage  of  Rochdale  was  mtnated  in  the 
park,  embosomed  in  a  wood  clothing  the 
gentle  acclivities  of  two  bUls,  that  formed  a 
narrow  valley,  throogfa  which  a  small  but 
limpid  stream,  descending  from  the  neigh* 
bouring  mountains,  brattled  over  a  pebbly 
channel  in  many  a  devious  winding,  and  almost 
snrronnded  the  cleared  spot  upon  which  thevil'» 
lage  stood.  It  was  not  deep  enough  to  drown 
a  child ;  but  it  served  for  the  children  to  paddle 
in,  under  the  eyes  of  their  grandams,  as  they 
sat  at  tbw  cottage  doors,  enjoying  the  warmth 
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of  the  sammer's  afternoon  sun,  listening  to  the 
music  of  its  gurgling  water,  and  the  merry  peals 
of  the  infant  bands, — pleasing  sounds !  that  re- 
store the  picture  of  by-gone  days,  and  shed 
gleams  of  pleasure  on  the  evening  hour  of  a 
life  of  labour,  not  wholly  unalloyed  with 
anxiety  and  care :  for  "  the  world,"  as  Cowper 
has  beautifully  remarked,  "  upon  which  we 
close  our  eyes  at  night,  is  never  the  same  with 
that  on  which  we  open  them  in  the  morning." 

The  village  consisted  of  about  twenty  cot- 
tages, each  apart  amidst  its  little  garden,  with- 
out the  arrangement  that  constitutes  a  street, 
but  surrounding  an  open  space  that  served  for 
one.  On  one  side,  almost  close  to  the  stream- 
let,  rose  the  church,  if  it  might  be  called  such  ; 
which  Consisted  chiefly  of  the  cemetery  of  the 
Man  vers,  of  the  Earl's  family  pew,  about  a  dozen 
pews  for  the  tenants  of  the  Rochdale  estate,  and 
some  thirty  benches  in  the  aisle  for  the  villagers. 
I  recollect  visiting  the  little  fane  some  years 
since,  when  no  dream  of  ever  feeling  interestexl 
in  its  history  had  crossed  my  imagination*  It 
was  to  examine  a  beautifully  sculptured  monu- 
ment, that  had  been  executed  in  Italy,  to  the 
memory  of  one  of  the  Lady  Rochdales,  of  whom 
it  was  a  correct  likeness ;  a  gem  of  art,  not 
erected  to  gratify  the  vanity  of  the  survivor, 
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or  to  excite  the  gaze  of  the  stranger,  but  the 
sincere  tribute  of  one  who  visited  it  frequently, 
to  renew  the  felicity  that  had  been  snatched 
from  him,  by  the  contemplation  of  this  memo- 
rial of  her  who  had  conferred  it  when  alive. 
Small  as  it  was,  Rochdale  church  had  a  spire, 
which  overtopped  the  trees,  and  pointed  out  the 
existence  of  the  village,  which  was  otherwise 
hidden  as  a  nest  in  the  forest ;  and  which,  in- 
deed, of  all  villages  that  I  have  ever  seen,  might 
have  been  designated  ^^  the  nest  of  peace,  the 
harbour  of  repose."  Alas !  I  say  might  have 
been  ;  for,  the  last  time  I  visited  it,  a  rail-road 
was  lii  progress  along  the  valley,  the  streamlet 
was  nearly  choked  up,  the  village  laid  open  by 
the  felling  of  the  trees  that  were  its  former 
screen,  and  a  large  brick  house,  with  the  sign 
of  the  Red  Cow,  reared  close  to  the  church. 

The  villagers  of  Rochdale  were  as  simple  as 
their  hamlet ;  and,  except  in  a  few  improve- 
ments in  the  education  of  their  children,  which 
Mr.  Manvers  had  introduced,  and  which  did 
not  supplant  the  village  school-mistress,  they 
had  undergone  little  change  for  half  a  centnr}-. 
Although  not  ten  miles  from  a  large  manu- 
facturing town,  yet  the  music  of  the  spinning-^ 
wheel  was  still  heard  in  its  cottages  ;  the  young 
men  still  met  to  enjoy  an  evening  game  at 
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cricRet  on  the  village  green,  which  had  not 
been  sacrificed  to  the  heartless  enactments  of 
an  enclosure  bill :  there  was  as  yet  no  alehoase 
to  muddle  their  heads  and  to  brutalize  their  man- 
ners ;  and  the  corruptions  of  the  Cotton  mill — 
that  sink  of  vice,  and  destroyer  of  social  feli- 
city— had  not  defiled  its  humble  roofs.  The 
only  change  of  consequence  was  a  little  paro- 
chial library ;  and  a  music  society,  which  met 
once  a  week,  superintended  by  Mr.  Manvers 
himself.  The  wants  of  the  villagers  were 
few ;  and  what  their  labour  was  unequal  t6 
procure,  was  supplied  by  the  Earl,  and  the 
flourishing  tenantry  of  his  domain. 

•It  was  in  this  little,  secluded  spot,  that 
the  benevolence  of  Louisa's  affectionate  na- 
ture expended  its  sympathies.  She  regu- 
lated their  inclinations,  and  trained  to  their  do- 
mestic duties  the  mothers,  without  interfer- 
ing in  their  private  concerns :  she  was  the  chief 
monitor  of  the  intellectual  culture  of  their  chil- 
dren ;  the  doctress  of  the  sick  ;  the  comforting 
angel  of  the  afflicted  ;  and,  whilst  she  left  their 
religious  instruction  to  her  cousin,  she  was 
careful  in  enforcing  that  the  little  ones  should 
learn -its  first  rudiments  at  the  mother's  knee  ; 
and  there  receive  impressions  which,  as  they 
are  never  forgotten,   might  produce   at  least 
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wholesome  habits  in  after  life,  if  not  a  richer 
harvest  of  good  works.  When  reproof  was 
required  by  either  parent  or  child,  it  was  given 
with  a  gentleness  that  went  home  to  the  heart, 
never  offended  the  obdurate,  nor  wounded  the 
'  most  sensitive.  It  was  delightful  to  observe, 
as  she  lifted  the  cottage  latch,  the  pleasure  that 
beamed  in  every  eye ;  the  chair  eagerly  wiped 
with  the  matron's  apron;  the  respectful  wel- 
come ;  the  feeble  efforts  of  the  superannuated 
grandsire  to  catch  the  sound  of  her  voice  ;  the 
pressure  of  the  little  ones  to  touch  her  mantle, 
or  to  have  their  little  curling  heads  patted  with 
her  hand ;  and  the  pride  of  their  mothers  in 
seeing  them  thus  noticed.  Such  were  the  vil- 
lagers of  Rochdale,  who  had  assembled  to  wit- 
ness the  last  duties  performed  over  the  remains 
of  one  whom  they  had  loved  during  her  life, 
and  whose  death  they  now  d€?eply  and  sin- 
cerely lamented. 

The  stone  that  covered  the  entrance  to  the 
&mily  vault,  which  had  not  been  moved  since 
the  interment  of  Lady  Rochdale,  was  again 
lifted  from  its  bed,  and  laid  open  the  hnmiliat- 
ing  aspect  of  the  gloomy  cells  where  mouldered 
the  ruins  of  many  a  noble  generation  ;  some 
whose  high  faculties  filled  a  page  in  the  history 
of  their  country,  and  who  had  been  crowned  with 
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-honorsy  but  now  lay  companions  of  the  worm  ;^-^ 
as  if  the  breath  of  life  had  never  animated  their 
frames, — marking  the  dissolution  which  awaits 
*  mortality.  In  the  morning  the  younger  por- 
tion of  the  villagers  had  flocked  to  gaze  inta 
the  vault,  with  feelings  of  silent  awe ;  whilst 
the  aged  labourer  was  observed  leaning  upon  his 
staff,  meditating  on  the  scene  that  brought  to  his 
eye  of  sense  the  final  destiny  to  which  he  was 
fast  approaching.  Now  all  were  congregated^ 
silently  awaiting  to  join  in  that  solemn  service 
which  separates  the  dead  from  the  living  world, 
— to  offer  to  the  memory  of  the  departed  the 
last  tribute  of  gratitude  they  could  bestow — a 
tear  and  a  sigh  of  unaffected  sorrow. 

As  the  funeral  procession  approached  the 
church,  and  entered  the  porch  of  the  sacred 
edifice,  and  the  Vicar,  with  a  firm  and  unfaul- 
tering  voice,  began  the  solemn  service- — "  I 
am  the  resurrection  and  the  life,  saith  the 
Lord," — all  was  silence  and  reverent  attention : 
but,  when  he  repeated  that  sentence  so  aptly 
selected  from  the  book  of  Job — "  the  Lord 
gave,  and  the  Lord  hath  taken  away," — a  sup- 
pressed sigh  spontaneously  burst  from  the 
bosoms  of  the  assembled  people.  It  was  one 
of  those  instinctive  expressions  of  the  feelings 
With  which  reasoning  has  nothing  to  do, — which 
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speaks  of  the  aeptb  of  oar  affliction,  and  indi- 
cates that  the  resignation  to  the  blow  is  only 
submitted  to  because  it  cannot  be  resisted :  it 
may  be  an  indication  of  human  wealcness ;  but 
I  cannot  help  thinking  it  honorable  to  our  na- 
ture*; for  although  the  Christian  believes  that 
"  blessed  are  the  dead  which  die  in  the  Liord/' 
yet,  the  heart,  in  the  depth  of  its  distress,  feels 
that  it  cannot  at  once  loosen  the  cords  that 
bound  its  affections ;  it  demonstrates  that  the 
truth,  however  undeniable,  is  forced  upon  it : — 
the  dispensation  is  borne,  because  it  must  lie 
borne. 

The  voice  of  Mr.  Manvers  was  clear  and 
full,  admirably  suited  to  render  duly  impressive 
the  sublime  and  solemn  service  in  which  be  was 
engaged  The  rough  tenantry,  not  less  than 
the  relations  of  the  family,  were  melted  info 
tears ;  the  sobbings  of  tlie  women  were  audible 
and  deep  ;  and  the  infants  in  their  arms  and  by 
their  sides  gazed  up  in  the  faces  of  their  mothers, 
as  if  to  enquire  the  reason  of  a  grief  which  ilietr 
guileless  and  vacant  bosoms  happily  could  not 
feel.  Besides  those  of  the  Vicar,  tlie  eyes  of  two 
individuals  only  remained  dry.  Of  tb#fse,  Mr. 
Mbrdaunt  was  one  ;  •  the  other  was  a  man  of  mili- 
tary port,  who  gazed  upon  the  ceremony  with 
the  deepest  interest,  and  whose  folded  arms  and 
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stem  look  seemed  as  if  intended  to  cover  feel- 
ings which  he  considered  derogatory  to  his 
calling.  The  bearing  of  Mr.  Mordaant  was 
equally  severe:  he  stood  a  little  apart  from 
the  mourners,  his  cheek  rested  on  his  hand, 
his  expanded  brow  full  of  thought,  his  eye  bent 
forward,  and  his  lips  firmly  compressed,  -  a 
noble  and  dignified  picture  of  rigid,  yet  con- 
strained abstraction: — and  it  was  only  when 
the  withered  hand  of  the  old  sexton  threw  the 
dust  upon  the  coffin,  as  it  was  lowered  into  the 
vault,  and  his  friend  pronounced  the  awful 
words — "  earth  to  earth,  ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to 
dust ;  in  sure  and  certain  hope  of  the  resur- 
rection to  eternal  life,  through  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ," — that  a  quiver  of  his  lip  and  a  sup- 
pressed sigh  demonstrated  that  his  heart  re- 
sponded with  the  feelings  of  those  around  him. 
The  service  was  ended  ;  evdry  one  pressed 
forward  to  bestow,  as  it  were,  a  last  look  on  the 
remains  of  the  beloved  object,  now  consigned 
to  the  dust:  children,  some  bright  with  the 
flush  of  health,— some  the  destined  prey  of  the , 
destroyer,  and  borne  to  the  spot  on  the  bosoms 
of  doating  mothers ;-— vigorous  ^ouths,  who  had 
put  the  evil  day  far  from  them,  careless  of  the 
arrow  which  might  level  them  also  with  the 
worm  ; — blooming  maidens,  and  a  few  who, 
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like  her  whom  they  moarned,  were  the  victims 
of  disease,  and  w^re  only  lingering  for  a  little  in 
a  mere  prolongation  of  the  line  of  their  soffer* 
ings ; — ^the  sturdy  rustic,  foil  of  health ; — the 
aged  and  the  feeble,  who  had  lived  to  carry 
the  yooBg  and  the  vigorous  to  the  grave,  and  who 
calmly  waited  the  summons  which  was  to  call 
them  to  a  long  repose : — all  looked  for  a  mo- 
ment into  the  tomb,  and  then  slowly  departed, 
some  to  forget,  others  to  profit  by  the  lesson ; 
bat  the  greater  nnmber,  at  least  of  the  villagers, 
to  brood  over  the  irreparable  loss  that  they  had 
sustained  in  the  gentiest,  the  kindest,  the  best 
of  ben^ctors. 

Mr.  Mordaunt,  like  a  statue  of  concentrated, 
yet  tranquil  grief,  moved  not  firom  the  spot, 
till  his  friend,  placing  his  arm  within  his,  con- 
ducted him  into  the  vestry  room.  It  was  then 
that  the  restraint  he  imposed  upon  himself  gave 
way ;  there  were  no  strangers  there  to  witness 
the  depth  of  his  feelings, — no  eyes  to  criticize, 
but  those  who  could  justly  appreciate  them : 
he  therefore  fell  upon  the  bosom  of  his  friend, 
and  allowed  Nature  to  take  her  course.  Mr. 
Manvers  poured  into  his  afflicted  heart  every 
consolation  which  friendship  and  religion  could 
suggest.     Mordaunt  felt  their  force,  and  re- 
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turned  to  Rochdale  House  more  tranquillized 
than  he  expected  ever  to  have  felt. 

Before  leaving  the  church,  supposing  that 
every  one  had  departed,  Frederick  was  anxious 
to  descend,  for  a  few  minutes,  into  the  ceme- 
tery. The  disposition  of  Mr.  Mordaunt  was 
of  that  singular  texture,  that  although  he  was 
aware  that  he  could  not  withstand  the  impulsQ 
of  feeling,  whatever  feature  it  might  assume, 
yet,  he  had  not  resolution  adequate  to  withdraw 
from  its  influence.  It  was  this  failing  which  had 
hurried  him  into  many  of  the  follies  he  had 
committed:  and  had  his  heart  not  been  un- 
tainted,  and  the  early  principles  implanted  by  his 
mother  not  been  deeply  rooted  in  it,  he  would 
have  been  precipitated  from  those  precipices  on 
Ihe  brinks  of  which  he  had  too  often  stood. 

On  entering  the  church,  the  two  friends 
were  astonished  to  observe  the  military  person, 
{Uready  alluded  to,  standing,  with  his  arms 
crossed  upon  his  breast,  at  the  opening  of  the 
vault,  in  -an  attitude  of  the  most  abstracted 
meditation.  He  was  a  tall,  powerful  man, 
with  a  sternness  of  expression,  heightened  by 
a  moustache  on  his  upper  lip  ;  and  although 
there  was  nothing  that  bespoke  an  aristocratic 
^r*gin>   yet,    his    expression  was   intellectual. 
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ftnd  there  was  an  air  of  command  in  his  eve 
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that  seemed,  prophetic  of  a  higher  station  than 
he  evidently  at  present  filled.  He  looked  up 
as  the  two  friends  advanced,  then,  turning 
shortly  on  his  heel,  walked  slowly  out  of  the 
church. 

"  What  a  strange  circumstance !"  said  Mr. 
Manvers.  "  What  can  that  reprobate  Richard 
Atkinson  be  doing  here  ?" 

"  Who  is  that  person  ?"  enquired  Mordaunt ; 
the  name  and  his  friend's  remark  having 
escaped  his  attention. 

^'  He  is  a  roan  of  some  talent,  and  of  con- 
siderable acquirements  for  the  station  from 
which  he  sprung,"  replied  Mr.  Manvers.  "  He  is 
the  son  of  one  of  my  father's  tenants : — his  poor 
mother  was  a  clever,  well-educated  woman, 
who  made  a  low  marriage,  but  to  whose  mater- 
nal care  he  is  deeply  indebted.  He  turned 
out,  however,  a  sad  reprobate ;  would  do 
nothing  ;  thought  himself  very  superior  to  his 
rank  in  life;  and  would  have  been  infallibly 
ruined,  if  the  Earl  had  not  procured  for  him 
Sl  cornetcy  in  a  dragoon  regiment.  What  can 
have  brought  him  here  at  this  time  ?' 

As  they  left  the  church,  Mr.  Manvers  asked 
the  Beadle,  who  was  waiting  to  lock  the  door, 


138" 

whether  it  was  not  Cornet  Atkinson  who  just 
passed  out  ? 

"  Yea,"  replied  the  Beadle,  "  it  was  he,  sur. 
I  asks  him  what  he  were  doing  here  ?  «  No- 
thing you  can  understand,'  said  he,  giving  me 
one  of  his  contentious  looks.  *  Have  you  seen 
the  Vicar  ?'  said  I.  *  Yea,'  says  he :  *  what 
then  ?  *  Did  he  give  you  a  rating  ?'  saving 
your  honor's  presence,  says  I.  *  Old  man,' 
says  he,  *  you  know  me  not.  The  Vicar  and 
the  Earl  too  will  find  me  as  proud  as  tho^  who 
live  in  palaces.'    And  with  that  he  sulked  oflF." 

"  It  is  true,"  said  Mr.  Manvers,  as  the 
friends  walked  on,  ^Vthis  singular  man  has 
some  of  our  blood  in  his  veins :  his  mother  was 
very  distantly  related  to  my  poor  mother.  The 
Elarl  would  have  assisted  in  forwarding  him  in 
life ;  but  his  indiscreet  conduct,  his  conceit,  and 
pride,  have  stood  in  the  way  of  his  advance- 
ment His  talents,  however,  are  considerable, 
and  will  either  raise  him  in  the  ^orld,  or  drive 
him  to  some  bold  act  of  irretrievable  ruin." 

Frederick  made  no  reply;  circumstances, 
which  I  may  mention  on  another  occasion,  had 
enabled  him  to  form  an  estimate  of  Atkinson's 
character:  he  knew  more  of  him  than  his 
A*iend ;  but  he  said  nothing. 
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Mr.  Mordaant  remained  a  fortnigfat  at  Roch- 
dale Honse,  and  received  every  kindness  and 
attention,  which  hospitality  and  sympathy  could 
suggest,  from  every  member  of  the  fiimily. 
Even  Lady  Mary  forgot  her  own  ailments  in 
her  anxiety  <*  to  cheer  his  spirits  and  promote 
bis  comfort' 

But  the  corroding  agony  of  Mr.  Mordaunt's 
bereavement  was  yet  to  come.  Whilst  his  mind 
was  occupied  with  summoning  up  the  fortitude 
which  his  presence  at  the  funeral  demanded, 
little  space  was  left  fot  other  reflections ;  and, 
as  he  had  elevated  his  courage  to  the  perform- 
ance of  that  last  duty,  he  felt  comparatively 
•calm.  The  tomb  was,  however,  scarcely  closed, 
ere  the  image  of  the  beloved  object  which  it 
had  just  received  filled  "the  eye  and  prospect 
of  his  soul,"  riveted  his  every  thought,  crept 
^into  his  study  of  imagination,"  and  shed  a 
pensive  melancholy  over  the  mourner,  that  he 
would  not  have  resigned  for  all  that  the  world 
could  confer. 

A  short  distance  above  the  village,  was  a  little 
secluded  den,  formed  by  a  turn  in  the  river, 
which  there  laved  an  abrupt  rock  on  one  side, 
whilst,  on  the  other,  spread  a  small  flat  of  ver- 
dant moss,  overshadowed  by  a  broad  projecting 
oak,  which  sprung  from  the  crevices  of  a  crag 
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that  rose  behind  it,  parting  the  leafy  screen 
which  covered  the  base  of  the  hills,  and  fairly 
shut  in  the  spot  from  all  observation.  There, 
daily,  Frederick  instinctively  directed  his  steps; 
and,  stretched  upon  the  sward,  gave  the  reins 
to  his  fancy,  and  reviewed  the  picture  of  that 
life,  which,  although  it  seemed  as  a  dream, 
yet,  he  could  not  banish  the  idea,  had  been 
shortened,  and,  with  its  close,  his  own  future 
enjoyment  of  life  extinguished,  by  folly  on  his 
part,  which  now  appeared  most  unaccountable. 
In  these  moments,  Louisa  seemed  to  stand 
before  him  "more  moving  delicate,"  ipore 
lovely,  more  intellectual ;  her  eyes  beaming 
more  tender  sympathies  ;  and  her  voice  attuned 
to  sweeter  music  than  even  when  she  lived.  It 
was  neither  weakness  nor  the  spell  of  super- 
stition that  bound  Frederick  Mordaunt  in  these 
reveries  ;  it  was  the  conviction  of  the  happiness 
which  he  had  thrown  from  him  ;  and,  in  ponder- 
ing over  the  retrospect,  he  fortunately  received 
a  lesson  of  practical  value,  from  which  his  after 
.  life  derived  all  its  virtue,  its  equanimity,  its 
consistency,  and  the  wholesome  spirit  of  genu- 
ine religion  that  gave  the  impulse  to  its 
actions. 

Under  the  influence  of  these  sentiments,  Mr. 
Mordaunt  determined  to  quit  the  army.     He 
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wrote  to  bis  father  for  leave  to  sell  hi6.com* 
mission,  and  he  suggested  that,  with  its  pro- 
ceeds,  he  should  finish  his  terms  at  Cambridge, 
previoas  to  taking  his  Master's  degree,  and  then 
enter  the  Church.  The  Earl  had  kindly  pro- 
mised him  a  living;  and  this  being  the  case, 
the  Baronet  had  no  hesitation  in  acceding  to 
his  son's  proposals. 

But  there  was  another  individual  who  felt  as 
acutely  as  Mr.  Mordaunt  the  death  of  Louisa 
Manvers;  namely,  the  identical  rude  soldier 
who  had  been  stigmatized  by  the  term  reprobate 
by  the  Vicar.  In  a  visit  to  his  father.  Cornet 
Atkinson  had  several  times  encountered  Miss 
Manvers  in  her  visits  of  benevolence  to  the  vil- 
lage, and  had  conceived,  and  cherished  in  silence, 
a  hopeless  passion  for  her,  which  he  was  san- 
guine enough  to  dream  might  some  time  or  other 
be  realized.  This  had  wrought  a  wonderful 
change  on  the  habits  of  the  young  man  ;  he  had 
become  steady,  and  was  every  day  gaining 
friends :  indeed,  it  was  already  in  contemplation 
to  appoint  him  to  the  adjutancy  of  his  regi- 
ment. The  blow,  however,  which  he  had  just 
received  in  the  late  event,  had  awakened  again 
many  of  the  strong  but  evil  passions  in  his 
bosom,  and  contributed  to  tincture  his  future 
life  in  a  manner  directly  the  opposite  of  its  in- 
fluence on  that  of  Mr.  Mordaunt. 
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The  new  character  which  Frederick  displayed 
6n  hif)  return  to  Saint  John's  excited  much  spe- 
culation amongst  his  former  associates  who  still 
remained  there,  and  attracted  the  attention  of 
the  heads  of  the  University  in  a  manner  greatly 
to  his  credit.  His  name  was  the  first  upon  the 
tripos  of  the  ear ;  and  Mr.  Mordaunt  was  now  as 
highly  distinguished  a  scholar,  as  he  had  been 
formerly  noted  as  one  of  the  gay  and  most  frivo- 
lous  idlers  amongst  the  gownsmen.  His  society 
was  coveted  and  sought  after  ;  but  the  trace  of 
melancholy,  which  his  mind  had  not  been  able 
to  shake  off,  led  him  to  seek  retirement,  and 
devote  himself 'to  study  to  an  extent  which  was 
evidently  affecting  his  health.  He  took  his  de- 
gree with  that  distinction  which  his  friends  had 
anticipated  from  his  exertions ;  and  immediately 
set  about  preparing  himself  for  the  sacred 
office  which  he  was  ambitious  to  fill.  Every 
previous  step  having  been  taken,  Mr.  Mordaunt 
had  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  a  title  for  holy 
orders,  and  he  soon  afterwards  had  an  inter- 
view with  the  Bishop  of  the  Diocese  respecting 
his  ordination.  On  being  ushered  into  the 
library  of  the  reverend  Prelate,  what  was  his 
astonishment  to  recognize  in  him  an  old  tutor 
of  Saint  John's ;  and,  as  Frederick  was  sensible 
that  he  was  fully  acquainted  with  the  dissipated 
life  that  he  had  formerly  led  at  Cambridge^  the 
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recognition  was  an  event  certainly  calculated  to 
awaken  some  apprehensions  of  disappointment 
to  bis  anticipations  on  the  present  occasion. 
The  look  of  the  Bishop  was  grave,  but  not 
austere. 

^^  Mr.  Mordaunt,"  said  he,  as  he  requested 
him  to  be  seated,  **  I  trust  that  you  have  seri- 
ously considered  the  nature  of  the  holy  functions 
which  you  are  desirous  of  assuming ;  that  you 
are  dot  entering  into  the  Church  merely  with 
the  view  of  your  advancement  in  the  world ; 
as  a  profession,  chosen  without  a  due  considera- 
tion of  the  awful  responsibility  which  every  one 
incurs  who  becomes  a  Christian  pastor  ?" 

Frederick  had  no  hesitation  in  assuring  the 
reverend  Prelate  of  the  sincerity  of  his  inten- 
tions ;  and  in  a  month  afterwards  he  was  in- 
ducted to  one  of  the  best  livings  in  Westmore- 
land, on  the  banks  of  one  of  the  most  romantic 
of  its  lakes,  and  a  spot  admirably  suited  to  the 
tone  of  his  mind  and  feelings. 

The  accident  which,  ten  years  afterwards,  in- 
troduced Mr.  Mordauntto  the  family  of  Colonel 
Standard,  effected  a  change  in  his  mind  that 
could  not  have  been  anticipated.  He  saw,  or 
fancied  that  he  saw,  a  striking  resemblance 
between  Caroline  Ashton  and  the  beloved 
being  who  had  been  so  long  the  object  upon 
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which  all  his  thoughts  and  reminiscences  had 
centred.  In  person  and  appearance  ther^e  was 
certainly  some  resemblance :  the  beauty  of 
both  was  of  that  ethereal  kind  which  we  admire 
in  the  angels  on  the  canvass  of  the  immortal 
Guido ;  light,  aerial,  and  brilliant,  with  eyes 
beaming  intelligence.  The  features  of  Caroline 
Ashton  however,  were  more  flexible  than 
those  of  Louisa  Manvers,  more  animated, 
varying  with  each  turn  of  thought — the  visible 
impress  of  her  soul.  Her  character  was  as 
truly  feminine,  tender,  and  sympathetic  ;  yet  it 
was  not  wholly  devoid  of  ambition, — a  quality 
which  did  not  belong  to  that  of  Miss  Manvers. 
The  mind  of  the  latter,  also,  although  it  was 
susceptible  of  the  utmost  cultivation,  and  had 
been  improved  by  every  suggestion  of  her 
cousin  and  Mr.  Mordaunt,  yet  still  displayed 
the  defect  of  early  education:  that  of  Caroline 
Ashton,  on  the  contrary,  had  received  the 
highest  tuition  ;  and  she  aspired  to  elevate  it  by 
exercise  to  an  ideal  height  of  intellectual  supe- 
riority which  she  imagined  to  belong  to  her  sex. 
Louisa  Manvers,  with  all  the  endearing  qualities 
of  her  nature,  was  truly,  in  every  respect,  a 
mere  woman  ;  Caroline  Ashton,  had  she  been 
born  in  the  sphere  of  nobility,  wi^uld  have  con- 
ferred brilliancy  on  rank:  as  she  was,  she  won 
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the  hearts  and  swayed  the  minds  and  opinions 
of  all  around  her :  and,  as  her  bosom  was  fitted 
only  to  expend  its  love  upon  one  to  whom  she 
could  look  up  and  venerate,  so  she  had  rejected 
alliances  that  her  relations  had  regarded  desira- 
ble and  advantageous  for  a  young  lady,  whose 
sole  fortune  was  her  beauty,  the  sweetness  of 
her  disposition,  and  a  highly  tutored  intellect. 
These  were  qualities  sufficient  to  rouse  again 
the  dormant  aflFections  of  Frederick  Mordaunt, 
and  his  heart  once  more  opened  itself  to  that 
passion  against  which  he  had  supposed  it  closed 
for  ever. 

Such,  gentle  reader,  is  the  history  of  the 
Reverend  Frederick  Mordaunt,  which  the  Edi- 
tor has  thought  it  right  to  transfer  to  this  part 
of  the  Jpurnal.  He  regards  this  chronicle,  as 
far  as  respects  the  arrangement  of  its  materials, 
as  much  under  his  control  as  if  it  were  his  gar- 
den in  which  he  might  plant  an  apple  tree  here, 
a  gooseberry  bush  there,  and  a  cabbage  in  an- 
other place,  merely  because  it  pleases  his  fancy : 
— and,  having  said  this  much  for  the  benefit  of 
posterity,  he  intreats  thee,  gentle  reader,  to 
returti  to  the  close  of  Chapter  third,  and  listen 
to  the  clergyman's  tale. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


THE  clergyman's  TALE. 


€t 


The  Minstrel's  table  was  with  viands  spread^ 
His  cup  was  fillM^  though  all  the  rest  were  dry ; 

Not  on  the  floor  was  made  the  Minstrel's  bed^ 
He  got  the  best  Kincraigy  could  supply." 

Mador  of  the  Moor. 


The  village  of  Killin  is  one  of  the  most  ro- 
mantic in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland.  It  is 
situated  in  the  centre  of  a  small  amphitheatre  of 
hills  clothed  with  hanging  woods,  among  which 
the  rugged  front  of  a  grey  rock,  tinted  with 
lichens,  is  seen  occasionally  projecting,  and 
backed  with  stupendous  mountains.  The  river 
Acharn,  a  branch  of  the  boisterous  Dochart, 
flows  with  a  placid  current  close  to  the  village, 
and  around  the  base  of  a  green  mount,  crowned 
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with  noble  oaks,  which  shade  the  places  of  se- 
pulture of  the  family  5f  Mac  Nab  of  Mac  Nab, 
once  possessed  of  extensive  domains  in  that 
neighbourhood.  The  village  itself  is  clean  and 
neat ;  partly  embosomed  among  trees*,  and  sur- 
rounded with  meadows  of  the  most  refreshing 
green,  rising  high  upon  the  declivities  of  the 
tufted  hills.  The  vale,  which  opens  towards 
Loch  Tay,  rich  in  pasturage  and  wood,  de- 
scends with  a  gentle  inclination  to  the  margin 
of  the  lake.  There  is  a  delightful  repose,  a 
sabbath-day  stillness  in  the  scene,  which  har- 
monizes with  the  mind  in  certain  conditions  of 
the  feelings,  and  peculiarly  accorded  with  my 
sentiments  when  I  last  visited  it.   * 

My  friend  Campbell,  with  whom  I  was  re- 
siding, and  whose  hospitable  mansion  is  situated 
in  a  beautiful  ravine,  near  the  entrance  into 
Glen  Dochart,  is  one  of  those  rare  characters, 
who,  profiting  by  a  liberal  education,  and  a 
knowledge  of  the  world,  derived  from  visiting 
most  of  the  courts  of  Europe,  carry  into  re- 
tirement all  those  intellectual  resources  which 
enable  us  to  repel  ennui  and  become  indepen- 
dent of  society;  and  who,  at  the  same  time, 
retain  the  natural  simplicity  and  generous  feel- 
ings of  early  years.     His  wife  is  not  less  ac- 
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complished  and  amiable;  and,  as  they  have 
one  child  only,  remaining  of  a  large  family,  to 
whose  education  much  of  their  time  is  devoted, 
the  years  of  this  happy  couple  roll  on  in  that 
peaceful  bliss  which  appears  to  me  a  foretaste 
of  a  future  and  a  better  state  of  existence. 

Among  other  excursions,  we  frequently  as- 
cended Ben  Lawers,  in  search  of  the  rare 
cryptogamic  treasures  of  that  elevated  region. 
On  one  of  these  occasions  we  had  just  returned, 
exhausted  and  fatigued  ;  for  although  Camp- 
bell is  not  a  botanist,  yet  he  had  entered  en- 
thusiastically into  my  pursuits  ;  and,  equally 
with  myself,  had  forgotten  the  hour  of  dinner, 
and  was  warned  of  the  necessity  of  returning 
home  only  by  the  lengthened  shadows  of  the 
rocks  and  the  approach  of  twilight.  It  was 
almost  dark  when  we  entered  the  house  ;  and, 
whilst  my  friend  was  engaged  in  settling  some 
transactions  with  one  of  his  tenants,  I  had 
thrown  myself  across  two  of  the  chairs  in  the 
parlour,  close  to  a  cheerful  peat  fire,  which  his 
excellent  wife  had  ordered  to  be  lighted,  justly 
anticipating  that  it  would  prove  no  unaccept- 
able addition  to  the  mutton-ham,  cold  venison 
pasty,  and  cup  of  good  tea,  which  she  had  pre- 
pared for  our  refreshment,  when  my  attention 
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was  roused  by  the  notes  of  a  violin,  touched 
with  more  musical  skill  and  delicacy  of  expres- 
sion than  I  expected  to  have  heard  in  that  part 
of  the  island.  My  friend's  little  girl,  an  inter- 
esting child  of  eight  years  of  age,  to  whom  I 
was  naming  the  wild  flowers  of  a  bouquet 
which  I  had  gathered  for  her,  observing  that  my 
attention  was  arrested,  carelessly  exclaimed : — 

"  It  is  only  wandering  Willy  playing  a  tune 
to  the  lasses ;  maybe  papa  will  bring  him  in, 
for  he  kens  that  Willy  likes  a  glass  of  pure 
Glen  Lievit ;  and  he  says  that  the  auld  man 
plays  the  *  Land  o'  the  leal '  better  than  any 
other  fiddler  that  he  has  ever  heard,  except 
Niel  Gow,  who  was  dead  long  before  I  was 
born." 

"  And  who  is  wandering  Willy  ?"  said  I, 
holding  a  flower  of  the  Parnassia,  which  I  was 
about  to  name,  between  my  fingers. 

"  Oh !  he  is  a  hump-backed  body,  who  comes 
now  and  then  to  get  a  shilling  and  a  glass  of 
whiskey  ; — but  what  is  the  name  of  that  beau- 
tiful flower,  Mr.  Mordaunt  ?" 

'*  It  is  called  the  flower  of  Parnassus, 
Maria,'*  '  said  I :  and  I  was  proceeding  to 
explain  the  peculiarity  of  the  plant,  when 
Campbell,  who  had  entered  the  room  as  bis 
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little  girl  was  describing  the  musician,  took  ttp 
the  discourse,  and  said — 

"  That  flower,  Maria,  is  like  your  friend 
Willy,  more  valued  by  those  qualified  to  judge 
of  its  merits,  than  many  of  the  more  flaunting 
flowers  of  the  garden,  but  unnoticed  by  ordi- 
nary observers,  from  being  the  production  of 
the  wildest  and  most  sequestered  glens." 

The  child  gazed  on  the  face  of  her  father, 
and  then  replied, — "  Like  Willy,  papa  ! — he  is 
an  ugly,  deformed  body,  unlike  any  thing  that 
I  have  ever  seen ;  his  chin  almost  touches  his 
knees ;  his  legs  are  as  crooked  as  cousin  Ro- 
bert's shinty  ;  and  his  arms  are  so  long  that 
he  can  almost  touch  his  heels  with  bis  hand, 
when  he  stands  upright." 

Her  father  could  not  suppress  a  smile  at  the 
vividness  of  the  child's  description ;  which, 
however,  was  checked  by  her  mother  remark- 
ing,—  ^'  that  youhg  people  should  not  give 
such  licence  to  their  tongues,  and  that  Willy, 
poor  and  deformed  as  he  was,  possessed  some 
qualities  which  richly  compensated  for  the 
disgusting  deformity  of  his  person." 

The  interest  which  my  worthy  host  and  his 
aniiable  wife  seemed  to  take  in  this  itinerant 
minstrel,  greatly  excited  my  curiosity,  aot  only 
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to  see  bim,  bat  to  enqmre  into  bis  bistory ;  and 
I  readily  obtained  my  friend's  permission  to 
invite  Willy  into  the  parloar,  as  soon  as  the 
tea  equipage  sboald  be  removed. 

The  evening  was  one  of  those  which  are  not 
anfreqaent  in  the  Highlands,  after  the  calmest 
days, — rainy  and  boisterous.  The  weather  was 
delightfnly  clear  and  sunny,  in  the  forenoon 
and  afternoon  ;  but  it  began  to  break  before  we 
left  Ben  Lawers  ;  round  the  summit  of  which, 
a  few  cloudy  wreaths  were  curling  as  we  de- 
scended from  its  heights  ;  and  we  were  over- 
taken by  two  or  three  scuds  of  rain  before  we 
reached  my  friend's  hospitable  mansion.  It 
was  the  anticipation  of  the  storm,  which  now 
ra^ed,  that  had  secured  to  us  the  honour  of  a 
visit  from  Willy;  for,  as  we  afterwards  learned, 
the  old  man  was  proceeding  to  Killin,  where 
he  understood  a  number  of  English  gentlemen 
had  taken  quarters,  for  the  advantage  of  grouse- 
shooting  i  and  Willy  declared,  that  he  had  had 
ample  proof  of  the  *^  superior  taste  o'  thae 
Englishers  iq  music;"  and  he  might  have 
added,  of  the  greater  weight  of  their  purses. 
The  rain,  which  was  now  driven  against  the 
bouse  by  violent  gusts  of  wind,  battered  loudly 
on  the  casements,  inspiring  a  higher  feeling  of 
the  comfort  derived  from  our  blazing  peat  fire. 
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and  the  hissing  urn  on  the  tea  table ;  while, 
in  each  short  interval  of  calm,  the  jingle  of 
Willy's  fiddle,  and  the  noisy  mirth  of  the  ser- 
vants reaching  our  ears,  convinced  us  that  the 
comforts  of  the  parlour  were  more  than  recipro- 
cally felt  in  the  kitchen. 

"  Do  you  hear  them,  Mr.  Mordaunt,"  said 
Maria.  "  The  mad  queans !  they  are  dancing 
the  fling  to  one  of  Willy's  best  strarthspeys : 
and  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  Tarn  Macalister 
be  among  them : — puir  daft  creature !  he  always 
comes  with  the  flower  of  Parnassus ;"  continued 
she,  glancing  archly  at  her  father. 

"  And  who  is  '^am  Macalister,  Maria,"  said 
I ;  for  my  residence  in  the  Highlands  had  not 
been  sufiiciently  long  to  make  me  acquainted 
with  its  public  characters. 

"  He  is  another  of  Papa's  flowers  of  Par- 
nassus," replied  the  child,  pleased  with  the 
opportunity  of  playing  upon,  what  she  con- 
sidered, a  most  incongruous  comparison. 

"  There  you  are  mistaken,  Maria,"  said  her 
father.  "  Poor  Tam  is  only  a  follower  of 
Willy,  who,  like  other  great  men  of  the  moun- 
tains, cannot  travel  without  his  tail." 

Mrs.  Campbell,  who  was  less  disposed  to  jest 
than  either  her  husband  or  my  friend  Maria, 
mildly  interposed,  and  informed  me,  that  Tam 
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was  one  of  those  harmless  idiots,  of  which  one 
or  two  are  generally  found  at  large  in  many  of 
the  towns  in  the  north ;  and  who,  having  no 
fixed  abode,  range  about,  supported  by  the 
lairds,  farmers,  and  cottagers ;  and  find  a  tem- 
porary home,  if  not  a  welcome,  wherever  they 
happen  to  be  at  the  trlose  of  the  day. 

"  Poor  Tam,"  continued  the  amiable  narra- 
tor, '^  is  as  idiotic  as  he  can  well  be,  but  less 
mischievous  than  the  majority  of  his  species : 
and  although  his  parents,  who  died  when  he  was 
a  lad,  were  never  able  to  settle  him  to  any 
fixed  employment,  yet,  for  many  years  of  his 
life,  he  made  himself  useful  in  some  manner  to 
those  who  were  kind  to  him ;  and  has  always 
enjoyed  the  reputation  of  good-heartedness  and 
honesty;  A  few  years  ago,  he  fell  from  a  con- 
siderable height,  and  since  that  time  has  cer- 
tainly become  more  idiotic.  He  was  always 
passionately  fond  of  music,  has  a  melodious 
voice,  and  has  lately  attached  himself  so  closely 
to  Willy,  that  where  the  one  is,  you  are  certain 
of  finding  the  other." 

"  Yes,"  said  Maria,  "  they  are  called  the 
Gowk  and  the  Titlin.  Tam  carries  the  fiddle 
and  rosin-bag  for  Willy,  and  takes  care  of  him 
when  he  gets  fou ;    for  you  see  Tam  never 
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drinks  anything  stronger  than  milk,  and  calls 
glen-lievit  the  Diel's  brue." 

"  Tarn  has  always  been  a  privileged  person 
in  speech,"  said  Mrs.  Campbell,  "and  many  of 
his  remarks  have  much  point.  Indeed,  he  ap* 
pears  to  be  a  natural  production  of  one  of  those 
beings  who  were  formerly  found  in  Courts,  but 
of  whom  many,  in  my  humble  opinion,  were 
more  knaves  than  fools,  artificial  compounds  of 
idleness  and  roguery." 

"  Nay,  my  dear  Elizabeth !"  remarked  Camp- 
bell, interrupting  her,  "they  were  the  only 
honest  retainers  of  the  Court,  the  only  persons 
who  could  speak  truth  without  giving  offence ; 
and  who,  like  mirrors,  exposed  obsequiousness 
and  flattery  in  their  true  colours,  whilst,  not 
unfrequently,  they  were  the  means  of  advanc- 
ing modesty  and  .merit,  which  might  have  been 
left  to  pine  in  the  shade,  unnoticed  and  unknown. 
But  Tam,  as  you  have  remarked,  is  a  natural 
production  ;  and  to  convince  my  friend  Mor- 
daunt  that  he  can  say  a  good  thing,  I  may  only 
notice  his  reply  to  the  schoolmaster,  who  fool- 
ishly enough  asked  him,  one  day,  how  long  a 
man  could  live  without  brains.  Tam,  laying 
hold  of  the  Dominie's  button,  and  gazing  for 
a  few  moments  in  his  face,  replied,  "  how  long 
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hae  ye  lived.  Dominie?"  But  perhaps,  my 
dear  Mordaunt,  yoa  would  wish  to  see  both  of 
oar  eccentrics  ?  Come,  Maria,  bring  oat  the 
glen^lievit;  send  away  the  tea  equipage,  and 
introduce  your  friends  Willy  and  Tam." 

^*  Xow,  Mr,  Mordaunt,  you  shall  see  Papa's 
flower  of  Parnassus,"  said  the  child,  who  sprang 
forward  to  obey  the  request  of  her  father  ;  and, 
having  placed  the  liquor-stand,  containing 
Willy's  fevorite  Ijeverage,  on  the  table,  and 
rung  the  bell  for  the  servant  to  remove  the  tea 
things,  she  darted  out  of  the  room.  In  the 
interval  of  her  absence,  my  friend  replenished 
the  grate  with  some  fresh  peats,  Mrs.  Campbell 
placed  her  work-box  on  the  table,  and  I  rose 
firom  my  lounging  position  to  repeive  the  two 
singular  beings  who  were  about  to  be  presented 
to  me,  and  whom  I  anticipated  as  additions  to 
the  other  local  wonders  of  this  interesting 
district. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  door  opened,  and  Maria 
entered,  leading  Willy  by  the  hand,  while  she 
averted  her  head  to  conceal  a  titter  which  she 
could  not  restrain ;  and  although  I  had  pictured 
in  my  imagination  an  excess  of  deformity  from 
Maria's  description,  yet  I  had  formed  no  idea 
like  the  extraordinarv  caricature  of  human  itv 
who  now  walked  into  the  parlour.     He  was  a 
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dwarf,  being  scarcely  four  feet  in  height;  and,  as 
he  seemed  all  head  and  legs,  his  appearance 
was  inconceivably  grotesque.     His  head,  which, 
if  magnitude  were  to  direct  our  judgment,  was 
certainly  intended  for  a  man  of  more  than  ordi- 
nary stature,  had  settled  down  between  his 
shoulders,  but,  nevertheless,  was  well  formed. 
The  forehead  was  broad  and  elevated,  furnished 
with  large,  shaggy,  grey  eypbrows,  which  shaded 
a  pair  of  keen,  penetrating  eyes,  deeply  sunk  in 
their  sockets ;  the  nose  was  rather  long,  mode- 
rately aquiline,  with  full,  dilated  nostrils ;  the 
mouth  wide,  but  expressive ;  displaying,  when 
opened,a  set  of  frightful,  decayed  teeth ;  and  the 
chin  pointed,  curved  upwards,  and  a  little  awry, 
probably  from  its  long  habit  of  resting  upon  the 
base  of  the  fiddle.  His  face  exhibited  the  wrin- 
kles of  advanced  age,  but  it  was  ruddy  and 
healthful ;   and  as,  owing  to  the  great  breadth 
of  the  forehead  and  the  capacity  of  the  cranium,  it 
was  almost  triangular,  its  expression,  even  when 
the  features  were  at  rest,  was  that  of  great  co- 
micality.    The  entire  head,  as  I  have  already 
Stated,  was  depressed  between  the  shoulders, 
resting  partly  on  the  hump  of  his  back,  and 
partly  on   his  left  shoulder.     His  body,  if  the 
shapeless  mass  which  supported  his  bead  could 
be  called  body,  was  so  much  sunk  in  at  the 


157 

chest  that  his  chin  appeared  to  rest  apon  the 
lower  part  of  his  stomachy  and  his  legs,  which 
were  inordinately  long  for  his  stature,  although 
they  were  partly  covered  with  his  kilt,  yet,  were 
curved,  as  Maria  had  stated,  in  two  opposite 
directions.  The  dress  of  the  minstrel,  even  to 
his  stockings,  was  of  tartan.  His  plaid  was 
thrown  across  his  breast,  or  rather  stomach,  and 
over  his  left  shoulder  as  if  to  add  to  its  already 
disproportionate  elevation  ;  and,  on  the  right 
side  of  bis  head,  with  a  few  grey  locks  issuing 
beneath  it,  was  stuck  his  bonnet,  decked  with  a 
heron's  feather,  the  appropriate  symbol  of  his 
clan.  He  carried  his  cremona  under  his  left 
arm ;  and,  as  he  entered  the  room,  he  touched 
his  bonnet  in  a  military  fashion,  and  walked  to 
a  low  stool  which  had  been  placed  for  him  near 
the  fire,  and  which  he  seemed  to  recognize  as 
an  old  acquaintance. 

Tam  Macalister,  or  Daft  Tam,  as  he  was 
usually  called,  followed  at  the  heels  of  Willy. 
He  appeared  to  be  about  thirty  years  of  age, 
rather  below  the  middle  stature,  and  of  a 
slender  form  of  body,  but  well  proportioned. 
His  head,  however,  was  rather  small,  and  the 
forehead  depressed ;  the  face  was  thin,  although 
not  emaciated ;  the  nose  and  the  chin  were  both 
sharp ;  and  the  eyes,  which  were  hazel,  were 
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shaded  by  bushy,  sand-coloured  eyebrows.  His 
hair,  for  his  head  was  uncovered,  was  red,  curled 
and  matted,  as  if  it  had  never  felt  the  influence 
of  .a  comb.  A  thin  tuft  of  beard,  of  the  same 
colour  as  his  hair,  stood  out  in  crisped  curls  from 
each  cheek  bone,*  and  a  similar  tuft  from  the 
point  of  his  chin.  His  complexion  was  san- 
guine ;  and  his  grin  displayed  a  set  of  regular 
whiie  teeth.  He  was  barefo6ted ;  and,  indeed, 
in  all  respects  but  scantily  cloathed,  for  the 
skirts  of  his  kilt  were  of  various  lengths,  his 
elbows  appeared  through  the  sleeves  of  his 
jacket,  and,  instead  of  a  plaid,  the  fiddle  bag 
was  slung  across  his  shoulders :  all  which,  added 
to  the  wild,  savage  expression  of  the  idiotic 
smile,  with  which  he  saluted  us  as  he  entered 
the  parlour,  rendered  his  appearance,  if  less 
hideous,  even  more  repulsive  than  that  of  the 
minstrel.  He  advanced  closely  behind  Willy 
until  that  personage  was  seated,  and  then  sud- 
denly darted  to  a  corner  of  the  room,  where  he 
remained  bolt  upright,  with  his  hands  placed 
upon  his  breast,  his  mouth  open,  and  his  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  child ;  who,  although  she  did 
not  seem  to  be  in  any  degree  alarmed,  yet  had 
taken  her  station  between  the  knees  of  her 
fatbei>  with  one  arm  thrown  around  his  neck, 
and  her  head  resting  upop  his  shoulder. 
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"  You  are  welcome,  Willy !"  said  my  friend. 
**  We  are  roach  indebted  to  the  storm  for  driv- 
ing  yon  in  for  shelter,  after  so  long  an  absence ; 
and  a  sight  of  yon,  Tam,  as  the  proverb  runs, 
is  guid  for  sair  een/' 

*^  That  bonnie  birdie's  een  need  nae  sich 
salve,"  replied  the  idiot. 

^'  Hand  ye're  tongae,  ye  haverell !  exclaimed 
the  minstrel,  interrupting  the  progress  of  Tam's 
reply.  "  Wha  made  ye  a  judge  o'  leddies'  een  ? 
Thank  ye,  laird,  for  your  welcome.  She'll  do 
her  best  to  shew  you  that  she  kens  she  is  no 
aroang  frem  folk ;  but  she's  getting  auld,  and 
hae  lost  mickle  o'  the  spunk  for  dirling  up  a 
strarthspey  that  she  had  forty  years  sin.  Aweel ! 
— she'll  do  her  best,  laird ;  and  what  mair  can 
be  expected  o'  mortal  ?" 

"  Nothing  more,  indeed,  Willy  !"  said  Mrs. 
Campbell.  "  But  where  have  you  been  wan- 
dering these  four  months  ?  I  think  we  have 
not  seen  you  since  June." 

"  That's  mair  easily  speered  than  answered," 
replied  the  minstrel ;  "  although,  were  she  no 
afear'd  to  open  that  haverell 's  mouth,  Tam 
could  tell  you  ilka  fit  o'  our  gait.  And  how 
have  you  been,  my  leddie?  and  how  is  the 
bonnie   wee  blossom  that  bad  just  blinked  on 
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the  light  o*  this  wearie  warld,  the  last  time  we 
foregethered  ?" 

That  question  touched  a  vibrating  chord  in 
the  affections  of  my  kind  hostess ;  for  the  infant 
who  was  hanging  on  her  breast  at  the  time  of 
Willy's  last  visit  to  Glen  Dochart  had  soon 
afterwards  died,  and  the  recollections  which  the 
questions  awakened  brought  a  tear  into  her  eye. 

"Weel — w'eel — my  leddie!"  said  the  old 
man,  perceiving  her  distress  ;  "  she  sees  how 
it  is  ;  puir  wee  bud !  Oh,  hone !  we  are  a' 
wearing  awa.  It  wad  be  naething  for  an  eild 
trunk  like  hersel  to  fa ; — and  yet  she  be  here : 
but,  in  troth,  do  we  nae  see  the  opening  gowans 
droop  i'  the  freshest  dew  o'  the  simmer  morn- 
ing ?" 

My  friend,  who  dreaded  the  effect  of  the 
minstrel's  moralizing  on  his  wife's  nerves,  here 
interrupted  him  by  requesting  a  strarthspey, 
which  he  knew  was  one  of  Willy's  favorites. 

"  It  will  nae  do,"  said  Tam. 

"  Whist,  ye  gowk !"  said  Willy,  tossing  off  a 
glass  of  glen-lievit,  which  Mr.  Campbell  had 
handed  to  him.  "  Whist,  ye  loon  ! — and  yet," 
continued  he,  "  the  callan  is  nae  sae  far  wrang. 
There  is  nae  screwing  up  the  pegs  to  do  her 
bidden  this  nicht,  laird :  but  she'll  try  what  she 
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can  do."  And  he  commence  one  of  his  liveliest 
airs.  He  had,  however,  scarcely  gone  through 
the  bars,  when  he  dropped  the  fiddle-stick  and 
looked  confiised.  **  Tarn  says  troe — it  winna 
do.  She  is  nae  hersel  the  nicht,  laird  */'  ex- 
claimed the  old  man,  with  a  look  of  deep  mor- 
tification ;  *^  she  tried  it  in  the  kitchen,  bat  she 
was  nae  hersel — she  was  nae  Willy  Dancan." 

There  was,  nevertheless,  great  sweet- 
ness, and  the  most  masterly  touch  in  the  per- 
formance ;  bnt  my  friend  whispered  to  me  that 
it  wanted  that  peculiar  expression  which  be  had 
never  heard  executed  by  any  musician  except 
Niel  Gow  and  Willy ;  and  he  feared  that  the 
old  man  was  losing  his  powers.  He  filled  for 
him  a  second  glass  of  his  favorite  liquor,  which 
the  minstrel  held  in  bis  hand  for  the  space  of 
a  minute  before  he  drank  it,  as  if  his  mind  was 
absent,  and  then  tossed  it  oflTas  usual,  with  a 
smack  of  his  lips  and  a  significant  nod  of  his 
head.  **  I  was  thinking,"  said  the  melodist,  ^*  o' 
the  taisch,  which  Angus  Campbell,  the  seer  o' 
Strarthfillan,  saw  yestreen.  — '  1  saw  your 
wraith,  Willy,'  said  she,  Mn  the  gloamin.'  I 
fear,  laird,"  continued  the  old  man,  "  there  is  a 
sound  of  death  on  the  harp."  But,  as  this  quo- 
tation firom  Ossian  was  spoken  in  Gaelic,  I  did 
not  understand  it  at  the  time,  although  I  could 
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plainly  perceive  that  some  presentiment  had 
given  a  cast  of  melancholy  to  the  mind  of  the 
minstrel ;  and  this  was  confirmed  by  the  con- 
dition of  the  idiot,  who,  at  the  remark  of  Willy, 
appeared  as  if  struck  with  the  cold  fit  of  an 
ague,  and  muttered,  loud  enough  to  be  heard, 
**  aye — aye — there's  a  cauld  sod  on  an  auld 
man's  breast."  The  minstrel  neither  perceived 
nor  heard  him  ;  and,  casting  a  softened  glance 
on  my  friend,  which  did  not  appear  to  belong  to 
the  harsh  character  of  his  physiognomy,  began  to 
play  and  sing  "  the  land  o'  the  leal,"  in  a  strain 
of  the  most  affecting  pathos.  It  was  irresistible ; 
and  the  passage,  "  our  bonnie  bairn  is  there," 
awakening  the  ideas  of  her  recent  loss  in  the 
imagination  of  Mrs.  Campbell,  she  sobbed 
aloud :  even  my  worthy  friend's  fortitude  was 
so  shaken,  that  he  interrupted  the  musician,  and 
dismissed  him  with  a  bottle  of  glen-lievit,  as  a 
doch-aU'dorrack^^  to  the  kitchen,  desiring  him 
not  to  leave  the  house  till  the  storm  should  abate. 
A  pause  ensued,  and  continued  for  some 
minutes  after  the  parlour  door  was  closed. 
Maria  had  left  her  father's  knees,  and  clung 
around  her  mother's  neck,  endeavouring  to 
sooth  her  by  her  mute  caresses.  My  excellent 
friend,  holding  his  wife's  hand  within  his,  stood 

♦  The  farewell  cup. 


163 

for  some  moments,  with  his  moistened  eyes 
riveted  upon  her  and  his  child ;  but,  at  length, 
recovering  possession  of  himself,  he  approached 
the  fire,  and,  drawing  his  chair  close  to  mine, 
turned  the  conversation  upon  the  singular 
being  who  had  just  quitted  the  room. 

"  What  an  extraordinary  anomaly  in  phy- 
siognomy that  creature  is !"  said  he.  "  Who 
would  suppose,  on  looking  upon  the  severity 
of  his  features  and  the  deformity  of  his  person, 
that  he  possesses  the  sensibility,  the  tenderness, 
and  pathos  which  characterize  his  music  ? 
Nor  is  it  in  his  art  only  that  these  feelings  are 
displayed.  He  is  not  merely  kind  and  humane 
to  the  poor  idiot  who  accompanies  him,  but,  out 
of  the  scanty  revenue  which  his  musical  skill 
secures  to  him,  he  bestows  a  portion  on  Tom's 
sister,  although  she  has  no  other  claim  upon 
him  than  that  which  his  humanity  had  raised, 
in  beholding  her  nearly  as  helpless,  from  men- 
tal imbecility,  as  her  idiotic  brother." 

Mrs.  Campbell,  who  had  recovered  her  com- 
posure, joined  hqr  husband  in  praise  of  Willy's 
philanthrophy,  and  mentioned  several  instances 
of  his  kind-heartedness.  A  n  hour  had  nearly 
elapsed,  and  as  the  wind  was  lulled,  and  the 
rain  abated,  and  yet  no  fiddling  was  heard  in 
the  kitchen,  we  concluded  that  the  minstrel 
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and  his  follower  were  gone :  but  Maria,  who 
knew  well  the  fascinating  power  of  glen-lievit 
over  Willy,  wherever  he  happened  to  sojourn, 
more  justly  decided  that,  as  the  bottle  could 
not  be  emptied  already,  he  must  still  be  in  the 
kitchen ;  and  her  conclusion  was  soon  verified, 
by  our  hearing  the  notes  of  his  violin,  in  the 
rapid  movements  of  a  strarthspey. 

"  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  that  the  mountain 
dew  has  produced  its  usual  effects  upon  the! 
ancient  Gael,"  said  my  friend ;  and,  advancing 
to  the  door,  opened  and  left  it  ajar,  that  I  might 
be  able  to  judge  of  the  dwarfs  masterly  exe- 
cution in  that  difficult  style  of  playing.  It, 
indeed,  merited  the  eulogy  which  my  host  had 
bestowed  upon  it.  Whilst  we  were  silently 
listening,  with  feelings  of  exquisite  delight, 
however,  it  suddenly  ceased,  and  was  succeeded 
by  a  terrific  scream,  and  a  confused  noise  of 
tongues,  as  if  some  accident  had  occurred. 
Campbell  rose  from  his  seat,  and  was  proceed- 
ing to  ascertain  the  cause,  when  he  was  met 
by  one  of  the  female  servants,  who  was  enter- 
ing the  room  with  a  look  of  horror  and  dismay. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  said  her  master. 
The  poor  girl  gazed  wildly  upon  him;  then 
staggered  into  the  room,  unable  to  utter  a  word ; 
and,  sinking  down  upon  a  chair,  with  her  hands 
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pressing  upon  ber  breast,  she  gasped  for  breath, 
and  became  violently  hysterical. 

*^  For  Heaven's  sake !  what  is  the  matter, 
Mary  ?"  demanded  Mrs.  Campbell,  who  bad 
hastened  to  her  assistance  and  prevented  her 
from  falling  to  the  ground.  <*  For  Heaven's 
sake !  tell  me  what  is  the  matter  ?" 

The  girl  coald  reply  only  by  a  wild  stare 
and  convulsive  gaspings ;  until,  at  length,  find- 
ing utterance,  she  exclaimed — *^  Oh,  ma-am ! 
he's  gone! — dead! — aye — quite  dead!"  and 
then  again  fell  into  hysterics. 

Mr.  Campbell,  who  saw  that  there  was  some 
strong  reason  for  Mary's  perturbation^  and 
was  aware  that  his  excellent  wife  was  not  the 
proper  person  to  investigate  it,  beckoned  to  me 
to  lead  her  back  to  her  seat ;  and,  after  having 
succeeded  in  soothing  the  agitation  of  the  do- 
mestic, he  gradually  drew  from  her  the  fact, 
that  the  minstrel  had  fallen  down  in  a  fit  in  the 
act  of  playing,  whilst  she  and  the  other  ser- 
vants were  dancing  to  his  music.  This  rela- 
tion shocked  us  greatly;  but  we  hoped  that, 
in  Mary's  alarm,  she  might  have  imagined  the 
fatal  result.  Campbell  and  myself  accordingly 
hastened  to  the  kitchen,  to  ascertain  the  truth 
of  her  statement.  It  was  too  true.  The  corpse 
of  the  poor  dwarf  was  lying  upon  the  floor ; 
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while  the  footman,  standing  over  it,  was  chafing 
his  temples,  and  one  of  the  farm  servants,  who 
happened  to  be  in  the  kitchen  and  was  one  of 
the  dancers,  was  beating  the  palm  of  his  right 
hand,  for  his  left  still  grasped  the  violin,  in  the 
hope  of  restoring  the  circulation.  It  was  in 
vain  .to  attempt  any  mode  of  recovery.  I 
opened  the  old  man's  jacket,  and  found  that 
the  heart  had  ceased  to  beat,  and  the  tide  of 
life  ebbed,  never  to  return.  I  communicated 
the  fact  to  Campbell,  who  was  feeling  the  pulse 
at  the  wrist,  and  who,  being  also  convinced  that 
he  was  really  dead,  gave  orders  to  convey  the 
body  to  a  bed  room,  and  to  do  every  thing 
which  is  usual  on  such  occasions. 

As  we  were  turning  round  to  retrace  our 
steps  to  the  parlour,  our  eyes  were  arrested  by 
the  appearance  of  poor  Tom,  who  was.  stand- 
ing, in  the  middle  of  the  kitchen,  as  if  para- 
lysed into  a  statue,  expressive  of  idiotic  horror. 
He  stood  near  the  feet  of  the  coq)se,  with  his 
knees  slightly  bent,  his  head  inclined  forward, 
his  mouth  open,  and  his  eyes  distended  and 
fixed  upon  the  body.  One  hand  was  raised, 
and  grasping  his  matted  locks  on  the  back  of 
his  head,  and  the  other  closely  pressed  upon 
his  bosom. 

"  Poor  Tom !"  said  my    friend,  regarding 
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blm  with  a  look  of  sympathy,  '^  yoa  have  lost 
a  firm  friend :  bat  yoa  shall  not  feel  the  loss 
while  I  have  the  power  to  protect  yoa." 

**  It  winna  do,"  said  the  idiot,  keeping  bis 
eyes  riveted  apon  the  corpse.  **  She'll  play 
nae  mair  the  nicht"  Then,  gazing  wildly  in 
my  friend's  &ce,  he  exclaimed,  in  most  piteoas 
accents,  "  Willy's  dead !  Willy's  dead  I  clean 
dead,  laird ! — she'll  play  nae  mair  the  nicbt — 
There's  a  caald  sod  on  an  aald  man's  breast — 
aye !  Willy's  dead— dead— Willy's  dead !" 

There  was  something  inexpressibly  tender  in 
this  apostrophe  of  the  poor  fool.  It  al  most  over- 
came my  worthy  friend,  who  ordered  thateverj- 
care  shoald  be  taken  of  the  kind-hearted  creatare. 

This  melancholy  event  threw  a  gloom  over  oar 
Httle  circle.  Poor  Tom,  who  remained  ander 
my  friend's  roof,  moved  aboat  the  hoase,  per- 
fectly anconscions  of  the  objects  aroand  him,  eja- 
culating, in  a  suppressed  tone,  "  Willy's  dead ! — 
There  is  a  caold  sod  on  an  aald  man's  breast! — 
Willy's  dead!"  At  length  he  absented  himself 
for  some  days,  and  no  intimation  coald  be  ob- 
tained of  his  retreat,  until  accident  enabled  me 
to  ^scover  it 

There  is  an  inexpressible  beauty  in  the  first 
opening  of  the  day,  in  this  mountainous 
country ;   and,  as  it  then  was  dawn  at  five 
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o'clock,  I  usually  rose  and  walked  out  to  enjoy 
the  freshness  of  the  early  morning.  It  was 
in  one  of  these  rambles  that  I  encountered  poor 
Tom.  The  morning  was  lovely,  some  clouds, 
which  hung  upon  the  eastern  horizon,  towards 
which  the  romantic  glen,  where  my  friend's 
house  was  situated,  opened,  assumed  a  deep 
purple  hue,  and  were  fringed  with  a  golden 
light ;  the  diffusion  of  wfiich  over  the  whole  of 
the  orient,  softened  into  the  blue  of  the  zenith, 
produced  the  finest  contrast  of  warm  colouring 
to  the  cold,  leaden  aspect  of  the  west.  The 
retiring  darkness  seemed  but  the  rising  of  a 
curtain,  shewing  the  landscape  breaking,  like 
afresh  creation,  npoti  the  sight,  from  amidst 
the  mist  that  floated  along  the  glen.  First,  the 
summits  of  the  mountains,  on  the  opposite  side 
of  Loch  Tay,  to  the  margin  of  which  the  vale 
declined  with  a  gentle  descent,  were  seen  rising 
like  islands  in  the  ocean :  then,  the  tops  of  the 
nearer  hills  and  rocky  eminences,  tufted  with 
dark  foliage,  appearing  above  the  white  vapour; 
and,  at  length,  as  the  splendid  luminary  shot 
up  his  golden  rays,  the  immediate  harbingers 
of  his  gorgeous  presence,  rocks,  trees,  cottages, 
meadows,  fields,  and  the  glittering  expanse  of 
the  lake,  gradually  appeared,  and  the  whole 
varied  landscape  spread  itself  beneath  the  de- 
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lighted  eye.  The  state  of  the  weather  was 
peculiarly  favorable  for  observing  the  glory  of 
the  rising  son,  which,  now  ascending  from  the 
verge  of  the  horizon,  like  a  globe  of  molten 
gold,  rose  slowly  and  majestically,  kindling 
in  splendoar,  until  the  eye  was  almost  blinded 
by  gazing  upon  its  effulgence.  All  Nature 
seemed  to  sympathize  in  the  grateful  sensa- 
tions that  the  hour  was  calculated  to  inspire : 
the  rock  linnet  and  the  robin  carolled  sweetly 
in  the  surrounding  copses  of  dwarf  birch  and 
juniper  ;  the  cottage  cock  answered  the  voice 
of  his  distant  fellow  ;  the  lowing  of  the  cattle, 
scarcely  visible  among  the  flowery  furze  ;  the 
bleating  of  the  sheep  upon  the  hills;  the  soft 
rushing  of  the  mountain  torrents ;  the  gurgling 
of  the  little  runnels  ;  the  tiny  horn  of  the  wild 
bee ;  and  the  almost  audible  springing  of  the 
herbage,  pendent  with  dewy  pearls  ; — all  pro- 
claimed the  blessings  of  returning  day. 

Whilst  I  stood  contemplating  the  scene,  and 
moralizing  to  myself  on  the  ephemeral  life  of 
man,  for  whose  enjoyment  chiefly  our  vanity 
leads  us  to  believe  all  nature  was  created,  my 
attention  was  attracted  by  the  sound  of  a  hu- 
man voice  at  no  great  distance;  and,  casting 
my  eyes  towards  the  quarter  whence  it  pro- 
ceeded, I  observed,  in  the  village  church^yard, 
VOL.  I.  I 
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Poor  Tom  seated  upon  the  grave  which  con- 
tained the  remains  of  his  late  patron,  chanting 
a  simple  melody  in  a  clear  and  melodious  voice. 
I  approached  the  spot.  The  poor  idiot  was 
habited  it\  the  black  jacket  and  tartan  kilt 
that  my  friend  Campbell  had  bestowed  upon 
him  ;  but,  as  usual,  he  was  bare-headed  and 
bare-legged. 

He  did  not  raise  his  head  as  I  advanced ; 
nor,  indeed,  seemed  he  at  all  conscious  of  my 
presence,  but  continued  his  song  in  a  slow, 
plaintive  measure,  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
ground.  He  was  occasionally  silent  for  a  few 
minutes ;  then  went  on  with  his  crone — "  now 
awa  hame — hame — Willy's  gane  hame — Willy's 
dead — puir  Willy's  dead ;"  and,  after  a  short 
pause,  again  chanted  the  same  words.  The 
pathetic  manner  in  which  these  expressions 
of  the  kind-hearted  creature's  crazed  imagin- 
ation were  uttered,  completely  overpowered 
my  feelings.  I  endeavoured,  in  vain,  to  ab- 
stract the  attention  of  the  poor  fellow  from 
the  subject  on  which  the  little  mind  that  he 
possessed  was  so  deeply  riveted.  He  gazed 
wistfully  in  my  face,  and  uttered — "  Willy's 
dead!  —  puir  Willy's  dead!"  At  length  he 
rose  from  the  grave,  walked  away  for  a  short 
distance,  and  returned  again ; — looked  on  the 
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sod  for  a  minute,  and  then  finally  departed. 
My  eye  followed  the  melancholy  being  as  he 
slowly  wound  down  the  beautiful  glen,  occa- 
sionally hid  by  a  craggy  mound,  tufted  with 
dark  fir,  intermixed  with  the  silvery  birch,  and 
again  brought  into  view  upon  an  acclivity, 
whence  the  notes  of  bis  requiem,  which  he  con- 
tinued to  chant,  were  floated  to  ray  ear  ;  until, 
turning  into  a  defile  that  led  out  of  the  glen, 
I  lost  sight  of  him  entirely,  and  the  strain 
died  upon  the  breeze. 

I  afterwards  learned  from  my  worthy  friend 
that  there  was  much  difficulty  in  tearing  the 
poor  idiot  from  the  grave,  to  which  he  daily 
resorted.  He  was  taken  to  Mr.  Campbell's 
bouse ;  but  he  did  not  long  survive  to  require 
the  kindness  of  his  generous  and  warm-hearted 
protector. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

"  What  we  shall  do  is  doubtful ;  but  what  we  have  done  is 
certain,  and  out  of  the  power  of  fortune."— Seneca. 


The  gratification  derived  from  the  recital  of 
any  story  depends  only  in  part  upon  the  matter 
of  the  relation  :  the  best  incidents  lose  much  of 
their  eflFect  if  narrated  in  a,  humdrum  manner. 
Like  the  touch  of  the  master  on  the  already 
sculptured  statue,  the  voice,  the  gesture,  the 
expression  of  tlie  story-teller,  bring  forward 
points  into  bold  relief  that  would  otherwise 
be  lost  to  observation,  and  stamp  a  finish  and  a 
value  on  the  whole,  which  the  utmost  skill  of 
the  workman  cannot  bestow.  Such  was  the 
eflFect  of  Mr.  Mordaunt's  narration  :  he  received 
the  compliments,  with  one  exception,  of  the 
whole  party ;  but  that  one,  of  all  others,  was 
the  individual  whose  approval  was  most  coveted 
by  him,  and  the  dearest  to  his  heart, — namely, 
Caroline  Ashton. 

"  I  had  no  idea,"  said  the  Painter,  "  that 
Mr.  Mordaunt  had  so  powerful  a  feeling  of  the 
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picturesque :  his  description  of  the  glen  was  so 
graphic,  that  I  could  have  made  a  composition 
from  it.  Have  you  cultivated  drawing,  Mr. 
Mordaunt?" 

«  Never—" 

",  Except,"  added  the  Advocate,  taking  up 
the  word,  "  to  note  down  his  sentiments  of  the 
scene  before  him,  which  he  does  in  words,  as 
you  do  in  lines  and  colours.  There  is,  however, 
little  diflFerence  between  you:  both  address 
the  intellect  —  only  Mr.  Mordaunt  employs 
words,  and  you  form  images.  Mr.  Mordaunt's 
is  the  language  of  refinement,  the  production 
of  an  advanced  stage  of  civilization ;  yours, 
my  friend,  is  the  perfection  of  that  hierogly- 
phical  mode  of  communicating  and  perpetuating 
impressions  and  events  which  Nature  teaches 
man  in  the  infancy  of  society." 

Miss  Standard,  who  feared  that  these  re- 
marks would  lead  to  a  warm  argument,  an- 
ticipated the  remark  which  hung  upon  the  lips 
of  the  Artist,  by  saying  that  she  felt  greatly 
interested  in  the  fate  of  poor  Tom.  "  But  I 
always  understood,"  she  continued,  directing 
her  remark  to  me,  "  that  idiots  possess  little 
sensibility." 

Those  into  whose  hands  this  journal  may 
fall,  will,  I  fear,  believe  that  all  professional 
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men  are  more  or  less  infected  with  the  desire 
of  delivering  a  lecture,  in  replying  to  questions 
such  as  those  Miss  Standard  had  just  put  to 
me.  She,  good  creature,  in  her  eagerness  to 
prevent  an  argument  between  the  Advocate 
and  the  Artist,  had,  singularly  enough,  for- 
gotten, in  this  remark,  how  fairly  she  laid  me 
open,  in  any  reply  I  might  hazard,  to  the  fire 
of  the  heaiviest  artillery  of  the  Cantab:  but 
there  was  no  evading  the  question ;  therefore 
I  replied  that  "  the  idiot,  in  common  with  the 
lower  animals,  displays,  among  the  other  brute 
passions,  attachment  to  those  who  are  kind  to 
him.  Joy,  fear,  and  danger,"  I  also  remarked, 
**  ar6  felt  by  the  idiot,  in  a  limited  degree : 
and,  in  respect  to  his  attachment,  that  is 
strengthened  by  his  unfitness  for  the  ordinary 
avocations  of  life : — indeed,  the  whole  of  the 
small  portion  of  intefllect  which  he  possesses 
is  divided  between  attachmeht  alnd  anger,  the 
cause  of  the  latter  of  which  in  him  is  bodily  pain, 
or  the  dread  of  it."  As  I  had  anticipatedj  the 
Cantab  was  determined  not  to  lose  the  oppor- 
tunity of  advancing  his  favorite  study. 

"  1  am  rejoiced.  Doctor,"  said  he,  "  to  find 
that  you  have  admitted  that  idiots  are  defec- 
tive in  the  ordinary  animal  passions ;  for  the 
developittient  of  brain  in  them,  even  in  the 
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the  dog :  thence,  I  must  conclude,  that,  whether 
you  believe  or  denounce  phrenology  in  words, 
you  are  at  heart  a  phrenologist." 

I  felt  vexed  to  be  forced  to  reply ;  and,  per- 
haps, be  plunged  into  a  long  and  tedious  argu- 
ment upon  a  subject  that  I  knew  the  whole 
party  detested ;  but,  as  I  observed  that  a  re- 
joinder was  expected  by  Miss  Standard,  who 
had  drawn  her  chair  close  to  mine,  I  denied, 
decidedly,  any  faith  in  phrenology.  But  I 
contended  that  many  animals,  as  well  as  man, 
are  capable  of  comparing  perceptions  and 
thoughts ;  as  their  actions  demonstrate.  "  They 
exercise  this  judgment,  however,"  said  I,  "  with 
regard  to  external  objects :  they  are  incapable 
of  forming  any  general  conclusions,  or  abstract 
ideas." 

The  Cantab  was  about  to  answer  me,  when, 
his  keen  eye  falling  upon  the  countenance  of 
the  veteran,  he  perceived  a  storm  gathering 
upon  his  brows,  and  therefore  wisely  remained 
silent.  The  Colonel,  who  was  at  this  moment 
pacing  the  room,  was  constrained  therefore 
to  gulp  down  the  volley  of  imprecations  against 
phrenology  that  was  at  his  tongue's  end.  He 
stopped  short,  and,  turning  to  Mordaunt,  ex- 
claimed— "  By  Gad  I  my  dear  Sir !  your  story  is 
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one  of  powerful  interest,  and  has  amply  repaid 
the  deep  attention  which  it  obtained.  I  trust  it 
is  only  the  van-guard  of  a  strong  body  that  is  to 
follow.  By  Gad !  a  most  delightful  mode  of 
passing  the  evening ! — what  say  you,  Carry, 
my  dear  ?" 

Caroline,  who  had  remained  musing  and 
silent,  concurred  briefly  in  the  remark.  The 
romance  that  Mr.  Mordaunt  had  displayed  in 
his  narrative, — the  tender  gaze  which  she  per- 
ceived he  fixed  upon  her,  occasionally,  as  it 
proceeded,  as  if  to  watch  the  impression  which 
it  made  upon  her  feelings, — convinced  her  of  a 
fact  which  she  had  some  time  suspected — 
namely,  that  she  was  loved  by  one  to  whom, 
in  thought,  she  had  already  given  her  affection. 
Nor,  indeed,  with  the  structure  of  mind  that 
she  possessed,  was  this  surprising.  It  was  one 
that  could  love  only  where  it  acknowledged 
superiority.  She  supposed  Frederick  Mor- 
daunt possessed  of  the  highest  powers  of  in- 
tellect ;  and  what  woman  is  not  prepared  to  es-^ 
timate  inordinately  the  object  of  her  idolatry  ? 

The  gracefulness  of  Mr.  Mordaunt's  delivery, 
his  enthusiastic  love  of  the  beautiful  and  sub- 
lime of  Nature,  the  poetry  of  his  descriptions, 
his  delicate  attachment  to  the  social  virtues, 
which  she  correctly  judged  of  from  his  painting 
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of  the  domestic  circle  of  his  friend,  and  •  the 
elevated  character  of  his  thoughts  in  passing 
from  the  things  of  this  world  to  those  of  the 
unchanging  future,  could  not  be  lost  upon  the 
discriminating  mind  of  Caroline  Ashton.  The 
impression  to  which  she  had  already  opened  her 
heart  became  therefore  from  that  moment  in- 
delible. She  said  nothing ;  but,  when  her  eye 
met  that  of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  the  pleasureable  sen- 
sations that  lighted  it  up ;  the  moisture  that 
slightly  bedewed  it ;  the  colour  of  the  cheek, 
that  came  and  went ;  would  have  rendered  it 
vain  to  cloak  her  sentiments,  had  she  wished  to 
attempt  what  was  so  opposite  to  her  nature. 
The  smile  of  approbation,  therefore,  which 
beamed  upon  her  countenance  seemed  to  as- 
sure her  admirer  of  her  approval,  and  that  there 
was  nothing  in  her  feelings  unfavorable  to  the 
hope  which  he  fondly  cherished.  The  smile 
was  accompanied  with  that  inclination  of  the 
head  and  bend  of  the  neck,  so  inexpressively 
graceful,  which  marks  the  gentlewoman  of  cul- 
tivated manners ;  and,  as  she  left  the  room  with 
her  aunt  and  cousin,  for  the  night  was  ad- 
vanced, Mr.  Mordaunt's  eye  followed  her  with 
can  intensity  of  gaze  which  did  not  escape  the 
penetration  of  the  Advocate,  who  found  no 
difficulty  in  perusing  the  mind  of  his  friend. 
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This  impression  on  Mr.  Mbrdaunt's  heart  was 
deep  and  powerful.  The  love  that  had  been 
awakened  in  it  for  Louisa  Manvers,  although 
it  was  blighted  in  the  bud,  and  embdl  med  in  tears, 
yet  had  up  to  this  momeht  cradled  her  image 
in  his  heart,  and  made  it  the  idol  of  his  idol- 
atry. But  the  original  ductility  of  Mordaunt's 
nature  had  remained  unaffected,  only  because  it 
Imd  mfet  with  nothing  strong  enough  to  mould 
it  to  a  new  impression.  His  introduction  to 
the  family  of  Colonel  Standard,  howevei^,  was 
destined  to  demonstrate  that  the  original  ele- 
ments of  character  remain  the  same,  and  merely 
require  circumstances  sufficient  to  reanimate 
them,  however  long  they  have  been  lulled  into 
inactivity.  Mr.  Mordaunt  perceived,  in  Caroline 
Ashton,  fascinations  and  charms  th^t  even  the 
vivid  reminiscence  of  Louisa  Manvers  could  not 
throw  into  the  shade :  his  heart  gradually 
opened  to  the  impression ;  and,  at  length,  he 
was  himself  startled  at  the  flame  thus  re- 
kindled in  his  bosom. 

I,  as  well  as  the  Advocate,  perceived  the 
thoughts  that  were  passing  in  the  mind  of  Mr. 
Mordaunt.  What  an  odd  thing  love  appears 
to  those  who  are  contemplating  its  influence 
over  others.  It  is  possible,  thought  I,  as  I 
reached  the  threshhold  of  my  room,  where  my 
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excellent  servant  Dagald  had  replenished  the 
fire  with  fresh  peats,  and  placed  a  pair  of 
candles,  my  journal,  and  pen  and  ink,  upon  the 
table,— for  he  knew  my  habit  of  recording  the 
occurrences  of  the  day  before  I  retired  to  rest, — 
it  is  possible  that  neither  of  those  young  people 
are  in  love  for  the  first  time.  What  then  ? — 
that  does  not  weaken  the  passion :  on  the  con- 
trary, how  frequently  is  the  second  impression 
deeper  and  more  idelible  than  the  first ;  aye, 
and  even  more  productive  of  happiness. 

Why  is  it,  thought  I,  when  the  heart  is 
young,  untainted,  unexperienced  in  the  du- 
plicity of  the  world,  and  unacquainted  with 
suspicion, — ^when  the  clouds  of  care  have  not 
yet  flung  their  shadows  across  our  morning 
path,  and  the  dew  is  upon  the  rose, — when  the 
imagination  is  attuned  to  the  enjoyment  of  the 
present,  and  paints  the  future  with  still  more 
brilliant  colours, — why  is  it  that,  at  this  period  of 
life,  the  first  engagement  of  the  affections  is 
frequently  more  likely  to  prove  less  permanent, 
and  to  lead  to  less  happier  unions,  than  those 
occurring  at  a  later  period  ;  or  those  that  are 
the  result  of  new  and  second  impressions  ? 
Now,  of  all  mortal  men,  whose  ideas  are  ever 
vacillating,  by  the  buffetings  of  contending 
feelings  in  the  ordinary  intercourse  of  the  world 
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— aye,  and  of  all  immortal  men,  dreaming  of  a 
glorious  future,  by  manuring  only  one  stock  of 
ideas, — none  was  less  likely  to  answer  this 
question  than  myself;  nevertheless,  I  set  zea- 
lously to  the  task.  My  position,  indeed,  was 
admirably  adapted  for  meditation :  my  spec- 
tacles were  across  my  nose ;  my  back  was 
to  the  fire,  to  permit  the  full  enjoyment  of 
the  radiated  caloric  that  flowed  from  the  glowing 
peats;  and,  in  this  grateful  position,  I  turned 
the  proposition  in  every  direction  in  my  mind. 
That  the  fact  was  undoubted,  could  not  be  de- 
nied :  that  it  ran  counter  to  the  ordinary  work- 
ing of  cause  and  effect,  was  as  undoubted  :  yet, 
experience  had  proved  that  it  is  too  generally 
the  case :  indeed,  there  was  no  denying  that  first 
impressions  in  early  life,  however  vivid,  pure, 
and  sincere  on  both  sides,  are  not  always  the 
most  indelible. 

Whether  it  was  the  warmth  of  the  fire,  or 
the  intricacy  of  the  subject,  or  both,  I  know  not ; 
but  my  mind  imperceptibly  dropped  the  train 
of  reasoning  which  it  had  commenced,  and  fell 
into  a  condition  of  quiescent  vacancy,  a  sort  of 
Swiss  meditation,  from  which  it  was  only  roused 
by  the  clock  of  the  inn  striking  twelve  : — it  was 
the  announcement  of  a  new  day ;  and  with  it 
all  my  difiiculties  vanished. 
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It  is  evident,  said  I  to  myself, — quite  evident* 
that  first  love  has  more  to  do  with  the  imagina- 
tion than  that  second  modified  attachment  which 
is,  in  a  great  degree,  the  result  of  judgment,  an 
acquaintance  with  the  character  and  disposition 
of  the  parties,  and  a  conviction  that  the  tem- 
pers accord. 

In  early  and  first  attachments,  the  beloved 
object  is  adorned  with  all  that  the  creative 
powers  of  the  imagination  can  summon  to 
its  aid,  to  elevate  the  virtues  and  clothe  with 
grace,  loveliness,  and  beauty,  the  idol  of  ado- 
ration :  all  the  perfections  of  both  parties  are 
brought  forward  by  each,  and  viewed  in  the  most 
dazzling  light ;  all  the  failings  are  thrown  into 
the  deepest  shadow  ; — each  lives  only  to  please, 
— to  gratify  the  other, — "  love  answering  love :" 
the  path  of  life  lies  before  them  strewed  with 
flowers : — high  in  hope,  they  set  forward  in  a 
world  which  they  have  pictured  as  a  paradise ; 
and  they  anticipate  uninterrupted  felicity  as 
their  destined  lot.  Happy,  indeed,  would  wed- 
ded life  be,  were  their  anticipations  founded 
upon  an  accurate  knowledge  of  each  other, 
obtained  before  marriage.  But,  generally,  too 
soon  the  romantic  visions  of  the  lovers  are 
dissipated  by  the  every-day  reality  of  the  mar- 
ried pair ;    and  as  this  awakens  them  from 
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their  dream,  it  too  often  convinces  them  of 
the  rash  and  imprudent  choice  they  have  made : 
thence,  the  depth  of  their  disappointment  is 
equivalent  to  the  height  of  their  anticipated 
happiness.  The  husband  finds  out  that  the 
angel  of  his  fancy  is  selfish,  vain,  wilful, 
and  desires  to  manage  him  in  every  thought 
and  action  ;  in  fact,  that  he  must  be  her  slave, 
to  insure  either  peace,  or  a  trace  of  comfort 
at  home.  The  wife,  if  her  wish  to  rule  be 
resisted,  sees  nothing  but  a  tyrant  in  the  hus- 
band, whom,  in  the  lover,  she  had  pictured  as 
a  god.  She  disdains,  however,  to  submit ;  and 
a  futurity  of  unhappiness  to  both  parties,  if 
their  contentions  do  not  terminate  in  disgust, 
separation,  or  irretrievable  ruin,  is  the  result. 

I  turned  the  picture  to  examine  the  reverse 
position.  I  found  the  hearts  of  both  parties 
equally  tender;  but  their  passions  less  volcanic; 
there  was  no  idolizing — no  false  halo  dazzling 
the  sight  on  either  side :  love  had  not  darted  into 
the  bosom  like  an  electrical  coruscation,  alight- 
ing among  combustible  matter ;  it  had  crept  in 
imperceptibly,  and  nestled  itself  quietly  in  the 
heart,  before  either  party  was  aware  of  its 
presence.  Pray  do  not  misunderstand  me, 
gentle  reader.  It  is  not  my  opinion  that,  in 
love,  a  man  should  be  lighted,  like  a  candle,  at 
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the  top,  and  burn  slowly  downwards : — no;  the 
heart  and  the  feelings  should  be  first  engaged  ; 
but  by  influencing  the  judgment  also,  the  pas- 
sion becomes  a  serious  one ;  both  parties  feel 
how  much  depends  on  their  accurate  knowledge 
of  the  disposition  of  each  other  for  the  main- 
tenance of  tbeir  attachment ;  and,  having  ac- 
quired this,  it  is  secure.  It  was  unnecessary 
to  press  the  argument  further ;  my  mind  was 
satisfied:  besides,  my  own  experience  being 
against  the  stability  of  very  early  attachments — 
for  the  settled  melancholy  that  had  withered 
all  the  budding  enjoyments  of  my  life  was  the 
consequence  of  one  begun  almost  in  childhood — 
that  settled  the  question. 

The  chords  of  sorrow,  when  touched  ever  so 
lightly,  vibrate  more  powerfully  than  those  of 
joy ;  thence  the  reminiscences  that  my  reflec- 
tions had  awakened  did  not  contribute  to  lessen 
the  usual  weight  upon  my  spirits ;  and  I  fell 
into  a  reverie  that  was  interrupted  I  know  not 
how  :  but  the  stillness  of  the  hour,  broken  only 
by  the  muffled  rumbling  of  the  waterfall  behind 
the  inn,  told  me  that  the  night  was  far  advanced. 
My  diary  lay  untouched ;  my  candles  difTused 
scarcely  a  ray  of  light,  for  want  of  snuffing ; 
and  my  exhausted  fire  was  dying  on  the  hearth. 
1  had,  however,  a  duty  to  perform  before  going 
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to  rest;  and,  therefore,  raking  together  the 
embers,  snuflBng  the  candles,  and  opening  my 
diary,  I  finished  these  details  of  the  transac- 
tions of  the  day.     What  a  pity,  thought  I,  as 
I  closed  the  book,  that  I  cannot  add  to  the 
record  some  account  of  Miss  Caroline  Ashton. 
There  is  something  in  the  appearance  of  that 
interesting  girl,  and  especially  in   her  smile, 
that  reminds   me  of  an  individual  connected 
with  a  very  interesting  event  of  my  life : — I 
wish  I  knew  something  of  her  history ! 


Now,  gentle  reader,  thou  art  already  deeply 
indebted  to  me,  as  an  Editor,  for  that  judicious 
alteration  of  the  arrangement  of  my  deceased 
friend's  notes  which  has  made  you  acquainted 
with  Mr.  Mordaunt ;  and,  as  it  is  my  ambition 
to  increase  your  debt  of  gratification  by  a  similar 
transposition  of  the  information  which  the 
journal  contained  respecting  Miss  Ashton,  I 
must  request  your  attention  to  the  following 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


"  For  some  the  world  must  have^  on  whom  to  lay 
The  heavy  burden  of  reproach  and  blame." 

Danibl. 


"  Sit  down,  my  good  friend,  and  you  shall 
know  all,"  said  the  Veteran,  as  he  applied  to 
bis  nostrils  a  pinch  of  macaba  that  he  had  held 
for  ten  minutes  betwixt  his  thumb  and  fore 
finger,  whilst  he  listened  to  my  reasons  for 
wishing  to  be  informed  who  Miss  Ashton  was : 
then,  putting  his  snuff-box  into  his  waistcoat 
pocket,  he  seated  himself;  and,  as  usual,  having 
spread  his  handkerchief  on  one  knee  before  he 
crossed  it  with  the  other  leg,  he  thus  began 
his  narrative : — 

"  Major  Ashton,  my  father-in-law,  although 
an  officer  in  the  American  army,  yet,  was  a 
native  of  Devonshire ;  and  retained  so  much  of 
English  blood  in  his  veins,  that  I  believe,  by 
Gad !  he  willingly  would  have  thrown  up  his 
commission,  and  returned,  like  the  prodigal 
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son,  to  his  paternal  soil,  had  it  not  pleased 
Heaven  to  bereave  him  of  his  wife,  who  left 
him  a  widower,  with  two  young  daughters. 
They  must  have  suflFered  greatly,  had  he  sa- 
crificed his  property  to  his  loyalty.  You  know, 
Doctor,  how  hardly  the  British  Government 
dealt  with  the  American  loyalists.  Major 
Ashton,  therefore,  wisely  determined  to  remain 
where  he  was ;  but,  anxious  to  obtain  for  his 
girls  those  advantages  of  instruction  that  the 
United  States  did  not  afford,  he  brought  them 
to  England ;  and,  having  placed  them  in  a 
boarding  school  at  Kensington,  he  returned  to 
Georgia.  He  had  allotted  two  years  for  the 
completion  of  their  education. 

"  The  girls  were  pretty,  and  amiable.  You 
have  seen  the  traces  of  both  these  gifts  of  Pro- 
vidence in  my  wife ;  although  she  is  sadly 
altered.  Doctor,  since  you  first  knew  her :  but, 
by  Gad!  time  spares  none  of  us  any  more 
than  her." 

"  'Tis  too  true,"  said  I,  responding  to  my 
friend's  remark,  as  my  eye  fell  upon  my  ema- 
ciated limb,  which  I  had  stretched  out  to  rest 
upon  a  chair  beside  me  ;  '<  'tis  too  true  : — but, 
after  all,  we  have  nothing  less  than  we  deserve  ; 
why  should  we  complain  ?" 

"  You  are  a  philosopher,"  replied  the  Ve- 
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teran,  drawing  his  right  leg  up  upon  his  left 
knee,  which  it  crossed,  so  that  he  could  lay 
hold  of  the  ankle  with  his  left  hand,  whilst  bis 
right  hand  rested  upon  the  right  knee.  "  As  for 
me,  I  wish  it  were  otherwise !  I  cannot  look 
in  my  poor  wife's  countenance,  and  recollect 
its  former  bloom,  without  being  shocked  with 
the  ravages  that  grief  has  made  upon  it.  Men- 
tal sickness  is  a  worse  sickness,  my  good  friend, 
than  any  ailment  of  the  body :  it  withers  us  in 
our  prime :  some  few  may  bend  before  the  blast 
and  rise  again  ;  but  how  many  break  down ! 
It  preys  both  upon  body  and  soul :  our  affec- 
tions, our  best  feelings,  are  changed— our  tem- 
per is  soured.  You  are  a  philosopher.  Doctor — 
tell  me,  how  is  it  that  the  immortal,  undying 
portion  of  our  being  should  thus  suffer  like  the 
perishable  stuff  of  our  bodies  ?" 

"  It  is  a  question,"  said  I,  "  that  cannot  be 
discussed  at  present.  I  shall  only  reply  to  you, 
therefore,  in  the  words  of  my  father  in  Tristram 
Shandy : — *  the  soul  and  the  body  are  like  a 
coat  and  its  lining ;  rumple  the  one,  and  you 
rumple  the  other.' " 

"  Humph  !"  said  the  Colonel,  smiling  ;  "  'tis 
a  good  simile." — And  he  went  on  with  his 
narrative. 

"  The  two  girls,  as  I  was  l-emarking,  were 
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pretty  and  amiable;  but  report  says — for  I 
never  saw  her — that  Caroline,  the  elder  of  the 
two,  was  the  most  beautiful.  From  all  that  I 
have  heard,  she  was  one  of  those  beauties  who 
fascinate  every  man  they  come  near,  and  al- 
ways have  a  host  of  adorers  around  them  ;  but 
who,  by  Gad  !  seldom  make  good  wives.  They 
are  spoiled,  Doctor !  utterly  spoiled,  by  flattery 
and  their  looking  glasses, — they  live  upon  ad- 
miration. No  women  are  so  apt  to  go  wrong. 
Too  often  a  woman  of  this  kind  is  either  taken 
in,  if  she  have  money,  by  some  adventurer 
endowed  with  a  soft  persuasive  tongue,  and 
who  can  utter  falsehoods  with  the  most  un- 
blushing countenance  ;  or,  if  her  beauty  is  her 
dowry,  she  becomes  the  victim  of  one  of  those 
worthless  scamps  who  regard  the  sex  only  as 
objects  for  the  gratification  of  the  worst  feelings 
of  our  nature.  You  know  the  description  of 
fellows  that  I  mean.  Doctor  ?"  said  the  Vete- 
ran, emphatically,-T-rising  at  the  same  time 
from  his  seat,  and,  with  his  handkerchief  in  his 
hand,  taking  three  rapid  strides  across  the  room. 

"  They  are  a  cowardly  set  of  cold-hearted 
scoundrels  ! — they  are  a  blot  upon  humanity  !" 
said  I. 

"  They  are  a  set  of  poltroons,  in  every  sense 
of  the  word :  and  yet,  by  Gad !  they  are  per- 
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mitted  to  mingle  in  society," — rejoined  the  old 
man,  crossing  his  arms  upon  his  breast,  and 
standing  in  a  musing  posture  as  he  uttered  the 
sentence. 

"  They  should  be  sent  to  Coventry." 
"  It  is  too  mild  a  punishment,"   said  the 
\reteran ;  "  in  the  infinite  mercy  of  Heaven, 

they  should  be  sent  to "     The  word  was 

not  spoken  ;  but,  as  the  old  gentleman  gulped 
it  down, — "  I  wish,"  continued  he,  resting  his 
left  hand  upon  the  back  of  the  chair  which  he 
had  quitted,  and  demonstrating  with  the  fore 
finger  of  his  right, — "  I  wish  it  were  my  lot  to 
pronounce  the  sentence  of  condemnation  upon 
the  whole  race!  By  Gad!  the  punishment 
should  teach  them  what  it  is  to  prey  upon  the 
happiness  of  woman :  for,  my  good  fellow,  you 
know,  as  well  as  I  do,  that  to  attack  the  help- 
less, the  weak,  and  the  unprotected,  is  the 
worst  of  all  crimes  in  the  eyes  of  a  soldier :  and 
what  else  is  it  when  the  aflFections  of  woman 
are  entangled  in  the  net  of  the  seducer ; — when, 
unsuspecting,  she  hangs  upon  the  faith  of  his 
promise; — and,  after  falling,  she  is  spurned 
from  him,  like  a  vile,  corrupted  thing — an 
object  fit  only  for  the  finger  of  scorn  to  point  at  ?" 
"  It  is,  indeed,  a  melancholy  truth,"  re- 
sponded I ;  "  but  proceed  with  your  story." 
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"  The  girls,"  said  the  old  Colonel,  "  were 
sent,  during  the  holidays,  to  the  house  of  their 
Aunt,  Lady  Fancourt,  who  resided  in  Portland 
Place ;  and  when  they  left  school  altogether, 
as  unforeseen  circumstances  prevented  Major 
Ashton  from  returning  to  England  at  the  end 
of  two  years,  they  were  received  under  her  roof, 
to  await  their  father's  arrival.  But  Lady  Fan- 
court  was  not  the  person  I  should  have  selected 
for  the  charge  of  young  women  entering  into  life. 
She  had  been  a  beauty  herself;  and,  although  ar- 
rived at  a  certain  age,  yet,  the  love  of  distinction 
still  clung  to  her.  Deeply  involved  in  the  vortex 
of  pleasure,  she  was  too  much  occupied  with 
dress  and  company,  to  afford  that  attention  to 
her  nieces  which  their  age  demanded.  Her 
bouse  was  the  resort  of  most  of  the  young  men 
of  fashion,  and  of  any  pretensions,  in  the  circle 
that  she  moved  in,  which  was  one  of  the  gayest 
and  most  fashionable:  and,  consequently,  the 
society  into  which  the  Miss  Ashtons  were  in- 
troduced was  fraught  with  allurements  the  most 
dangerous  for  minds  not  yet  capable  of  appre- 
ciating the  superior  value  of  sterling  character, 
above  the  tinsel  glare  of  the  superficial  accom- 
plishments that  belong  to  the  mere  man  of  the 
world. 

Among  the  visitors  who  crowded  the  draw- 
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ing  room  of  Lady  Fancourt,  was  an  oflBcer  of 
the  Horse  Guards,  a  young  man  whose  society 
was  much  courted,  although  he  had  neither 
family  nor  fortune  to  recommend  him, — a  rare 
occurrence,  by  Gad !  Doctor.  Nobody  knew 
who  he  was,  and  nobody  cared  to  enquire.  His 
military  acquirements,  I  understand,  were  con- 
siderable :  he  studied  his  profession  as  a  branch 
of  science,  and  he  had  already  attained  the 
character  of  a  good  and  accomplished  soldier ; 
although  only  a  cornet,  yet  he  had  been  ap- 
pointed to  the  adjutancy  of  the  regiment ;  and 
had  received  the  thanks  of  his  superior  officers 
for  the  degree  of  excellent  discipline  to  which 
he  had  brought  it.  His  personal  acquirements 
were  those  suited  to  high  life ;  yet  his  manners 
did  not  display  that  natural  ease  and  stamp  of 
gentility  which  characterize  the  gentleman  by 
birth.  He  drew  like  an  artist;  sung  with  taste 
and  scientific  skill ;  danced  gracefully ;  spoke 
French,  German,  and  Italian ;  and  was  inti- 
mately acquainted  with  the  polite  literature  of 
the  day.  The  growing  attachment  between 
this  young  officer  and  Miss  Ashton  was  obvious 
to  every  one  except  Lady  Fancourt : — foolish 
woman  ! — she  saw  and  thought  of  nothing  but 
herself.  This  officer  was  every  day  in  Portland 
Place ;  every  evening  in  Lady  Fancourt's  box 
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at  the  Opera :  the  best  specimens  of  his  pencil 
were  laid  at  the  feet  of  Miss  Ashton  ;  when  she 
played,  he  accompanied  her  with  his  voice  ;  he 
was  invariably  her  partner  in  the  first  quadrille 
or  waltz  in  every  party ;  in  short,  he  was  like 
her  shadow,  by  Gad ! — ever  at  her  side ;  and 
when  their  eyes  met,  the  consciousness  she 
displayed,  proved,  unequivocally,  the  depth  of 
the  sentiment  which  he  had  impressed  on  her 
heart.  Well-:-to  make  a  long  tale  short,  this 
intimacy  proceeded  until  one  evening,  at  a  ball 
given  by  Lady  Fancourt,at  which  Cornet  Atkin- 
son waltzed  with  Miss  Ashton,  the  young  lady 
disappeared." 

"  Did  you  say  Atkinson  ?"  said  I,  interrupt- 
ing the  narrative ;  for  the  name  struck  upon 
my  ear  like  a  spell ;  and  a  whole  train  of 
transactions,  which  had  hitherto  been  involved 
in  mystery,  at  once  appeared  in  a  clear  and 
intelligible  point  of  light.  "  Was  Atkinson  the 
name  of  the  officer  ?*'  I  repeated. 

"  It  was,"  replied  the  Veteran,  looking  me 
full  in  the  face,  struck  with  the  emphatic  man- 
ner in  which  the  question  was  put ;  "  and  if  he 
Is  now  alive,  he  is  a  Lieutenant-Colonel." 

"  Proceed,"  said  I ;  "  you  shall  know  the 
cause  of  my  enquiry  in  due  time ;  at  present,  I 
am  most  anxious  to  hear  the  termination  of 
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your  narrative.  The  Colonel  looked  astonish- 
ment;— but,  after  another  pinch  of  maccaba, 
he  continued  thus: — 

"  The  nature  of  the  party,  and  the  circum- 
stances connected  with  it,  enabled  the  fugi- 
tives to  gain  time  before  their  flight  was  sus- 
pected ;  and  the  greater  number  of  the  visitors 
had  departed  ere  the  absence  of  Miss  Ashton 
occasioned  any  surprize.  When  the  fact  at 
length  was  known,  you  may  readily  conceive 
the  hubbub  that  it  caused ;  and,  when  it  also  was 
reported  that  she  had  gone  oflF  with  Cornet 
Atkinson,  Lady  Fancourt  at  once  became  sen- 
sible that  she  had  shut  her  eyes  to  transactions, 
which  were  evident  not  only  to  every  inmate, 
but  to  every  visitor,  in  the  family.  Her  respon- 
sibility to  her  brother,  and  her  consciousness 
how  unworthily  she  had  performed  the  trust 
reposed  in  her,  added  -to  the  poignancy  of  her 
feelings ;  and,  after  consulting  some  friends, 
she  determined  to  pursue  the  fugitives,  and, 
if  possible,  prevent  that  step  which  she  justly 
believed  would  only  tend  to  insure  the  wretched- 
ness of  her  niece. 

«  The  great  diflSculty  that  attended  the  ful- 
filment of  this  determination,  was  the  selection 
of  a  gentleman  to  accompany  her  in  the  pursuit. 
She  was  a  widow ;  but  the  rich,  warm  blood  of 
VOL.  I.  K 
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youth  still  circled  in  her  veins ;  and,  amidst  a 
host  of  admirers,  had  she  consulted  only  the 
emotions  that  harboured  in  her  bosom,  she 
might  have  readily  selected  a  companion :  but 
she  felt  that  the  gaze  of  the  world  was  upon 
her,  and  she  reluctantly  yielded  to  the  re- 
straint which  it  imposed  on  the  dictates  of  her 
inclination  in  this  matter.  Her  marriage  with 
Sir  John  Fancourt  had  been,  on  her  part, 
one  of  interest.  Beautiful,  proud,  and  a 
reigning  belle,  she  had  trampled  under  feet 
offers  that  would  have  secured  her  happi- 
ness ;  and  sacrificed  her  afifections  on  the  altar 
of  ambition,  merely  to  gain  a  title.  The  di- 
sparity of  age  of  the  parties  was  too  great, 
for  Sir  John  was  thirty  years  older  than  his 
wife ;  whilst  the  diversity  of  the  tastes  and  feel- 
ings and- the  superiority  of  Lady  Fancourt's 
intellectual  acquirements,  produced  disunion, 
then  indiflFerence,  and  ultimately  disquiet  and 
hatred  between  this  ill-sorted  couple,  which 
terminated  only  with  the  life  of  the  Baronet. 
By  Gad!  Doctor,  it  was  not  surprising  that 
the  young  widow's  heart  was  open  to  new  im- 
pressions ;  but  I  shall  wander  from  my  story 
if  I  begin  to  detail  her  adventures :  she  mar- 
ried again,  and  found  in  a  second  union  a  sum 
of  felicity  by  no  means  equal  to  counterbalance 
her  misery  in  the  first. 
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"  Among  the  daily  attendants  in  her  Lady- 
ship's drawing-room,  was  one  who  had  hung 
upon  the  chair  of  every  rich  widow  in  the 
fashionable  world  for  half  a  century ;  and, 
without  having  lost  a  particle  of  the  follies  of 
youth,  was  generally  looked  upon  as  so  truly 
harmless  a  creature,  as  to  be  utterly  without 
the  pale  of  scandal.  He  was  constantly  at  the 
elbow  of  Lady  Fancourt,  escorted  her  to  all 
public  places,  was  even  permitted  to  put  her 
boa  round  his  neck  in  returning  from  the  opera 
in  damp  nights ;  yet  none  ever  dreamt  that 
she  regarded  him  in  any  other  light  than  as 
an  appendage  to  her  comfort,  as  a  footstool 
or  a  fan.  To  this  antiquated  bachelor,  Sir 
Charles  Stiflfney,  Lady  Fancourt  dispatched  a 
note,  recjuesting  he  would  hasten  to  her  imme- 
diately, as  she  wished  his  advice  and  assistance 
on  a  matter  of  the  utmost  importance. 

"  It  was  in .  the  second  hour  of  the  morn- 
ing when  the  messenger  reached  the  apartments 
of  Sir  Charles  in  the  Albany.  The  worthy 
Baronet  had  left  her  ladyship's  only  half  an 
hour  before  receiving  her  commands,  and  had 
just  wiped  and  placed  his  glass-eye  in  water  ; 
for  the  natural  organ  which  it  supplied  had 
been  poked  out  by  the  thrust  of  an  umbrella, 

in  a  broil  at  an  election  ;  but  so  cunningly  had 
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Nature  been   imitated,  that  few,  even  of  his 
intimate  associates,  knew  or  suspected  it." 

"  Have  you  ever,  Doctor,"  said  the  Veteran, 
"  seen  a  real  London  dandy's  dressing  room?" 

"  Never  ;"  I  replied. 

"  Then,"  continued  he,  "  you  shall  have  a 
description  of  one  as  I  received  it — by  Gad !  I 
never  saw  any  thing  lilie  it. 

"  The  table  at  which  the  old  beau  was  seated 
was  of  rose-wood,  inlaid  with  lacquered  brass- 
worli  in  the  most  classical  taste.  The  looli- 
ing  glass,  which  stood  upon  it,  was  in  a  massive, 
antiquated,  carved  frame,  partly  silvered,  partly 
gilt,  and  apparently  an  old  family  relic,  as 
the  glass  was  panelled  Dutch-plate :  on  each 
side  of  it  lay  a  small  oval,  handled  glass,  in- 
tended to  aid  the  examination  of  every  part  of 
the  head  ;  and,  before  it,  a  handsome  crimson 
velvet  pincushion,  in  which  were  two  brilliant 
pins,  attached  by  a  small  gold  chain,  four  rings, 
and  a  splendid  topaz  brooch,  which  the  Baronet 
had  worn  that  evening  at  Lady  Fancourt's. 
The  dressing-box,  of  chased  silver,  was  open, 
and  displayed  the  soap-glass  and  other  ap- 
pendages, with  gilt,  chased  covers,  embedded 
in  the  richest  purple  velvet.  The  table  was, 
besides,  spread   with  a  profusion  of  scent  bot- 
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ties,  tooth  brushes,  pots  of  cosmetics,  bottles 
of  washes,  and  pill  boxes.  Behind  the  glass, 
raised  upon  stands,  were  two  handsome  wigs, 
of  deep  auburn,  of  Robinson's  most  natural 
make ;  one  of  which  had,  only  a  few  minutes 
before,  left  the  cranium  of  its  possessor,  and 
yielded  place  to  a  deep-green  velvet  cap, 
trimmed  with  gold  lace.  The  washing  stand 
was  a  pure  white  marble  slab,  supported  upon 
a  richly-carved  frame  of  the  same  wood  as  the 
dressing-table ;  whilst  the  basins,  soap-boxes, 
and  covered  jars  of  various  kinds,  were  of  the 
most  valuable  china ;  and  the  water-bottles  and 
tumblers  of  the  richest  cut-glass.  ( )n  the  op^ 
posite  side  of  the  room  stood  a  large  swing 
looking-glass,  adapted  to  exhibit  the  entire 
person ;  and,  close  to  it,  a  boot  and  shoe  stand, 
on  which  hung  as  many  of  these  articles  as 
might  have  sufficed  for  setting  up  a  ready-made 
shoe  shop.  The  slippers  that  now  incased  the 
feet  of  the  Baronet  were  dark-red  satin,  em- 
broidered, and  trimmed  with  fur,  to  correspond 
with  the  dressing-gown,  which  was  of  Indian 
shawl,  lined  with  white  satin,  and  furnished 
with  a  deep  fur  collar. 

"  The  old  beau,  as  I  said,  had  just  laid  his 
glass-eye  into  clean  water  ;  and  was  in  the 
act  of  examining,  in  the  looking  glass,  a  new 
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set  of  French  teeth,  which  he  had  that  even- 
ing worn  for  the  first  time ;  whilst  Louis,  his 
valet, — I  believe.  Doctor,  I  should  call  him 
gentleman,  should  I  not? — In  my  time,  by 
Gad !  the  term  valet  was  thought  good  enough 
for  these  fellows:  but  times  are  altered,  and 
they  are  now  called  gentlemen. — Well ;  Mr. 
Louis,  who  was  the  faithful  chronicler  of  all  the 
scandal  of  the  neighbourhood,  whilst  foldingup 
his  master's  clothes,  was  also  busy  in  amusing 
him  with  some  scandalous  gossip.  On  open- 
ing the  door  to  the  tap  of  the  groom,  Louis 
received  the  epistle  of  Lady  Fancourt,  which 
he  handed  to  his  master.  The  poor  old  beau 
thought  it  unfortunate — most  unfortunate,  in- 
deed—that the  note  had  not  arrived  sooner, 
as  he  might  have  been  spared  the  trouble  of 
being  again  made  up :  but  he  consoled  himself 
with  the  idea  of  his  own  importance,  and  the 
conviction  that  it  arose  from  his  having  the 
reputation  of  sound  judgment.  A  note  was, 
therefore,  quickly  despatched,  in  reply  to  Lady 
Fancourt's ;  and,  with  the  aid  of  Louis,  the 
eye  being  replaced,  and  everything  made  right 
to  the  satisfaction  of  the  Baronet  on  viewing 
himself  in  the  swing-glass ;  and  his  shoulders 
being  covered  with  a  Spanish  cloak,  he  was 
assisted  by  Louis  into  a  hackney  coach  ;  and. 
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in  a  few  minutes  afterwards,  was  safely  landed 
in  Portland  Place. 

"  The  conference  with  Lady  Fancourt  ter- 
minated in  the  ready  acquiescence  of  the  Ba- 
ronet to  accompany  her  to  Gretna ;  and  every 
preliminary  being  as  speedily  as  possible  ar- 
ranged, the  dawn  of  the  morning  discovered  a 
travelling  chariot  and  four,  with  Monsieur  Louis 
and  Lady  Fancourt's  maid  in  the  dicky,  well 
enveloped  in  cloaks,  changing  horses  at  St. 
Albans. 

"  By  Gad,  Doctor !  it  was  all  in  vain.  The 
carriage  containing  the  Cornet  and  Miss  Ashton 
was  returning  down  the  avenue  from  Gretna 
Hall,  before  that  in  pursuit  had  reached  Kirkby 
Lonsdale.  The  knot,  however,  had  not  been 
tied:  for  the  young  lady,  although  she  bad 
taken  so  imprudent  a  step  as  to  elope  with 
the  Cornet,  yet,  strange  as  it  may  appear,  was 
determined  not  to  be  married  by  the  sot  whose 
office  it  was  to  perform  the  ceremonial ; — a  re- 
solution she  conceived  the  first  moment  she 
cast  her  eyes  upon  him  at  Gretna  Hall.  The 
journey  had  afforded  her  time  for  reflection ; 
she  was  conscious  of,  and  secretly  repented, 
the  indiscretion  of  the  step  which  she  had 
taken  ;  and  these  feelings  determined  her,  not- 
withstanding the  genuine  affection  which  she 
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felt  for  Mr.  Atkinson,  to  resist  what  she  re- 
garded a  mere  mockery  of  marriage. 

The  disappointment  of  the  young  man,  who 
had  anticipated  no  obstacle  of  this  kind,  almost 
drove  him  to  distraction  ;  and,  upon  his  knees, 
he  supplicated  the  completion  of  the  engage- 
ment they  had  mutually  sworn  to  fulfil : — he 
pointed  out  to  her,  in  the  strongest  colours, 
the  taint  that  would  rest  upon  her  character, 
and  what  she  would  suflFer  in  being  pointed  at 
by  the  finger  of  scorn,  and  the  sneers  of  the 
world,  were  they  to  return  to  the  metropolis 
unmarried :  and,  ultimately,  he  appealed  to  a 
quarter  in  which  he  knew  she  was  most  sus- 
ceptible— her  aflfection. 

The  poor  girl  was  completely  overcome ;  she 
paced  the  room  with  feelings  of  the  most  intense 
anxiety,  then  stopped,  and  gazed  for  a  few  mo- 
ments upon  the  countenance  of  her  lover,  who 
had  flung  himself  upon  the  sofa  in  an  agony  of 
despair.  She  seated  herself  beside  him,  placed 
her  hand  in  his,  and,  whilst  she  looked  in  his 
face,  the  tear-drops  gathering  in  her  eye,  she 
replied — 

"  *  Mr.  Atkinson,  can  you  doubt  my  affec- 
tion— ^l)ave  I  not  sacrificed  everything  to  that 
sentiment — have  I  not  proved  to  you,  that  you 
are  dearer  to  me  than  life  ? — but,  on  that  verv 
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account,  spare  me — spare  me  from  assenting 
to  that  which  would  make  me  an  object  of  dis- 
gust to  myself.  Devoted  as  my  love  is,  I  can- 
not— I  never  will  consent  to  be  united  to  you 
except  in  that  manner  which  my  consciousness 
of  rectitude  and  my  religious  feelings  dictate.'  " 
"  The  appeal  was  irresistible — for,  libertine 
as  he  had  been,  the  affection  of  Atkinson  for 
Miss  Ashton  was  sincere : — she  never  before 
appeared  so  fascinating  in  the  eyes  of  her  lover 
— every  argument  that  he  had  prepared  for 
urging  his  suit,  gave  way  before  that  supplica- 
ting look  ;  and,  when  her  lips,  with  a  smile  of 
earnest  assurance  of  her  appeal  being  granted 
playing  around  them,  were  modestly  raised  to 
bis  cheek,  he  pressed  her  to  his  bosom,  and  as- 
sured her  that  he  never  again  would  mention 
the  subject;  and  he  should  instantly  enquiry 
whether  it  was  not  possible  to  have  the  cere- 
mony performed  according  to  the  rites  of  the 
church.  There  was,  at  all  events,  an  imperious 
necessity  for  their  immediately  leaving  the  inn, 
as  there  could  be  no  doubt  that  they  were  pur- 
sued :  the  only  difficulty  was,  how  and  where 
they  were  to  direct  their  march  ;  for,  by  Gad  ! 
they  might  as  well  have  remained  in  the  ene- 
my's country  as  continued  where  they  were. 
This  difficulty  was  productive  of  one  advan- 
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tage  at  the  moment — it  convinced  Miss  Ashton 
of  the  sincerity  of  the  Cornet's  affection  ;  and, 
from  the  delicacy  of  his  conduct  towards  her, 
under  these  circumstances,  she  anticipated  a 
permanency  of  happiness  in  the  marriage  state, 
that  bad  scarcely  before  crossed  her  thoughts. 

"  The  recital  of  feelings  like  these.  Doctor," 
said  the  Veteran,  as  he  passed  the  back  of  bis 
Iwefinger  across  his  eyes,  "brings  bye-gone 
moments  to  my  recollection,  the  most  delicious 
of  ray  life  :  for,  by  Gad  I  there  are  no  sensa- 
tions so  exquisitely  delightful — none  that  come 
so  near  to  those  that  we  are  led  to  suppose  are 
the  attributes  of  the  spiritual  inhabitants  of 
heaven,  as  those  that  thrill  our  bosoms  when 
we  are  assured  that  we  are  truly  beloved  by 
those  we  love." 

"  Yes ;"  replied  I,  "  it  is  by  that  deeply 
impressive  eloquence  that  women  rule  the 
world ;  and  did  they  know  their  power,  and 
manage  it  aright,  what  a  blessed  world  might 
they  make  of  it !"  My  feelings  of  bye-gone 
hours,  however,  were  widely  diflferent  from 
those  of  the  Veteran  ;  but  this  is  not  the  place 
to  record  my  misfortunes. 

**  Proceed,  my  dear  Sir,"  said  I,  "  your  nar- 
rative deepens  every  moment  in  interest." 

"  The  inquiries  of  the  Cornet  were  so  well 
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managed,  that  be  found  it  was^possiblethat  they 
might  be  married  according  to  the  service  of  the 
Scotch  Charch,  by  proceeding  to   Langholm. 
There    was  no    difficulty  in   eluding   pursuit 
and  in  getting  there :  for,  by  taking  places  in 
the  coach  to  Glasgow,  and  stopping  at  Longton, 
they  might  then  post  on  to  Langholm  ;  whilst 
the    pursuing    party  would,    most    probably, 
hurry  forwards  to  Glasgow.     The  sole  chance 
against  the  success  of  this  scheme  was,  the  pro- 
bability of  the  arrival  of  their  pursuers  before 
the  coach  came  up  from  Carlisle  :  and,  to  evade 
this,  the  waiter,  who  was  bribed  into,  and  who 
had  proposed,  this  plan  of  proceeding,  directed 
them  secretly  to  go  on  foot  to  a  small  village 
about  two  miles  distant  from  the  inn,  where 
they  could   be  taken   up  by  the  coach.     He 
assured  them  that  this  plan  had  succeeded  on 
other  occasions,  as  he  said  that  the  parties  in 
runaway-matches    were    never    suspected    of 
going  by  the  coach. 

"  Every  movement  was  successful,"  con- 
tinued the  Colonel ;  "  the  minister  of  Lang- 
holm, Mr.  Martin — " 

"  Mr.  Martin,  did  you  say,"  exclaimed  I, 
interrupting  the  narrative  of  the  Veteran, 
"  Martin  ;  the  most  excellent  of  men !  he  was 
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one  of  my  earliest  friends — my  venerated  tutor 
-^and  a  better,  or  a  kinder  heart,  the  light  of 
heaven  never  shone  upon  !  'Tis  very  odd  that 
he  Bhoald  have  been  an  actor  in  this  drama,  of 
the  sequel  of  which  I  know  more  than  you  are 
aware  of ; — but  proceed,  my  dear  Sir,  I  am  all 
anxiety  to  hear  the  result  of  Atkinson's  inter- 
view with  old  Martin." 

•*  As  I  was  saying,"  continued  the  old  gentle- 
man, after  fixing  upon  me,  for  a  few  seconds,  a 
look  of  surprise,  which  shewed  that  he  evidently 
doubted  what  I  had  stated  respecting  my  know- 
ledge of  the  sequel  of  his  narrative. — "  As  1 
was  saying,  Mr.  Martin  was  raised  from  his 
bed  at  six  in  the  morning,  and  presented  him- 
self to  Atkinson  and  Miss  Ashton  in  his  night- 
gown and  slippers,  and  his  bald  head  covered 
with  a  black  velvet  cap.  Whilst  waiting  for 
him,  they  had  occupied  themsejves  in  admiring 
th.e  beauty  of  the  garden,  into  which  the  li- 
brary, where  they  had  been  ushered,  opened. 
The  Manse,  I  was  told,  was  most  romantically 
situated  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Esk,  close  to 
the  church  ;  and,  as  the  minister  was  a  batche- 
lor,  and  a  man  of  taste,  he  had  formed  the 
whole  of  his  little  grounds  to  harmonize  with 
the  surrounding  scenery ;  which  is,  I  believe, 
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the  most  beautifal,  as  far  as  wood  and  water 
can  contribute  to  the  beauty  of  landscape,  that 
the  North  can  boast" 

«  I  know  the  spot  well,"  said  I ;  "the  moss- 
roses,  the  ane  monies,  the  violets,  polyanthuses, 
campanulas,  violets,  dahlias,  and  holy-hocks  of 
the  parsonage-garden,  were  the  pride  of  the  old 
man's  heart.  The  spot  was  indeed  a  little  Para- 
dise, where,  like  another  Adam,  with  the  same 
pure,  simple,  unsuspecting,  guileless  bosom, 
he  weeded  his  borders  and  trimmed  his  flowers, 
his  feelings  overflowing  with  gratitude  to  the 
Almi^ty  Being  who  firrayed  them  in  all  their 
beauty,  and  who  framed  him  also  with  the 
warmest  feelings  of  philanthropy, that  embraced 
the  whole  human  race..  His  delight  was  in  ex^* 
ercising  his  power  of  doing  good ;  and  so  com- 
pletely contented  was  he  with  the  lot  that  had 
fallen  to  him  in  this  world,  that  he  even  did 
not  perceive  how  greatly  it  circumscribed  the 
sphere  of  his  active  benevolence." 

"  By  Gad  !  Doctor,  there  are  few  such  cha- 
characters — I  now  see  the  source  of  your  own 
kindly  affections; — but,  to  proceed  with  my 
story." 

After  the  first  salutations  were  over,  and 
Mr.  Atkinson  had  stated  to  bim  that  the  object 
of  his  visit  to  him  was    to  get  married,  the 
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worthy  pastor,  who  had  fixed  his  gaze  so  in- 
tensely upon  Miss  Ashton  as  to  make  her  blush 
deeply,  approached  her,  and,  taking  her  by  the 
hand,  and  smiling  kindly  as  she  averted  her 
fiice  from  his  inquiring  look — 

"  *  And  so  yon  wish  to  be  married,  my  dear 
yonng  lady  ?'  said  he.  *  You  are  very  young, 
too  young,  to  have  seriously  considered  the 
step  which  you  have  taken ;  for  I  presume  you 
are  from  England,  and  have  been  at  Gretna  ? — 
You  are  silent,  my  dear  young  lady ! — I  fear, 
indeed,  you  have  taken  a  very  indiscreet  step. 
— Have  you  a  mother  alive  ? — Have  you  thought 
what  she  must  be  suffering? — and  your  father, 
poor  man,  who  most  probably  has  doated  upon 
you, — at  least,  I  would,  were  I  blessed  with  a 
child  so  pretty  and  so  innocent,  for  I  cannot 
think  that  such  a  form  can  cover  a  vitiated  or 
tainted  bosom/ 

"  This  allusion  to  her  parents,  more  es- 
pecially to  her  deceased  mother,  filled  the  eyes 
of  Miss  Ashton  with  tears. 

"  *  Nay,  my  dear  young  lady,  my  question 
was  not  meant  to  distress  you.' 

"  '  Do  spare  her  feelings,'  said  Mr.  Atkin- 
son, as  he  supported  her,  and  felt  her  tears 
drop  upon  his  hand.  *  We  are  betrothed  to 
one  a]W)ther — nothing  can  separate  us — and  vve 
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only  desire  to  be  united  by  those  sacred  ties 
that  the  church  can  bestow :  we  cannot  bear  to 
be  married  by  the  brutal  sot  that  we  saw  at 
Gretna/ 

"  *  I  am  sure  you  could  not,'  rejoined  tte 
worthy  pastor,  enclosing  the  hand  of  Miss  Ash- 
ton,  which  he  still  held,  in  both  bis  hands ;  *  I 
am  sure  you  would  never  have  forgiven  yourself 
if  you  had:  but  you  have  not  breakfasted  ? — I 
always  breakfast  at  seven.'  And,  on  saying 
this,  the  good  old  man  rung  the  bell. 

"  '  Nay,  my  dear  Sir,'  said  Mr.  Atkinson, 
we  have  no  time  to  spare;  if  you  will  kindly 
marry  us,  we  must  return  directly  to  London  ; 
my  leave  of  absence  was  only  for  five  days, 
and  three  of  them  have  expired.' 

"  *  Then  you  canrmt  be  married  by  me, 
replied  the  clergyman :  *  you  have  mistaken,' 
— you  have  been  misinformed.  I  am  a  minister 
of  the  established  Kirk  of  Scotland ;  my  gown 
would  be  torn  from  my  shoulders,  were  I  to 
act  as  you  wish  ;  and,  indeed,  my  conscience 
never  would  allow  me  to  aid  in  forwarding 
such  clandestine  unions.' 

"  This  rebuke  of  the  worthy  pastor  spread 
a  deep  blush  over  Miss  Ashton ;  whilst  Mr. 
Atkinson  stood  like  the  statue  of  disappoint- 
ment and  despair:   both  seemed  humbled  to 
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the  dust,  as  the  folly  of  their  indiscretion  was 
pointed  out  by  the  minister.  This  was  enough 
to  awaken  all  the  kindly  sympathies  of  the 
old  man ;  and,  after  gazing  upon  tl)em  for  a 
few  minutes  in  silence,  he  again  gently  took  the 
hand  of  Miss  Ashton,  and  thus  addressed  her  : — 

"  *  My  dear  young  lady,  it  is  not  in  me  to 
make  others  unhappy,  much  less  one  whose 
smile  is  so  expressive  of  innocence.  I  can  ap- 
preciate your  feelings — I  know  the  picture  of 
unalloyed  happiness  that  the  future  presents  to 
your  imagination  ;  and,  with  all  these  enthusi- 
astic and  romantic  sentiments,  I  admire  the 
resolution  that  you  have  taken  not  to  be  united 
to  the  object  who  has  raised  them,  and  is  ap- 
parently so  worthy  of  your  affection,  except  by 
those  vows  that  are  consecrated  by  the  sanction 
of  our  holy  faith.  I  love  to  aid  happiness — 
the  happiness  of  the  young — not  to  blight  it. 
I  will  marry  you  upon  one  condition  only, 
namely,  that  you  domesticate  yourself  with  me 
for  a  fortnight;  until  the  end  of  which  time, 
this  gentleman  shall  go  back  to  London ;  and 
if  he  then  return  and  claim  you  as  his  wife, 
you  shall  be  so  by  the  most  sacred  of  ties.' 

"  Miss  Ashton  was  young  and  inexperienced 
in  the  affairs  of  the  world  ;  the  love  that  swelled 
in  her  bosom  was  th^  first  she  had  ever  expe- 
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rienced,the  sentiment  was  unsophisticated:  and, 
although  her  good  sense  responded  to  the  pro- 
priety of  Mr.  Martin's  suggestion,  yet  she  was 
too  natural  and  sincere  not  to  display  that  she 
felt  as  if  about  to  be  deprived  of  the  very  soul 
of  her  existence,  should  Mr.  Atkinson  leave 
her  among  strangers.  For  many  months,  not 
a  day  had  passed  in  which  the  lovers  bad  not 
met;  they  had  fully  understood  each  other; 
and,  now,  that  she  had  abandoned  herself, — 
how  very  indiscreetly,  the  poignancy  of  her  self- 
reproaches  sufficiently  told  her, — to  his  honour, 
the  sympathetic  look  which  he  turned  upon  her, 
as  if  to  read  her  thoughts,  endeared  him  still 
more  to  her.  The  delicious  draught  that  bad 
intoxicated  her  seemed  about  to  be  dashed 
from  her  lips :  she  felt,  she  knew  not  why,  that 
this  absence  was  like  a  prelude  to  something 
which  lay  wrapped  up  in  futurity,  that  she 
dared  not  to  investigate. 

"  The  proposition  of  the  old  Clergyman  fell 
like  a  thunder-bolt  upon  Atkinson  ;  but  be  saw 
clearly  that  he  must  either  submit  or  consent 
to  give  up  the  idol,  before  whose  shnne  he  had 
worshipped  with  a  devotion  which  had  ex- 
ceeded all  reasonable  bounds.  Now,  however, 
for  a  moment,  he  seemed  as  awakened  from 
a  rapturous  dream :  he  had  never  thought  of 
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the  effect  of  marrying  in  his  circumstances ;  he 
had  given  himself  up  solely  to  the  charm  which 
love  had  thrown  around  him :  for  although 
hitherto  he  had  been  a  rake,  who  never  re- 
flected that  the  domination  of  a  woman  lies  in" 
the  exercise  of  prudence  and  virtue,  yet,  even 
after  having  persuaded  her  to  elope  with  him, 
and  having  whispered  her  into  the  belief,  that 
the  sympathies  that  bound  them  were  holier 
than  the  respect  which  she  owed  to  her  rela- 
tion, Lady  Fancourt,  or  even  her  duty  to  her 
father,  he  knew  enough  of  the  world  to  be 
assured,  that  affection,  however  sincere,  would 
not  support  a  family.  He  felt  that  the  paradise 
which  he  had  painted,  and  which  he  saw  she 
conceived  was  to  render  permanent  the  delight 
of  those  blissful  moments  they  had  spent  to- 
gether, would  soon  suffer  a  metamorphose, 
sufficient,  perhaps,  to  embitter  the  remainder 
of  their  lives,  and  to  call  down  upon  him  the 
reproaches  of  one  whose  smile  of  approbation 
and  love  was  as  yet  to  him  the  light,  the  bliss- 
ful felicity  of  heaven. 

"  Happy,  by  Gad !  Doctor,  it  would  have 
been  for  all  parties,  if  these  reflections  had 
sunk  deeper  into  his  mind  ;  but,  like  most  men 
of  talent,  Atkinson  was  an  imaginative  being ; 
and  the  imploring  look  which  Miss  Ashton  cast 
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upon  him,  as  she  gazed  in  his  face  to  ascertain 
the  effect  which  the  proposal  of  old  Martin  had 
produced,  dissipated  in  a  moment  all  his  con- 
templations of  the  future,  and  determined  bim 
to  abide  the  consequences,  whatever  they  might 
turn  up. 

"  The  parting  of  the  lovers  took  place  that 
afternoon ;  and  Mr.  Atkinson  returned  to  bte 
regimental  duties  in  the  metropolis,  whilst  Ca- 
roline Ashton,  under  the  protection  of  Miss 
Peggy  Martin,  a  sedate  person  of  sixty-four, 
the  maiden  sister  of  the  worthy  minister,was  for 
a  time  the  loveliest  inmate  that  the  parsonage 
of  Langholm  had  ever  sheltered.  I  have  heard 
that  Miss  Peggy  gave  Miss  Ashton  much  ex- 
cellent advice;  but,  by  Gad!  Doctor,  it  was 
thrown  away  upon  her.  The  honest  parson 
displayed  the  deepest  interest  in  her,  in  the 
most  delicate  manner :  he  never  alluded  to  the 
indiscreet  step  she  had  taken ;  but,  in  daily 
leading  ber  round  his  garden,  and  descanting 
on  the  beauties  of  the  flowers,  or  in  their 
evening  walks  along  the  banks  of  the  Esk,  he 
turned  her  thoughts  gently  from  herself.  The 
old  man  was  charmed  with  his  temporary 
ward,  and  took  great  pleasure  in  studying  her 
character;  but  he  could  not  sound  its  depth. 
With  all  the  delicacy  and  softness  of  the  wo- 
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man,  with  a  voice  the  music  of  which  might 
have  suited  an  inhabitant  of  heaven,  with  the 
smite  of  an  angel,  and  that  description  of 
beauty  which  fascinates  not  so  much  by  the 
perfection  and  harmony  of  features  as  by  its 
sweetness  of  expression,  Miss  Ashton  pos- 
sessed a  decision  of  character  which  made  her 
plan  her  own  course  of  life,  regardless  of  the 
opinion  of  others ;  and  enabled  her  to  triumph 
under  disappointments  that,  whilst  they  some- 
times threw  over  her  a  momentary  sadness, 
only  gave  additional  energy  to  her  resolutions. 
The  sublime,  but  proud  sentiment — 
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What  matter  where,  if  I  be  still  the  same!*" 


was  that  which  upheld  her  spirits,  and  was  the 
spring  of  all  her  actions.  She  had  a  cultivated 
feeling  for  the  beauties  of  Nature :  but  they 
were  regarded  only,  as  it  were,  with  a  side 
glance,  whilst  the  whole  intensity  of  her 
thoughts  rested  upon  the  accomplishment  of  her 
wishes, — in  the  present  instance, — her  union 
with  the  object  of  her  affection.  In  her  ram- 
bles, therefore,  with  the  kind-hearted  Minister, 
he  vainly  essayed  to  produce  that  feeling  which 
was  the  great  comfort  of  his  own  existence ; 

*  Paradise  Lost 
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namely — a  deep-rooted  sentiment  of  gratitude 
to  the  Divine  Dispenser  of  the  richly  luxuriant 
scene  which  every  where  met  their  gaze. 
She  accorded  with  the  enthusiastic  expressions 
of  the  good  old  man ;  and  smiled  kindly  upon 
him,  when  the  gratitude  which  glowed  in  his 
bosom  filled  his  eyes  with  moisture ;  but  her 
mind  was  far  distant,  and  she  often  seemed  ab- 
sorbed in  a  reverie  that  the  worthy  Minister 
was  too  obtuse  to  observe,  until  he  found  that 
the  conversation  he  was  addressing  to  her  ob- 
tained no  reply.  On  such  occasions  he  would 
stop,  turn  towards  her,  and,  whilst  he  gazed  on 
her  countenance,  and  marked  a  tear  stealing 
from  under  her  long,  dark  eye-lashes,  be 
would  take  her  hand,  and  endeavour  to  cheer 
her  spirits,  by  remarking  that,  like  the  viewless 
wind,  Time  imperceptibly  was  ever  stealing  on ; 
and  would  soon  bring  round  the  moment  on 
which  all  her  thoughts  rested — that  which 
should  restore  to  her  the  presence  of  her 
lover. 

"  It  was  in  one  of  these  evening  walks  along 
the  banks  of  the  Esk — the  meadows  were  smil- 
ing in  their  richest  verdure  ;  the  trees,  that  in 
many  places  deepened,  by  their  reflected  shade, 
the  mirror  of  the  placid  stream,  were  varied 
by  the  brighter  green  of  the  midsummer  shoots 
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on  their  darker  foliage ;    and  the  transparent 
blue  of  the  sky  was  beautifully  softening,  and 
harmonizing   into    the    warm   purple    clouds, 
fringed  with  the  richest  gold,  that  skirted  the 
west — that  the  worthy   pastor  selected   as  a 
fitting  opportunity  to  sound  the  real  state  of  his 
ward's  affection.     His  daily  intercourse  with 
her  had  informed  him  of  the  difficulties  likely, 
to  accrue  from  this  union,  in  a  pecuniary  point 
of  view :  it  was  not  certain  that  the  father  of 
Miss  Ashton  would  extend  his  forgiveness  for 
a  match   so  imprudently  and  inconsiderately 
entered  upon ;  and  as  the  young  man  had  no- 
thing but  his  commission,  with  habits  that  were 
ill  calculated   to  accommodate  themselves   to 
the   straits   that  a  marriage,   under  such   cir- 
cumstances, was  likely  to  impose,  the  worthy 
Minister  conceived  that  he  would  only  be  doing 
an  act  of  Christian  duty  to  break  off  the  pro- 
posed match,  provided  that  he  found  the  affec- 
tions of  Miss  Ashton  were  not  so  deeply  in- 
volved as  to  render   such  an  attempt  utterly 
futile. 

"  '  My  dear  lady,'  said  he,  gently  retaining 
the  hand  which  he  had  drawn  through  his  arm, 
'  will  you  forgive  me  for  asking  whether  you 
have  seriously  considered  the  nature  of  the 
union  you  are  entering  into  ? — you  know  that. 
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when  taken,  it  is  irretrievable.  I  believe  that 
Mr.  Atkinson  is  an  excellent  young  man,  that 
he  possesses  all  the  virtues  which  your  vivid 
imagination  beholds  in  him  ;  that  his  affection 
is  of  the  purest  and  most  ardent  description, 
and  that  his  constancy  will  remain  unshaken  ; 
yet  I  would  have  you  weigh  well  the  difficulties 
that  surround  the  matrimonial  state,  hampered 
by  narrow  circumstances.  Tell  me,  have  you 
ventured  upon  a  perspective  view  of  your  situa- 
tion, should  Providence  bestow  upon  you  a  fa- 
mily, without  that  fortune  which  you  might  ex- 
pect from  your  father,  were  you  to  marry  with 
his  consent ;  but  which,  should  he  not  approve 
your  marriage,  he  may  deprive  you  offer  ever? 
It  is  not  too — ' 

"  *  Stop,  Mr.  Martin  !'  said  she,  hastily  with- 
drawing her  arm  from  his ;  '  this  is  a  subject 
upon  which  I  cannot  permit  you  to  proceed. 
Were  you  aware  of  my  character,  you  would 
not  venture  to  mention  what  you  were  about 
to  urge:  I  love  Mr.  Atkinson  better  than  my 
life — I  have  looked  at  the  consequences  of  my 
alliance  with  him  in  every  point  of  view — I 
am  ready  to  suffer  every  privation  it  can  sub- 
ject me  to ;  and,  aware  of  these,  and  that  my 
father  would  never  consent  to  our  union,  I 
have  taken  that  step  for  which  I  anticipate  the 
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severest  censure  of  many  of  my  own  sex,  and 
the  utmost  displeasure  of  my  dear  father ;  yet  I 
never  will  recall  it.  I  must  be  the  wife  of  Mr. 
Atkinson,  or  cease  to  exist : — if  he  prove  faith- 
less, I  shall  never  again  believe  in  the  fidelity 
of  man ;  but  even  the  possibility  of  that  could 
not,  now,  alter  my  resolution.* 

"  *  But,  my  dear  lady, — * 

*'  *  Nay  ;  no  argument,  my  kind  friend,  can 
change  me.  If  I  be  the  victim  of  Imagination, 
as  you  suppose,  what  my  judgment  has  decided, 
my  inclination  impels  me  to  fulfil :  if  I  have 
committed  myself,  the  execution  of  my  inten- 
tion cannot  be  relinquished;  the  step  I  have 
taken  is  irretrievable.' 

"  It  was  impossible,  after  this  avowal  of  her 
determination,  for  the  old  man  to  ofiFer  ahy 
further  advice.  By  Gad !  Doctor,  although  it 
is  an  old  saying,  that  women  have  less  inflexi- 
bility of  character  than  men,  yet,  in  some 
points,  they  bid  defiance  to  danger,  brave  con- 
tempt and  ridicule,  and  display  the  most  im- 
moveable obstinacy." 

*'  Call  it  not  obstinacy,  my  dear  Sir,"  said  I ; 
'*  it  is  the  invincibility  of  moral  courage,  which 
shines  forth  in  the  female  character  when  the 
mind  is  made  up  to  the  performance  of  a  par- 
ticular line  of  conduct.     I  do  not  contend  for 
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the  sonndness  of  the  judgment  that  plans  the 
enterprize  ;  but,  like  a  real  hero,  when  a 
woman  has  taken  her  decision,  she  systemati- 
cally dismisses  every  stipulation  for  safety,  and 
voluntarily  presses  forward  within  the  precincts 
of  danger,  more  willing  to  feed  than  to  quench 
the  fire  of  action.  It  is  this  determined  for- 
titude that  has  produced  so  many  self-devoted 
victims  among  the  tender  sex,  whether  the  ob- 
ject has  been  friendship,  or  love,  or  religion," 

"  Well,  well.  Doctor !  you  may  set  up  for  a 
knight  in  romance,"  said  the  Veteran  ;  "  as 
for  me,"  he  continued,  "  I  am  a  sober  rea- 
soner,  who  judges  of  both  sexes  through  their 
actions.  What  you  term  self-devotion,  I  re- 
gard as  the  mere  ascendancy  of  imagination 
over  sound  judgment ;  what  you  consider  the 
invincibility  of  moral  courage,  is,  in  my  opinion, 
little  better  than  obstinacy,  stimulated  by  a 
heated  fancy  to  commit  actions  of  any  kind,  even 
those  bordering  on  the  wildest  extravagance. 
Women  seldom  discern  things  as  they  really 
are : — Imagination  throws  its  colours  over  comi 
ing  events,  like  the  cloud  scenery  of  a  summer 
evening — ^but,  although  the  fictitious  forms  melt 
away, yet,  the  disenchantment  is  often  too  late; 
the  eye  has  been  blinded  by  the  dazzling  pros- 
pect, and  it  becomes  unfit  again  to  contemplate 
the  common-place  materials  of  the  actual  world 
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— but  I  have  done.  I  will  admit  that  it  was  in- 
experience  which  misled  Miss  Ashton ;  and  I 
shall  resame  my  narrative. 

"  Mr.  Atkinson  arrived  on  the  following 
day,  and  the  amiable  Pastor  of  Langholm 
joined  the  hands  of  the  lovers,  by  that  autho- 
rity which  says — *  whom  God  has  united  let  no 
man  put  asunder.' 

'^  It  is  unnecessary,  as  it  would  be  impossible 
for  me  to  describe  the  feelings  of  all  the  parties 
on  this  occasion — the  visionary  expectations  of 
unalloyed  happiness  in  the  heated  imaginations 
of  the  young  couple  ;  the  more  rational  presen- 
timent of  disappointment  of  their  hopes  that  oc- 
cupied the  thoughts  of  the  worthy  Minister ; 
and  the  agreeable  anticipation  of  being  again 
left  free  to  follow  her  old  jog-trot,  domestic 
habits,  that  cheered  the  sober  mind  of  Miss 
Peggy  Martin. 

"  The  old  Minister,  however,  possessed  a 
degree  of  romantic  sentimentality,  derived  from 
his  retired  life,  and  an  imagination  naturally 
vivid,  combined  with  great  warmth  of  afiFec- 
tion  :  there  was  no  selfishness  in  his  composi- 
tion ;  nothing  misanthropic ;  not  a  particle  of 
indiflFerence  in  his  nature.  He  had  felt  the 
deepest  interest  in  Miss  Ashton :  her  society 
bad  even  awakened  sentiments  in  his  bosom 
that  had  long  remained  ^t  rest,  and  recalled 
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feelings  of  an  early  period  of  the  good  man's 
life,  which  had  deeply  tinctured  the  future,  and 
fixed  his  destiny  as  a  bachelor.  The  pain  of 
parting  with  one  whose  presence  had  thus 
touched  the  chord  of  a  fondly-cherished  sen- 
timent, and  with  whom  he  could  not  promise 
to  himself  the  luxury  of  again  meeting  in 
this  world,  pressed  upon  his  heart ;  and  he 
had  scarcely  power  to  place  her  hand  in  Mr. 
Atkinson's  as  he  gave  her  to  him,  and  pro- 
nounced the  short  blessing,  which  is  customary 
in  the  cold  ceremonial  of  the  Scottish  Kirk. 

"  Every  thing  being  ready,  the  old  man 
handed  the  bride  into  the  carriage,  and  as  he 
applied  his  lips  to  her  cheek,  he  hoped  she  would 
occasionlly  think  of  old  Martin  ;  and  assured 
her  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  obliterate  the 
impression  which  she  had  made  on  his  affection. 
He  recommended  Atkinson  to  cherish  her  love, 
as  she  was  now  most  truly  his  own  :  he  re- 
minded him  how  much  she  had  sacrificed  for 
him  ;  and  he  added,  that  he  should  be  greatly 
deceived  indeed,  if  he  did  not  possess  jn  her  a 
treasure  which  he  could  not  too  highly  appre- 
ciate. The  young  people,  being  seated  in  the 
carriage,  the  old  man  stretched  out  his  arms  in 
an  Apostolic  manner,  and,  with  a  tear  glistening 
in  his  eye,  bestowed  upon  theni  this  benedic- 
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tion  — '  May  the  Almighty  Dispenser  of  good, 
bless  and  protect  you.'  Both  parties  felt  as 
they  ought  to  do  on  such  an  occasion  ;  and  re- 
turning their  grateful  thanks  for  all  his  kind- 
ness, they  warmly  shook  the  hand  of  the  old 
man  for  the  last  time,  and  drove  off." 

"  Before  you  proceed,  tell  me,"  said  I, 
''  what  became  of  Lady  Fancourt?  I  am  cu- 
rious, to  hear  how  she  bore  the  disappointment 
of  not  finding  her  niece  ?"— 

"  I  really  know  little  about  it,"  replied  the 
Veteran  ;  "  I  have  heard  that  Sir  Charles  did 
every  thing  to  persuade  her  Ladyship  not  to 
lose  the  opportunity,  which  their  arrival  at 
Gretna-hall  afforded,  of  terminating  her  widow- 
hood; and,  as  the  young  couple  had  eluded 
pursuit,  he  urged  her  to  conclude  their  journey 
north,  by  bestowing  upon  him  her  hand,  as  are- 
ward  for  his  long-tried  devotion  to  her  Ladyship. 
He  protested  that  he  had  never  spent  three  days 
more  agreeably  than  those  that  had  fled  so  ra- 
pidly in  her  delightful  society. 

<'  *  It  has  indeed  been  perfect  felicity,'  said 
the  old  beau,'  with  his  usual  smirk  and  lisp  ; 
'  'pon  ray  soul  it  has ! — the  charming  society, 
the  amiable  attentions  of  your  Ladyship,  have 
touched  the  ch«>rd  of  my  affections: — is  it  pre- 
sumption to  hope  that  your  heart  will  respond 
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to  feelings  so  devoted,  so  genuine,  so  long- 
tried  ? — do  not,  my  dear  Lady  Fancourt,  do  not 
shipwreck  my  fondest  hopes  ! — when  with  one 
little  affirmative,  you  can  scatter  the  clouds  of 
doubt  that  have  obscured  the  heaven  of  my 
wishes — one  little  word — 'pon  my  soul,  I  ask 
no  more! — its  magic  power  can  change  the 
sterile  dreariness  of  life  to  a  sunny  landscape — 
the  dark  uncertainty  of  night  to  the  golden 
dawn  of  felicitous  day.' 

"  The  Baronet  paused  to  ascertain  the  effect 
of  this  highly-spiced  appeal,  which,  as  it  had  cost 
much  thought  in  the  engendering,  he  conceived 
Would  be  quite  irresistible  :  but  Lady  Fancourt 
had  too  much  understanding — she  was  too  cor- 
rect a  judge  of  intellect  in  others,  and  viewed  the 
picture  of  life  with  too  cool  and  discriminating 
an  eye,  to  be  entrapped  in  so  flimsy  a  springe,  or 
to  sympathize  with  such  a  poor  specimen  of  hu- 
manity as  Sir  Charles  StifiFney.  She  smiled  at 
the  extravagance  of  his  passionate  rhapsody ; 
told  him,  that  at  his  age,  she  usually  found  sen- 
timent in  the  wane,  and  the  airy  creations  of 
fancy  arrested  by  the  sobriety  of  reason  ;  but 
he  was  an  exception  to  the  general  rule ;  and, 
patting  him  on  the  cheek,  she  assured  him  that, 
although  she  was  quite  overpowered  by  the  sub- 
limity of  his  metaphors,  yet  they  were  unequal 
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to  shake  her  firm  resolution    never  again   to 
fetter  herself  in  the  chains  of  matrimony. 

"  The  disappointed  Baronet  looked  phlegma- 
tically  tranquil  under  his  discomfiture :  he, 
however,  assured  her  Ladyship,  that  her  sen- 
tence would  prove  his  death-blow — '  'pon  my 
soul !  I  feel  it  as  such/  Her  Ladyship  was, 
nevertheless,  inexorable;  and  she  left  him  to 
brood  over  his  disappointment,  and  to  tran- 
quillize himself,  as  he  had  done  on  a  score  of 
similar  occasions,  by  letting  loose  his  imagina- 
tion, and  drawing  his  consolation  from  the  ideal 
future;  the  contemplation  of  which  had  ever 
been  the  counterpoize  to  all  his  actual  griefs. 

"  By  Gad !  Doctor,"  continued  the  Veteran, 
"  the  old  Beau  was  right ;  to  do  him  justice,  he 
was  a  philosopher ;  for  what  else  can  we  term 
him  who  sinks  the  practical  part  of  life  in  the 
visionary — who  finds,  that  if  the  world  has 
many  evils,  it  contains  also  many  comforts; 
and  that,  if  joy  be  fleeting,  misery  is  not  im- 
moveable ? 

"  Both  parties  returned  to  the  metropolis  in 
perfect  good  humour  with  each  other;  and, 
with  Monsieur  Louis  and  my  Lady's  maid, 
were  set  down  in  Portiand  Place,  exactly  eight 
days  after  they  had  left  it.  In  truth,  indepen- 
dent of  her  Ladyship's  contempt  fbr  the  in- 
tellect   of   the   Baronet,    her    passions    were 
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already  turned  into  another  channel ;  and,  in 
two  months  afterwards,  her  hand  was  bestowed 
upon  a  wealthy  Banker,  the  weight  of  whose 
purse  overbalanced  every  defect  of  either  per- 
son or  of  mind ;  absolved  her  from  the  cares 
of  domestic  arrangements,  and  enabled  her  to 
attract  to  her  parties  all  that  was  fashionable 
and  gay. 

"  You  know,  my  good  friend,  that  it  is  not 
necessary,  in  the  circles  of  fashion,  for  husband 
and  wife  to  assimilate,  either  in  temper  or  in 
pursuits :  the  Banker  was  rich,  egotistictd,  con- 
tracted, and  contradictory: — Lady  Fancourt 
was  clever,  wayward,  and  romantic,  having  no 
sympathy  with  human  life,  as  far  as  regards  its 
serious  duties  and  rational  interests;  making 
use  of  the  world  only  as  affording  subjects  of 
sarcasm  and  wit;  and  aspiring  to  engross  the 
beams  of  the  leading-stars  among  the  lighter 
spirits  of  life.  You  may  readily  suppose  that 
two  greater  extremes,  two  more  complete  con- 
trasts, were  never  jostled  together.  Sir  Charles 
maintained  his  part  with  both :  he  was  the 
nightly  visitant  of  the  Lady's  drawing-room  or 
her  opera-box ;  and  drank  the  champagne  of 
the  husband  twice  a  week,  whilst  he  yawned 
over  his  account  of  party  intrigues  and  their 
influence  upon  the  price  of  stocks.  All  three 
have  been  called  to  their  last  account;  and> 
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by  Gad !  fer  be  it  from  me  to  say  one  word 
more  than  my  story  requires,  of  the  contracted 
selfishness,  the  misery  of  satiety,  and  the  ner- 
vousness of  dissipation  which  they  shared 
amongst  them. 

"  With  respect  to  Atkinson  and  his  wife,  the 
experience  of  a  few  months  awoke  their  minds 
to  the  folly  of  the  step  which  they  had  taken. 
Mr.  Ashton,  who  had  arrived  in  England,  re- 
fused to  see  either  party,  or  to  forgive  his 
daughter ;  he  returned  to  America  with  my 
wife ;  who,  as  she  became  the  sole  object  of 
his  parental  solicitude,  inherited,  as  you  know, 
the  whole  of  his  ample  fortune.  As  Atkinson's 
difficulties  increased,  his  libertine  habits  began 
again  to  obtain  their  ascendancy  over  him  ;  he 
became  more  and  more  neglectful  of  his  wife, 
whose  high  spirit,  for  some  time,  struggled 
against  the  indignities  that  she  suffered  from 
both  her  husband  and  her  aunt;  but  it  at 
length  gave  way,  when,  on  his  regiment 
being  ordered  abroad,  he  recommended  her 
to  look  out  for  a  situation  as  a  governess  ;  and 
left  her  with  a  pittance  scarcely  sufficient  to 
procure  for  her  the  ordinary  wants  of  life. 
At  the  end  of  a  year,  she  gave  birth  to  a 
daughter,  which,  before  it  was  three  months 
old,  was  placed  in  the  hands  of  Lady  Fan- 
court  ;  and,  at  her  death,  was  transferred  to 
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the  care  of  my  wife.  Caroline  Ashton,  for  she 
was  never  called  Atkinson,  was  that  infant : — 
her  beauty,  her  talents,  and  her  amiable  dis- 
position have  endeared  her  to  us  as  a  daughter ; 
and,  by  Gad!"  said  the  Veteran,  pretending 
to  wipe  his  spectacles  on  his  nose,  whilst  he 
dried  a  tear  that  started  in  his  eye,  ^^  I  am  not 
sure  that  I  do  not  love  her  better  than  my  own 
child.  I  never  could  ascertain,"  continued  he, 
"  what  became  of  her  mother :  a  veil  of  my- 
stery has  separated  her  from  the  knowledge  of 
all  her  relations: — the  old  man  never  mentioned 
her  name,  and  my  wife  is  totally  ignorant  of 
every  incident  of  her  history  from  the  moment 
that  Atkinson  went  abroad.  Her  career,  indeed, 
I  fear  added  another  to  the  many  lamentable 
proofs  of  the  evils  resulting  from  the  ascendancy 
of  imagination  over  sober  reason — of  dream- 
ing of  felicity  beyond  the  destiny  of  common 
mortals". 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


thmi  amidst  the  bright  and  flair 


Whispering  light  words,  and  mocking  my  despair  P 
It  is  not  well  of  thee ! — my  love  was  more 
Than  fiery  song  may  breathe,  deep  thought  explore; 
And  lliere  thou  smilest  while  my  heart  is  dyings 
With  all  its  blighted  hopes  around  it  lying ; 

Even  thou " 

Felicia  Hemans. 


What  the  Colonel  bad  narrated,  removed  a 
thick  veil  of  mytttery  that  bad  hung  over  a  very 
interesting  incident  in  tny  life.  The  infant  of 
whose  birth  he  bad  sjioken,  and  whom  I  had  in 
truth  welcomed  into  existence,  was  the  beau- 
tiful and  fascinating  young  woman  who  had  so 
deeply  interested  me  by  the  striking  likeness 
to  one  whom  I  did  not  suspect  to  be  her 
mother  ;  and  who  was,  besides,  the  niece  of  my 
excellent  friend  Colonel  Standard.  The  se- 
quel of  the  history  of  her  unfortunate  parent, 
as  I  stated  to  the  Veteran,  was  well  known  to 
me ;  and  I  shall  now  give  it  a  place  in  this  jour- 
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ual.  It  is  one  of  those  romances  of  real  life 
which  throw  the  fictitious  into  the  shade  ;  and 
of  which  medical  men  are,  not  unfrequently, 
involuntary  spectators. 

**  It  was  a  clear  morning  in  July,  not  a  cloud 
stuned  the  blue  ether  into  which  the  rising  sun 
shot  up  his  beam ;  the  atmosphere  was  pecu- 
liarly transparent,  owing  to  the  raia  which  had 
fieJlen  on  the  previous  day ;  and  the  freshness 
of  the  air  spread  a  delightful  and  invigorating 
sensation  over  even  the  streets  of  the  metro- 
polis. The  clock  of  St.  James's  church  had 
just  struck  four,  when  Captain  Hugh  Cameron 
issued  from  the  Clarendon  Hotel.  Having  the 
night  before  engaged  a  place  in  the  coach 
which  departed  at  five  for  Plymouth,  where  he 
was  to  embark  to  join  his  regiment,  then  in  the 
Peninsula;  he  had  sent  onwards  his  servant, 
with  his  great-coat  and  portmanteau,  to  wait 
for  him  at  Hyde  Park-corner,  where  the  coach 
was  to  take  him  up. 

"  Delighted  with  the  enlivening  feeling  which 
the  early  morning  produced,  and  being  much 
too  soon  for  the  coach,  the  young  officer  walked 
leisurely  along  Piccadilly,  meditating  on  the 
quietness  and  repose  of  the  street,  enhanced 
by  the  circumstance  of  its  being  Sunday,  com- 
pared with   the    noise  and    bustle    which    it 
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displays  in  the  busy  period  of  the  day.  He  had 
proceeded  nearly  half  way  along  the  street 
without  meeting  an  individual ;  when  his  atten- 
tion was  suddenly  roused  by  a  light  step  hastily 
approaching ;  and,  turning  round  to  ascertain 
who  it  was,  a  lady  rapidly  passed  him.  Her 
movement  was  so  quick,  that  he  had  no  oppor- 
tunity of  observing  her  countenance ;  and  she 
seemed  to  hurry  onwards  with  a  pace  between 
running  and  walking,  without  looking  on  either 
side.  There  would  have  been  nothing  sur- 
prizing in  this :  Captain  Cameron  conjectured 
that  she  was  one  of  those  wretched  crea- 
tures whom  the  villainy  of  our  sex  throws  out 
of  the  society  of  their  own,  returning  home 
from  some  scene  of  midnight  dissipation.  Her 
dress  and  appearance,  however,  indicated  that 
he  was  mistaken ;  and  hia  curiosity  was,  conse- 
quently, excited  by  the  circumstance  of  a  modest 
woman  hurrying  through  the  streets  at  that 
early  hour. 

-.'She  is,  perhaps,'  said  he,  thinking  aloud, 
'hastening  for  medical  assistance  for  some  sick 
friend  : — but  what  is  it  to  me  who  or  what  she 
is  ? — what  interest  can  I  feel  in  the  business  of 
an  utter  stranger,  whom  I  may  never  see  again 
whilst  I  live  ?' 

Such  were  his  thoughts,  yet  he  almost  un- 
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conscioasly  quickened  his  pace ;  and  a  desire, 
which  he  could  not  explain,  to  know  something 
of  this  person,  suddenly  possessed  his  mind. 

"  Although  the  young  officer  had  walked 
smartly  for  some  minutes,  yet  the  lady  had 
gained  upon  him.  She  turned  into  Hyde  Park, 
and  he  shuddered  on  perceiving  it,  for  an  idea 
that  she  was  going  to  commit  suicide  at  that 
instant  crossed  his  mind.  He  therefore  ran 
forward ;  but,  before  he  entered  the  park  gate, 
she  was  already  tracking  her  way  over  the  dewy 
grass,  to  the  opposite  bank  of  the  Serpentine. 
He  followed  at  a  respectable  distance,  until  he 
observed  her  sit  down  upon  the  protruded  roots 
of  one  of  the  old  elms,  and  rest  her  forehead 
upon  her  hand.  His  suspicion  was  now  con- 
firmed ;  yet  he  hesitated  to  address  the  wretched 
woman,  until,  as  she  raised  her  head,  ga- 
zing wildly  around,  he  perceived  that  she  was 
aware  of  his  presence.  As  he  advanced  to- 
wards her,  she  started  up,  ran  forwards  a  few 
paces,  then  looked  fearfully  behind ;  stopped; — 
and  seated  herself  on  the  grass  in  the  same 
attitude  as  before. 

"  The  young  soldier  had  seen  enough  to 
awaken  all  his  sympathy:  he  approached  her 
in  the  most  respectful  manner  ;  and  w^as  satis- 
fied that  she  was  not  only  a  lady,  but,  although 
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cloaded  with  anxiety  and  angaisb,  yet,  that  her 
&ce  was  eminently  beaatifal  and  lovely. 

"  *  I  perceive,  Madam,\  said  he,  addressing 
her,  ^  that  you  are  suffering  under  deep  dis- 
tress of  mind — I  am  a  gentleman  and  an  officer 
—can  I  serve  you  in  any  way  ?' 

"  *  The  greatest  service,-  Sir,'  she  replied, 
without  lifting  her  eyes  from  the  ground,  '  that 
^ou  can  perform  to  me  is,  to  leave  me  to 
myself.' 

"  Captain  Cameron  bowed,  and  withdrew : 
but  the  intense  interest  which  was  now  lighted 
up  in.  his  bosom  for  the  fate  of  this  unhappy 
stranger,  prevented  him  from  leaving  the  spot ; 
and,  therefore,  placing  himself  out  of  view, 
behind  a  tree,  he  determined  to  watch  her 
movements,  and,  if  possible,  to  frustrate  the 
fatal  event  which  he  justly  conjectured  she 
meditated. 

^*  Half  an  hour  elapsed,  and  she  remained 
seated  en  the  grass  in  the  same  position,  her 
forriiead  resting  upon  her  hand: — at  length,  the 
sound  of  the  horn  of  the  coach,  which  waited 
for  him  at  the  appointed  place,  having  reached 
the  ear  of  the  young  man,  be  looked  round, 
only  for  a  moment ;  when,  on  again  turning  his 
eye  in  the  direction  of  the  object  which  de- 
nned, and  so  deeply  interested  him,  the  spot 
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where  she  was  seated  was  vacant,  and  his  eye 
caught  the  last  glimpse  of  her  white  dress  as 
she  plunged  into  the  water.  It  was  the  work 
of  an  instant  to  disencumber  himself  from  his 
coat,  and  to  dive  into  the  river :  but,  although 
Cameron  was  an  expert  swimmer,  yet,  ten  mi- 
minutes  passed  before  he  found  the  body.  He 
bore  it  to  the  shore,  and,  laying  it  upon  the 
grass,  he  gazed  for  a  few  seconds  upon  the 
lovely  features  and  delicate  form,  now  appa- 
rently inanimate  in  death. 

"  *  Good  God !  whv  did  I  allow  that  accursed 
horn  to  arrest  my  attention  ? — I  might  have 
saved  her! — it  is  too  late! — what  is  to  be 
done  ?' 

"  With  such  reflections  in  his  mind,  he  gazed 
around,  and  hallooed  for  assistance  ;  but  none 
appeared : — not  a  person  was  within  sight  or 
hearing — he,  therefore,  lifted  the  body  in  his 
arms,  and  conveyed  it  to  the  receiving-house  of 
the  Humane  Society,  in  the  immediate  vicinity, 
where  it  was  instantiv  admitted,  and  a  messen- 
ger  despatched  to  the  barracks  for  the  surgedn 
and  some  of  the  soldiers,  to  assist  in  the  pro- 
cess of  resuscitation. 

"  The  more  the  young  officer  gazed  upon 
the  object  of  his  solicitude,  the  more  anxious 
he  became  that  every  effort  should  be  tried 
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which  promised  the  slightest  hope  of  reanima- 
tion :  every  miaute  seemed  an  hour:  —  his 
patience  was  soon  exhausted  ;  and,  without 
waiting  for  the  surgeon,  he  persuaded  the  wo- 
man of  the  house  and  her  servant,  as  a  warm 
bed  had  been  already  prepared,  to  undress 
the  body  and  to  commence  frictions  with  hot 
flannels.  He  then  sat  down  in  the  adjoining 
apartment,  to  ponder  on  the  singular  adventure 
in  which  he  had  borne  so  important  a  share. 

"  *  If  she  recover,'  thought  he,  '  I  shall  be 
amply  repaid  for  my  wetting,  and  the  loss  of 
the  coach.  Poor  young  creature !  what  must 
have  been  her  mental  suffering  before  she 
could  resolve  on  such  a  step  ?' 

"  '  She  is  reviving.  Sir  !' — said  the  woman  of 
the  house,  bursting  into  the  room  ; — '  what  shall 
we  do  now  ?' 

"  'Continue  your  operations,'  replied  the 
young  man,  '  until  the  surgeon  arrives.' 

"  In  a  few  minutes  afterwards,  I  was  in  the 
house;  for  I  was  then  attached  to  the  medical 
staff  of  the  Life  Guards,  who  occupied  the  bar- 
racks ;  and  I  was  enabled  to  confirm  the  satis- 
factory intelligence  of  the  poor  lady's  resusci- 
tation. Cameron,  who  up  to  that  moment,  as 
he  afterwards  told  me,  felt  cool  and  collected, 
was  now  quite  overcome ;   and,  exclaiming—- 
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'  thank  Heaven  ! — thank  Heaven,' — he  sunk 
upon  the  floor  and  fainted.  He  was  easily  re- 
covered ;  and,  having  explained  to  him  that 
this  fit  was  the  consequence  of  the  excitement 
which  he  had  previously  undergone,  I  urged 
him  to  permit  me  to  send  to  my  rooms  for  dry 
clothes,  as  he  was  still  in  the  state  in  which  he 
had  emerged  from  the  water.  He  accepted 
my  offer,  and  begged  that  his  servant,  who  he 
supposed  was  waiting  for  him  at  Hyde  Park- 
corner,  might  be  sent  to,  and  directed  to  bring 
a  coach. 

"  '  May  I  see  this  unfortunate  being  before  I 
go  ? — I  am  certain  she  is  a  person  of  respect- 
able connexions ;  and  it  would  gratify  me  to 
know  who  she  is.  I  leave  town  to  night : — 
the  vessel,  in  which  I  am  to  embark  to  join  my 
regiment  on  the  Peninsula,  is  expected  to  sail 
from  Plymouth  in  a  few  days.' 

"  I  explained  to  the  young  Oflicer  the  ne- 
cessity of  leaving  my  patient  to  repose  at  this 
time  ;  but  I  assured  him  that  he  might  safely 
satisfy  his  curiosity  in  the  afternoon,  and  that 
I  would  meet  him,  for  that  purpose,  at  five 
o'clock  ;  after  which,  I  hoped  he  would  be  my 
guest  at  the  mess-dinner,  as  the  mail  could 
take  him  up  at  the  gate  of  the  barracks.  He 
accepted  my  invitation  ;  and,  having  adjourned 
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to  my  rooms,  he  cbaDged  his  clothes,  and  we 
walked  together  to  Hyde  Park-corner,  where 
bis  servant  was  waiting. 

"  At  the  appointed  hour,  Cameron  was  at 
the  receiving-house,  all  anxiety  to  see  again  the 
interesting  being  whom  be  bad  saved  ;  and,  as 
I  had  already  ascertained  that  my  patient  was 
Bufficiently  recovered  to  support  the  ioferview, 
I  ushered  him  into  the  apartment.  For  a  few 
seconds,  the  eye  of  the  unfortunate  lady  wan- 
dered over  the  person  of  the  young  Officer : 
then,  as  her  recognition  of  him  became  clear, 
a  death-like  paleness  overspread  her  counte- 
nance, .  and  she  hid  her  face  in  the  pillow. 
Cameron  approached  the  bed,  and  took  her 
hand:  for  a  few  minutes,  not  a  word  was 
spoken  on  either  side ;  at  length  breaking  the 
silence — 

"  *  This,  my  dear  Madam,'  said  I,  '  is  the 
gentleman  to  whose  generous  exertions  you 
owe  your  life.' 

"  '  I  know  it ;'  she  replied,  without  raising 
her  face  from  the  pillow. 

•*  *  May  I  hope,'  said  the  young  Officer,  « to 
render  my  services  still  further  useful  ?' 

"  There  was  a  kindliness  in  the  manner  of 
uttering  these  few  words,  which  seemed  to 
rouse  all  the  grateful  feelings  of  the  wretched 
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being  to  whom  they  were  addressed.  She 
turned  round,  and  grasping  the  hand  of  Came- 
ron in  both  of  hers,  she  pressed  it  fervently  to 
her  lips.  The  gaze  of  the  young  man,  who 
was  most  powerfully  struck  with  the  loveliness 
of  her  countenance,  raised  a  transient  blush  as 
her  eye  met  his ;  and  although  it  beamed  with 
a  faint  smile,  yet  there  was  an  evident  expres- 
sion of  unutterable  wretchedness  beneath  that 
of  the  gratitude  which  it  was  meant  to  convey. 

"  <  It  is  an  empty  offer,'  continued  he,  *  for  I 
must,  unfortunately,  leave  London  this  even- 
ing :  but  may  I  venture  to  ask  the  name  of  one 
in  whose  fate  I  cannot  but  feel  the  deepest 
interest?' 

"  She  made  no  reply,  but  rested  her  fore- 
head upon  his  hand,  which  she  still  grasped. 

"  *  I  do  not  wish,  I  have  no  right.  Madam,' 
continued  he,  '  to  inquire  into  the  mystery  of 
your  distress :  but  is  it  too  much  to  desire  to 
know  who  you  are  ?' 

"  She  remained  silent :  but,  as  the  young 
Soldier  pressed  his  enquiry,  she  loosened  her 
hand  from  his,  and,  raising  her  eyes  with  a  look 
of  agony,  replied — 

"  *  I  regret  that  I  am  constrained  to  deny 
any  thing  to  one  to  whom  I  owe  such  a  debt 
of  gratitude.' 
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"  Captain  Cameron  felt  the  impropriety  of 
urging  further  his  request :  he  gazed  for  a  few 
seconds  upon  the  lovely  countenance  which  was 
turned  on  him,  and  whose  full  eye  and  faint 
smile  spoke  the  sincerity  of  the  feeling  which 
had  dictated  the  reply  that  silenced  him ;  and 
pressing  her  hand,  which  she  again  extended 
to  him,  he  took  his  leave,  saying,  that  he  was 
(satisfied  that  he  left  her  in  the  care  of  a 
gentleman  and  a  man  of  honour ;  and  that  Dr. 
Mac  Alpine  would  not  only  watch  over  her 
recovery,  but  would  afford  her  every  consola- 
tion which  her  unhappy  situation  might  require. 

"  She  thanked  him  with  a  look  that  I  can 
never  forget ;  and,  as  we  quitted  the  room,  I 
perceived  that  her  forehead  had  sunk  upon  her 
hand,  and  her  countenance  displayed  an  ex- 
pression of  utter  wretchedness ;  an  expression 
which,  although  indelibly  imprinted  on  my  me- 
mory, yet,  cannot  be  described  in  words. 

"  As  Cameron  and  I  walked  together  to  the 
barracks,  he  informed  me  that  the  regiment  in 
which  he  was  an  officer,  was  in  the  Peninsula ; 
that  he  had  come  home  to  settle  some  family 
affairs  ;  and  that,  if  he  had  not  already  ex- 
ceeded his  leave  of  absence,  nothing  would 
have  prevented  him  from  doing  every  thing  in 
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his  power  to  place  the  unfortunate  being  whora 
he  had  so  providentially  rescued,  in  the  hands 
of  her  friends. 

"  '  There  is  something  in  that  lovely  and 
unfortunate  woman  which  interests  ray  feelings 
most  powerfully,'  continued  the  young  man; 
*  she  is  certainly  a  gentlewoman  ;  and,  my  dear 
Sir,  you  will  confer  upon  me  a  lasting  obliga- 
tion  if  you  will  write  to  me  the  result  of  your 
enquiries  respecting  her.' 

"  I  promised  Captain  Cameron  that  I  would 
not  fail  to  comply  with  his  request,  and  that  I 
should  not  lose  sight  of  my  patient  until  I  had 
found  out  her  friends.  Our  conversation,  after 
dinner,  chiefly  regarded  her;  and,  at  nine 
o'clock,  when  he  stepped  into  the  mail,  we 
parted  as  if  we  had  been  old  and  intimate 
acquaintances.  There  was  an  open,  generous 
frankness  in  the  young  man  which  delighted 
me,  and  I  could  not  avoid  fancying  that  the 
event  which  had  occurred  had  made  an  im- 
pression upon  his  heart  which  would  not  easily 
be  obliterated. 

"  On  the  foyowing  morning,  when  I  called 
at  the  receiving-house,  I  found  my  patient  up 
and  dressed.  The  effects  of  her  submersion 
had    subsided  ;    her  loveliness    and    elegance 
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were  more  apparent,  than  the  day  before ;  and 
the  melancholy,  which  hung  over  her,  rather 
added  than  diminished  the  interest  which  she 
could  not  fail  to  excite  in  every  one  who  saw 
her.  She  gracefully  bowed  her  head  as  I 
entered  the  i^artment,  and  replied  to  my 
enquiries  after  her  health  and  feelings  in  a 
satisfactory  manner:  but  she  preserved  a  de- 
termined silence  to  every  question  respecting 
her  name  or  family. 

"  It  was  impossible  that  the  poor  lady  could 
remain  where  she  was ;  and  yet,  as  no  infor- 
mation could  be  obtained  of  her  family,  a  ques- 
tion arose — what  was  to  be  done  with  her  ? — 
The  keeper  of  the  Humane  Society's  house 
suggested  sending  her  to  Mount  Street  Work- 
house ;  but  to  this  proposition  I  could  not  con- 
sent, seeing  that  she  was  a  lady,  and  her  man- 
ners were  evidently  those  of  refined  society  : 
I,  therefore,  had  her  removed  to  a  lodging  in 
Knightsbridge ;  and  expected,  in  a  few  days, 
through  the  medium  of  the  newspapers,  either 
to  bring  forward  her  relations,  or  to  prevail  on 
her  to  divulge  her  name  and^  circumstances. 
Alas !  in  less  than  two  days,  she  became  insane. 

"  It  required  no  medical  skill  to  perceive 
that  the  wretchedness  of  life  was  the  only  pic- 
ture present  to  the  mind  of  my  poor  unknown  ; 
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and  that  it  was  the  desire  of  escaping  from 
this  condition,  whatever  might  be  its  origin, 
which  had  impelled  her  to  attempt  suicide. 

"  What  if  8ome  little  pajme  the  passage  have, 
That  makes  frail  flesh  to  fear  the  bitter  wave  ? 
■    Is  not  short  payne  well  borne  that  brings  long  ease, 
And  lays  the  soul  to  sleep  in  quiet  grave  ?"* 

To  such  delusive  reasonings  had  she  listened, 
until  the  delirium  they  induced  had  overpowered 
her  judgement ;  and,  therefore,  I  was  not  sur- 
prized at  the  result. 

"  The  landlady  of  the  lodging,  whom  I  had 
engaged  to  sit  with  her,  and  who  had  sent  for 
me,  told  me  that  she  had  done  nothing  but 
sigh,  day  and  night,  ever  since  she  had  entered 
her  house  ;  that  she  seemed  immersed  in  deep 
thought ;  and  never  moved : — on  the  first  night 
she  was  obliged  to  put  her  to  bed,  where  she 
had  since  then  remained,  as  she  refused  to  get 
up,  and  even  to  take  nourishment. 

"  '  Poor,  young,  innocent  dear! — I  would  do 
any  thing  to  serve  her — her  smile  is  so  beautiful. 
You  may  depend  upon  it,'  continued  the  kind- 
hearted  woman,  *  there  is  something  pressing 
upon  her  heart.' 

"  *  Has  she  not,'  said  I,  '  made  any  allusion 
to  her  friends  ?' 

♦  Spencer. 
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'"  *  Heaven  bless  her!  Sir,'  replied  she,  «  not 
a  word  has  passed  her  lips  until  this  morning, 
a  few  minutes  before  she  appeared  so  wild  : — 
she  then  sobbed,  just  for  all  the  world  like 
a  hysterical,  most  piteously;  and  afterwards 
muttered,  '  Where  shall  we  go? — where  ? — 
where  ?'  I  could  have  sat  down  and  cried 
with  her — it  is  some  disappointment  in  love — 
she  is  broken-hearted.  Sir !' 

"  There  was  apparently  much  truth  in  the 
good  woman's  remark ;  but,  from  seeing  a  mar- 
riage ring  on  the  stranger's  finger,  I  was  more 
disposed  to  attribute  the  malady  to  some  domes- 
tic affliction,  than  to  love.  On  contemplating 
its  victim,  I  could  not  avoid  reflecting  how  fre- 
quently an  erroneous  education  is  the  most  in- 
fluential cause  of  insanity,  particularly  in  fe- 
males. Excessive  indulgence,  and  a  defect  of 
moral  discipline,  engender  caprice  and  violent 
passions,  which  lay  a  ground-work,  or,  in  medi- 
cal language,  form  a  predisposition  to  the  dis- 
ease in  the  moral  afiFections  of  the  person  ;  and 
the  higher  the  scale  of  intellect  in  the  individual, 
the  stronger  the  predisposition  operates.  How 
little  do  parents  reflect,  when  pushing  to  the  ut- 
most, the  mental  powers  of  the  child,  that  they 
are  sacrificing  its  physical  and  moral  health. 

"  When  I  entered  the  apartment  of  the  poor 
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maniac,  she  was  sitting  up  in  bed,  moving  lier 
body  with  a  slow,  pendulous  motion,  and  her 
eyes  staring  upon  vacuity^  I  tried  to  arrest 
her  attention,  but  it  was  in  vain :  she  seemed 
utterly  unconscious  of  anything  around  her, 
and  the  hysterical  fit,  which  the  landlady  men- 
tioned, had  terminated  in  a  mild,  low  delirium, 
in  which  the  ideas,  passing  through  the  brain, 
were  giving  rise  to  imperfect  and  incoherent 
sentences. 

"  '  Do  you  mourn  ?'  said  she,  in  a  low  tone 
of  voice :  and  then,  laughing  wildly,  she  sung, 
in  a  sweet  and  plaintive  measure — 

*  O,  mourn  no  longer, 
Death  is  strong,  but  love  is  stronger  !'* 

From  this  turn,  which  the  insanity  had  as- 
sumed, it  was  possible  that  the  poor  maniac 
might  soon  become  the  subject  of  violent  ex- 
citement ;  and,  consequently,  besides  the  me- 
dical management  which  the  case  demanded,  it 
was  necessary  to  place  her  under  the  care  of 
a  person  accustomed  to  the  treatment  of  the 
insane :  a  keeper  was  consequently  procured, 
and  the  assistance  of  a  physician  of  eminence 
in  mental  affections,  was  called  in. 

"  In  this  manner  five  months  passed  away. 


•  Kerfaludy,  the  Hungarian  Petrarch. 
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without  any  decided  improvement  in  the  con- 
dition of  our  patient ;  whilst,  at  the  same  time, 
it  became  as  evident  that  she  would  soon  be- 
come a  mother.  The  bloom  of  health  and  of 
beauty  had  nearly  disappeared  from  her  cheek  ; 
her  round,  and  beautifully  oval  face  had  grown 
thin  and  emaciated ;  the  eye  was  sunk  within 
its  hollow  socket ;  and  the  countenance  was  pale 
and  dejected.  During  all  this  time,  not  the 
smallest  information  had  been  obtained  who,  or 
whence  she  was.  On  many  occasions,  the 
wild  and  alarming  aspect  of  her  countenance, 
excited  an  apprehension  that  the  attack  would 
terminate  in  furious  and  permanent  mania : 
but  a  benevolent  Providence  decided  other- 
wise :  the  light  of  reason  again  shed  its  beams 
upon  the  mind  of  the  unfortunate  lady ;  and 
made  us  acquainted  with  her  melancholy  story. 
"  Mrs.  Atkinson — for  it  was  she — the  same 
Caroline  Ashton,  whose  story  the  Veteran  had 
detailed  to  me,  that  had  been  thus  driven,  by 
excessive  grief,  domestic  sorrow,  and  disap- 
pointed hopes,  to  attempt  suicide, — now  in- 
formed us  of  her  relationship  to  Lady  Fancourt. 
I  knew  nothing  of  her  Ladyship ;  but  the 
same  excellent  physician,  to  whose  kind,  un- 
remitting attention  the  recovery  of  our  poor 
patient  was  chiefly  to  be  attributed,  was  ac- 
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quainted  with  ber ;  and  undertook  the  task  of 
waiting  upon  her,  both  to  inform  her  of  the 
situation  of  her  niece,  and  to  concert  measures 
for  her  restoration  to  her  family.  Our  hopes  in 
both  instances  were  frustrated :  her  Ladyship 
would  not  see  her  unhappy  relative ;  but  she 
wrote  to  her  father,  whose  name  neither  our 
patient  nor  Lady  Fancourt  would  divulge,  and 
who,  we  were  told,  was  inexorable. 

"  After  four  months'  negociation,  this  unna- 
tural parent  agreed  merely  to  allow  her  a  small 
annuity,  provided  she  would  give  up  her  child, 
who  was  then  three  months'  old  ;  and  that  she 
would  endeavour  to  obtain  the  situation  of  a 
governess  in  some  respectable  family,  until  her 
husband  should  return  to  support  her.  For 
some  weeks  she  proudly  spurned  this  proposal ; 
but,  as  she  had  no  other  means  of  subsistence 
than  that  which  we  afforded  to  her — tired  out, 
hopeless,  and  dismayed  by  the  dark  cloud  which 
hung  over  the  future,  and  contemplating  the 
prospect  of  the  wretchedness  of  life  which  must 
follow  her  determination  not  to  part  with  her 
child,  her  resolution  began  to  waver.  Her  re- 
ligious principles,  also,  were  not  the  strongest, 
and,  therefore,*  that  gloom  and  melancholy 
again  settled  upon  her  countenance,  which  I 
knew  must  inevitably  terminate  in  a  second 
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attempt  at  self-destruction.  Could  it  indeed  be 
otherwise  ? — it  was  not  the  failure  of  ambitious 
views,  nor  false  pride,  nor  the  dread  of  private 
contempt,  that  was  operating  so  injuriously 
oa  her  mind — but  she  felt  that  the  last  hold 
upon  her  affection  was  to  be  torn  from  her 
bosom — the  only  being  that  was  now  dear  to 
her: — her  child — was  to  be  exchanged  for  the 
pittance  which  was  to  sustain  her  wretched  ex- 
istence. 

"  Although  I  was  convinced,  that  giving  up 
the  infant  was  not  only  essential,  but  the  sole 
chance  of  the  unfortunate  lady  obtaining  the 
means  of  subsistence  as  a  governess,  and  was 
also,  probably,  the  only  means  that  might  bring 
about  a  reconciliation  with  her  friends,  yet  I 
could  not  urge  the  separation.  I  had  been 
present  at  the  birth  of  the  babe  ;  I  had  seen  it 
laid  in  the  maternal  bosom  ;  and,  whilst  it 
nestled  there,  I  had  witnessed  the  tears  of 
mingled  joy  and  of  sorrow  which  the  mother 
shed  over  its  entrance  into  life. 

"  *  Thy  father,  my  dear  infant !' — did  she  say, 
as  she  gazed  intently  upon  it—*  where  is  he  ?' 
— then  sighing  deeply,  and  pressing  the  child 
closely  to  her  bosom,  she  gave  vent  to  a  flood 
of  tears. 

"  I  am  not  one  of  those  who  affect  sanctity  ; 
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but,  at  such  a  moment,  it  was  impossible  not 
to  acknowledge  the  counteracting  influence 
which  a  firm  religious  reliance  on  Divine  aid 
would  have  afforded  to  the  utter  despondency 
which  now  pressed  upon  the  humbled  pride  and 
disappointed  hopes  of  this  wretched  woman. 
To  that  never-feiling  source  of  consolation  she 
had  not  been  taught  reverently  to  look  up* 
Her  strong  and  energetic  mind  could  have 
proudly  triumphed  over  the  tyranny  of  fortune, 
but  it  could  not  perceive,  in  the  wound  which  her 
affections  had  sustained,  in  the  disappointment 
of  cherished  wishes,  the  advantage  of  that  ne- 
cessary discipline  which  the  paternal  wisdom 
of  Providence  exercises  over  mortals;  perhaps, 
in  chastening  the  mind,  to  wean  it  from  the 
world,  and  to  refine,  and  exalt,  and  fit  it  for  a 
happier  state  of  existence.  But,  although  the 
feelings  of  Mrs.  Atkinson  were  closely  allied 
with  the  world,  yet  it  was  impossible  not  to 
sympathize  with  them.  In  the  very  morning 
of  life,  she  had  felt  the  sting  of  cold  neglect  in 
return  for  the  most  ardent  love :  condemned 
by  the  world;  cast  off  by  her  relations;  de- 
serted by  the  father  of  her  child :  if  she  had 
erred,  her  sufferings  were  more  than  commen- 
surate to  the  fault. 
"  It  was  not  in  me  to  urge  the  separation  of 
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the  mother  and  child  ;  but  Dr.  B ,  who  had 

felt  -an  unasual  interest  in  our  joint  patient, 
saw  the  paramount  importance  of  the  measure; 
and  he  persuaded  the  heart-broken  parent  that 
it  was  the  most  likely  method  of  pacifying  the 
anger  of  her  father,  and  procuring  that  educa- 
tion for  her  infant  which  she  would  necessarily 
wish  it  to  have,  whatever  might  be  her  own 
future  condition.  With  respect  to  a  temporary 
provision  for  Mrs.  Atkinson  herself,  I  fortu- 
nately had  it  in  my  power  to  assist  her :  a 
relation  of  mine,  in  the  north  of  Scotland, 
being  anxious  to  obtain  the  assistance  of  an 
accomplished  English  lady  to  superintend  the 
education  of  her  daughters. 

"  I  shall  not  attempt,  because  it  would  be 
vain,  to  describe  the  parting  of  the  mother  and 
her  child :  the  hours  she  gazed  upon  it,  as  it 
lay  in  innocent,  unconscious  slumber  upon  her 
knee ;  the  tears  that  poured  in  streams  from 
her  eyes ;  the  sighs  that  seemed  to  tear  asun- 
der her  bosom  ;  the  kisses  that  were  imprinted 
upon  the  lips  and  breast  of  the  sleeping  babe  ; 
the  many  times  it  was  taken  back  after  it  was 
given  into  the  arms  of  the  nurse  who  was  sent 
for  it  from  Lady  Fancourt's : — how  often  the 
mantle  in  which  it  lay,  was  unfolded  to  permit 
oire  more  look  to  the  distressed  mother ;  her 
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earnest  charge  to  the  nurse — '  O,  beseech  my 
aunt  to  be  kind  to  my  darling !' — and  the  heart- 
rending shriek  that  penetrated  my  very  soul, 
as  I  handed  the  nurse  with  the  infant  into  the 
carriage,  and  the  wretched  mother  fell  almost 
lifeless  into  my  arms. 

"  A  fortnight  passed  before  the  afi9icted  lady 
recovered  sufficient  composure  of  mind  to  com- 
mence preparations  for  her  journey  to  Scot- 
land. I  had  called  daily  in  Portland  Place  to 
inquire  into  the  health  of  the  infant.  After  a 
few  days  I  was  told  it  was  sent  away ;  but  I 
could  obtain  no  information  of  its  destiny  from 
Lady  Fancourt,  who  only  assured  me  that  it 
was  safe  and  well.  She  displayed,  in  every 
reply  to  my  anxious  inquiries,  the  most  heart- 
less disposition  towards  her  afflicted  niece. 

"  *  She  has  selected  her  own  path  of  life. 
Dr.  Mac  Alpine,'  would  she  say,  *  and  must 
abide  by  the  consequences.' 

"  '  But  think.  Lady  Fancourt,  of  the  misery 
which  she  has  suffered.' 

"  *  It  is  the  natural  consequence  of  such  con- 
duct,' was  her  reply;  *  and  her  greatest  wisdom 
is  to  submit  in  silence.' 

"  *  But  her  father,  surely,  will  not  refuse  to 
see  the  heart-broken  sufferer  ?  I  understand 
he  is  in  this  country.' 
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"  If  he  take  my  advice,'  said  her  Ladyship, 
'  he  will  not  see  her  at  present : — he  has  a  duty 
to  perform  to  his  other  daughter :  it  would  be 
improper  to  allow  the  sisters  to  meet.' 

^'  I  was  so  shocked  with  the  sentiments  of 
this  cold-hearted  woman  of  the  world,  that  I  was 
resolved  never  again  to  see  her;  and, therefore, 
I  begged  that  she  would  inform  me  of  the  name 
and  residence  of  Mrs.  Atkinson's  father :  but, 
to  this  request,  her  liadyship  returned  a  de- 
cided refusal ;  and,  until  I  heard  the  narrative 
of  the  old  Colonel,  I  remained  Ignorant  of  the 
name  and  parentage  of  my  unhappy  patient, 
who,  in  detailing  her  misfortunes,  had  stu- 
diously avoided  every  allusion  to  her  father. 

"  A  settled  melancholy  seemed  to  be  the 
destiny  of  this  unfortunate  woman ;  and  I 
dreaded  lest  it  should  interfere  with  the  perform- 
ance of  her  duties  in  my  friend's  family  ;  yet, 
there  remained  no  alternative  to  this  disposal 
of  her.  In  a  week  afterwards,  every  arrange- 
ment being  effected,  I  conveyed  her  to  the 
mail-coach,  and  placed  her  under  the  charge  of 
a  gentleman  who  was  going  to  Edinburgh.  I 
had  previously  received  from  her  the  grateful, 
heart-felt  thanks  of  a  wounded  spirit:  and, 
whilst  her  arms  were  thrown  around  my  neck, 
and  her  tear-bedewed  face  buried  in  my  bosom, 
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and  I  felt  the  impress  of  her  lips  upon  my 
forehead)  I  bade  '  God  bless  her,'  shook 
her  by  the  hand,  and  saw  the  last  of  an 
individnal  whose  personal  charms,  energetic, 
and  highly  cultivated  mind,  and  amiable  and 
fascinating  manners,  deserved  a  better  fate: 
and  whose  misfortunes  made  an  impression 
upon  my  feelings  that  time  has  not  been  able 
to  obliterate. 

"  She  did  not  long  remain  in  the  family  of 
my  friend ;  for,  her  father  having  died  soon  af- 
terwards, she  found  herself  in  the  possession  of 
an  annuity  of  two  hundred  a  year:  and  having 
determined,  if  possible,  to  regain  her  child, 
she  left  Scotland.  Colonel  Standard  informed 
me  that  she  had  been  in  America,  soon  after  he 
and  his  family  had  quitted  Savannah ;  and  that 
he  had  lately  ascertained  that  she  had  returned 
to  Europe.  He  also  informed  roe  that,  al- 
though his  family  regarded  this  journey  into 
the  Highlands  as  a  mere  tour  of  pleasure,  yet 
he  had  V  made  it  partly  with  a  view  of  obtaining 
some  account  of  Mrs.  Atkinson.  The  only 
information  that  was  at  all  satisfactory,  he  had 
procured  from  a  banker  in  Edinburgh,  through 
whose  hands  her  annnuity  was  paid  ;  but  this 
gentleman,  perhaps  afraid  that  Atkinson  would 
discover  her  retreat,  which  he  had  been  endea- 
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vouring  for  some  time  to  effect,  would  say  no- 
thing more  than  that  she  was  in  Scotland." 

The  Veteran,  who  had  in  my  Joornal  pe- 
rused the  foregoing  account  of  the  sequel  of 
his  own  story,  was  urgent  in  his  inquiries, 
whether  I  knew  any  thing  more  of  Atkinson  ; 
and,  also,  if  Cameron  were  still  alive  ?  I  told 
him  that  I  had  seen  both  of  them  after  the  events 
which  be  had  read  of ;  and,  if  he  would  tax  his 
patience  for  another  hour,  he  would  find,  in  the 
Journal,  all  that  I  knew  of  either  party. 


In  order  to  prepare  the  reader  for  this  nar- 
rative, however,  it  is  necessary  for  the  Editor 
to  inform  him  of  an  Episode  in  the  life  of  his 
deceased  friend,  which  had  shadowed  every 
subsequent  moment  of  it,  and  laid  the  founda- 
tion of  that  sombre  cast  of  disposition  which 
now  characterized  him,  and  which  appeared  to 
the  old  Colonel  completely  inexplicable,  as  it 
was  at  variance  with  the  gay,  volatile,  open, 
carelessness  of  his  deportment,  when  be  bad 
enjoyed  the  hospitality  and  polite  attention  of 
the  warm-hearted  Veteran,  during  his  short 
residence  in  America.  It  was,  in  truth,  an 
affair  of  the  heart,  which  induced  him,  for  some 
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time,  to  change  the  lancet  for  the  sword ;  and 
to  seek,  in  the  excitement  of  a  military  life, 
relief  from  thoughts  that  were  unde]:mining 
both  his  mental  happiness  and  his  physical 
powers. 

In  mentioning  this  event,  it  is  not  the  inten- 
tion of  the  Editor  to  enter  into  details,  or  to 
record   the  name  of  the    faithless    fair    one. 
Whatever  may  be  the  failings  of  women,  in- 
fidelity  in  the  tender  passion  is  not  often  dis- 
played in  them :   and,    although   the   circum- 
stances, in  this    instance  of  it,    pourtrayed   a 
heart  of  the  most  sordid  kind,  and  the  injury 
inflicted  was  sufficient  to  embitter  the  remain>- 
ing  years  of  the  poor  Doctor's  existence,  yet, 
I  am  certain  that  it  is  consonant  to  the  gal- 
lantry of  his  feelings  to  withhold  the  name  of 
the  lady,  and  also  to  touch  as  lightly  as  possible 
upon  her  failings. 

She  was  a  cousin  of  the  Doctor ;  had  been 
brought  up  with  him  from  childhood  ;  and  been 
always  regarded  by  the  friends  of  both  as  his 
future  wife :  indeed,  so  thoroughly  did  they  ap- 
pear to  understand  one  another,  that  her  last 
letter,  received  a  few  hours  only  before  his  de- 
parture from  Savannah  for  England,  to  fulfil  his 
engagement  by  making  her  his  wife,  indicated 
no  diminution  of  attachment     His  disappoint- 


2S2 

ment  may  be  more  readily  conceiTed  than  d<^ 
scribed,  at  finding,  on  his  arrival  in  London, 
that  the  lady  was  already  the  wife  of  an  old 
man,  an  East-Indian,  who  had  purchased  a 
baronetcy,  and  had  conferred  upon  her  at  once, 
both  title  and  fortune  ;  the  terms  for  which  she 
bartered  affection  and  her  fidth  to  her  lover. 

The  bitter  disappointment  of  the  Doctor  may 
be  readily  conceived ;  for,  as  Hope  is,  of  all 
oar  passions,  that  which  gives  the  greatest  exer- 
cise to  the  imagination,  it,  also,  produces  the  most 
poignant  suffering  when  its  anticipations  fail  to  be 
realized.  The  shock  which  fell  upon  my  poor 
friend's  mental  fabric,  almost  reduced  it  to  a  state 
of  ruin  ;  and,  although  he  struggled  to  reconcile 
himself  to  his  fate,  yet  such  a  degree  of  apathy 
succeeded,  that  his  friends  advised  him  to  leave 
England ;  and,  in  order  to  comply  with  their 
wishes^  he  obtained  the  Surgeoncy  of  the  Forty- 
second  regiment,  with  which  he  shared  all  the 
glory  that  was  shed  upon  that  band  of  heroes 
In  the  Peninsular  war. 


The  sequel  of  the  story  which  the  Colonel 
was  requested  to  read,  was  connected  with  that 
period  of  Dr.  Mac  Alpine's  career  in  the 
army.     In  bis  Journal  it  is   prefaced  by  an 


253 

Essay  upon  Looks;  which,  however,  the  Editor 
has  ventured  to  set  aside  ;  and  merely  to  ex- 
tract from  it  one  or  two  paragraphs :  but  he  fears 
that  many  of  the  readers  of  his  friend's  opi- 
nions, may  think  that  even  these  would  have 
admitted  of  curtailment. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


" whether  we  shall  meet  again,  I  know  not, 

Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take ; 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  shall  smile ; 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Shakspeare. 


'*  What  a  volume  of  ideas  may  often  be 
read  in  a  single  look !  A  man,  after  half  an 
hour's  reasoning,  satisfied  that  every  thing  that 
he  has  advanced  is  convincing,  unanswerable, 
before  his  adversary  has  said  one  word  to  con- 
trovert it,  may  say  to  himself — *  'tis  all  in  vain, 
I  have  wasted  the  breath  of  my  lungs' — his 
look  convinces  me  that  he  does  not  subscribe 
to  one  opinion  of  my  argument. 

*'  In  the  most  ordinary  events  of  life,  we  are 
guided  by  this  principle.  When  I  was  last  at 
Strasbourg,  having  sallied  out  of  the  Hotel  du 
Saint  Esprit,  and  stood  for  half  an  hour  before 
the  fa9ade  of  the  cathedral,  to  admire  the  rich 
decorations  of  its  gates  and  porches,  and  to 
wonder  at  the  astounding  height  of  its  airy 
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spire,  my  mind,  some  how  or  other,  wandered 
to  the  tale  of  Siawkenbergeus,  which  Sterne 
has  made  so  much  use  of  in  Tristram  Shandy. 
It  was  a  story,  dear  reader,  of  a  traveller  who 
had  been  at  the  Promontory  of  Noses,  and 
had  procured  a  nasal  appendage  which  set  the 
whole  city  by  the  ears.  Wrapped  up  in  the 
story,  and  forgetting  what  I  was  gazing  upon, 
I  walked  unconsciously  onwards  until  I  lost 
myself,  the  cathedral,  and  my  road  back  to  the 
Saint  Esprit.  The  street  was  full  of  people : 
it  was  a  French  town,  and  I  felt  no  lack  of 
words ;  yet  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  ask  my 
way,  until  a  young  woman  advanced,  whose 
look  suited  the  occasion,  and  told  me  I  should 
not  ask  in  vain ;  and  I  was  not  mistaken :  there 
was  an  innocency  in  it — an  expression  which 
promised  gentleness  and  soft  responses. 

"  '  I  will  shew  Monsieur  the  way,'  said  she, 
in  the  sweetest  accent  imaginable. 

"  I  could  have  followed  her  to  the  world's 
end  •. — she  only  led  me  to  the  porch  of  the  Saint 
Esprit. 

"  What  is  a  look,  in  fact,  but  a  glimpse  of 
the  soul,  from  the  temple  of  her  divinity,  the 
brain,  beaming  through  the  eyes,  and  giving  a 
pictured  image,  a  visible,  intelligible  impress  to 
that  which  is  itself  invisible  ?  Now  I  Yx)nsider 
the  faculty  of  reading  looks  to  be  the  highest 
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science,  the  traest  philosophy  ;  and  that  to  make 
out  from  them  the  real  condition  of  the  mind,  to 
descry  what  invisible  ideas  are  passing  through 
it,  should  be  studied  by  every  one.  It  enables 
a  man  to  separate  the  genuine  feelings  of  the 
person  from  the  false  shows  that  are  put  on  to 
mask  real  sentiments,  like  the  gorgeous  air- 
castles,  hovering  over  the  abyss  of  the  north,  into 
which  we  are  told  *  the  hapless  traveller  is  often 
seduced  to  enter,  and  so  sinks  to  rise  no  more.'  " 

But  it  is  not  the  intention  of  the  Editor  to 
print  here  his  deceased  friend's  Essay  on  Looks; 
the  public  shall  have  it,  some  day,  in  a  separate 
form.  He  has  introduced  the  above  extract 
merely  to  account  for  the  influence  which  this 
object  of  his  contemplation  had  in  regulating 
many  of  his  actions.  And  having  said  this^ 
much,  he  shall  proceed  with  that  passage  of  the 
Doctor's  Journal  which  he  opened  to  the  Vete- 
ran, to  elucidate  further  the  sequel  of  the  story 
which  had  so  powerfully  roused  his  curiosity. 

After  detailing  a  few  incidents  of  the  voyage, 
he  proceeds. — 

^<  I  had  scarcely  landed  in  the  Peninsula, 
ere  my  first  essay  in  the  service  was  made 
in  the  face  of  the  enemy.  I  had  selected  the 
42d  regiment,  because  it  was  that  of  which  my 
friend  Cameron  was  then  the  Major  ;  and,  as  I 
had  never  before  6een  li  battle,  the  gratification 
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which  I  experienced  on  the  preceding  evening, 
when  I  received  orders  to  be  on  the  ground 
early  the  next  morning,  was  to  me  new  and 
indescribable. 

"  We  were  on  the  ground  at  day-break,  and 
had  taken  up  a  position  on  the  brow  of  a  hill, 
with  a  detachment  of  artillery  on  our  flank. 
The  opposite  hill,  on  which  the  French  army 
was  posted,  was  obscured  by  a  mist,  which, 
like  an  undulating  sea,  filled  the  intervening 
valley,  and  rose  sufficiently  high  upon  the  hills 
to  hide  completely  the  opposing  armies  from 
one  another.  The  French  bands  of  music, 
however,  were  slightly  audible  as  the  morning 
breeze  swept  from  the  declivity  on  which  the 
enemy  was  drawn  up.  All  was  silence  on  our 
side,  except  that,  now  and  then,  was  heard  the 
tuck  of  a  drum,  and  the  words  '  to  advance 
slowly  down  the  hill,'  as  they  were  passed  along 
the  line  ;  varied  only  by  the  sound  of  the  lim- 
bering and  unlimbering  of  the  cannon  in  our 
vicinity.  At  length  the  sun  rose,  and  the  mist 
gradually  began  to  clear,  ascending  in  spirals  on 
the  sides  of  the  hills,  and  displaying  to  each 
army  the  gallant  array  and  bearing  of  its  op- 
ponent.   It  was,  indeed,  an  inspiriting  sight. 

"  Through  the  centre  of  the  valley,  which 
was  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  in  breadth,  con- 
sisting of  very  unequal  ground,  a  small  river 
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wound  its  coarse,  to  the  banks  of  which  the 
French  army  was  advancing,  in  echelon  move* 
ment,  with  colours  flying  and  music  playing,  as 
if  it  were  the  day  of  a  review  rather  than  the 
morning  of  an  actual  battle.  A  few  shots  were 
fired  at  intervals,  along  the  enemy's  line ;  'till 
our  guns,  having  attained  an  advantageous  po- 
sition, began  to  play  upon  their  flank,  making 
gaps  in  their  front ;  which,  however,  were  in- 
stantly filled  up,  without  in  any  degree  im- 
peding their  advancement  Our  battalion  was 
directed  to  take  possession  of  a  small  eminence 
on  the  right,  which  the  French  cavalry  were 
evidently  desirous  of  gaining.  We  made  a  rapid 
movement  under  the  fire  of  our  own  guns ; 
but,  before  we  could  gain  our  object,  a  party  of 
French  cuirassiers  was  perceived  wheeling 
round  the  base  of  the  hill,  as  if  determined  to 
throw  us  into  confusion.  We  were  immedi- 
ately ordered  to  halt  and  form. 

^<  It  was  in  the  short  pause  which  ensued,  as 
we  waited  the  expected  charge,  that  my  atten- 
tion was  first  directed  to  the  impress  of  thought 
which  passing  <;ircum stances  stamps  upon  the 
countenance.  The  officers  near  me  were  brave 
and  excellent  men  ;  their  minds  were  wound  up 
to  the  performance  of  their  duty,  and  there  was 
a  steady  composure  in  the  look  of  each,  which 
indicated  this  determination :  but,  at  the  sam^ 
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time,  I  could  clearly  perceive  amid  the  fixed- 
ness of  that  look,  the  working  of  imagination : 
a  train  of  associated  reminiscences  was  rapidly 
passing  through  the  minds  of  these  daring  men, 
that  were  rendered  only  more  vivid  by  the 
uncertainty  of  the  events  which  the  moment 
involved.  Not  a  word  was  spoken,  except,  in 
a  subdued  tone,  the  occasional  expressions-^ 
'  steady  men,  steady !'  as  a  cannon-ball,  plung- 
ing amongst  us,  hewed  down  a  file  or  two  in 
opening  its  path  through  our  ranks. 

"  The  look  of  each  oflBcer,  at  this  moment, 
visibly  expressed  what  was  passing  in  the  mind : 
— the  parental  fire-side— -the  last  firm  grasp  of 
a  father's  hand — the  parting  embrace  of  a  fond, 
forboding  mother — or  that  of  a  still  more  be- 
loved object,  with  similar  thoughts,  were  swel- 
ling in  the  breasts,  and  impressing  the  looks, 
even  of  those  whose  steadfast  eye  and  collected 
bearing  betokened  nothing  to  the  ordinary  ob- 
server but  the  daring  port  of  the  gallant  soldier. 
None  of  these  feelings  occupied  my  own  mind  ; 
the  only  remaining  scion  of  an  ancient  stock, 
I  had  left  no  parents  nor  family  circle : — gone 
was  the  only  tender  attachment  that  ever  clung 
round  my  heart.  I  had  also  acquired  habits  of 
abstraction,  which  enabled  me  to  command  my 
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attention  under  any  circa  instances;  and,  at  this 
moment,  I  was  turning  over  in  my  mind  the 
inexplicable  operation  of  the  causes  on  which 
the  train  of  our  ideas  depends ;  the  rapidity  of 
th^  vast  current  of  thoughts  which  pass  through 
pur  minds  in  the  shortest  space  of  time,  and 
the  diflFerence  between  association  and  inten- 
tional memory,  when  my  reverie  was  broken 
by  the  body  of  the  orderly  sergeant  being 
brought  into  the  rear,  and  hearing  the  com- 
mand, given  in  a  firm  and  audible  voice — 
*  front  ranks  kneel — rear,  make  ready — pre- 
sent-^fire.' 

"  The  eflFect  was  awful ;  the  charging  horse, 
at  which  the  platoon  was  levelled,  halted  but 
shortly,  only  to  wheel  round,  as  if  to  disengage 
themselves  from  the  bodies  of  the  wounded 
horses  and  dying  horsemen,  which  the  fire  had 
brought  down  ;  and,  before  our  men  could  re- 
cover their  arms,  they  dashed  amongst  our 
ranks,  and  all  was  confusion. 

"  It  would  be  vain  to  attempt  the  description 
of  the  battle,  which  was  now  general ;  the  roar 
of  the  cannon,  the  smoke,  the  shouts,  the  clang- 
ing of  trumpets,  the  groans  of  the  wounded  and 
the  dying,  may  be  conceived,  but  no  accurate 
idea  of  a  battle  can  be  formed  by  the  most 
lively  fancy.     Those  most  actively  engaged  are 
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often  the  most  ignorant  of  the  fortunes  of  the 
field ;  and  victory  may  be  decisive  in  one  part, 
whilst  yet  the  day  is  lost. 

"  Our  poor  soldiers  defended  themselves 
bravely  against  the  horsemen,  who  attempted 
to  ride  them  down  on  all  sides :  Highlandmen, 
however,  display  their  courage  most  on  such 
occasions ;  their  over-eagerness,  which  unfor- 
tunately afforded  the  opening  in  their  ranks 
through  which  the  cavalry  entered,  served  them 
in  the  individual  combats  which  ensued.  The 
slaughter  was  great  on  both  sides,  and  the 
struggle  still  hung  doubtful,  when  a  detachment 
of  the  English  Horse  Guards  rode  up,  and 
gallantly  decided  the  event.  The  remnant  of 
the  French  horse,  for  the  greater  part  of  the 
attacking  party  were  left  dead  on  the  field,  re- 
treated in  disorder  ;  and  left  us  to  take  up  our 
position  on  the  eminence  which  had  been  thus 
contested,  and  which  we  maintained  during  the 
remainder  of  the  fray. 

"  The  first  breathing  moment  discovered, 
among  others,  that  my  friend  Cameron  was 
missing.  I  enquired  eagerly  for  him  :  the  en- 
sign of  the  Company  near  which  I  stood,  the 
son  of  a  tenant  of  my  excellent  friend,  who 
had  come  into  the  regiment  as  a  cadet,  under 
his  patronage,  informed  me  that  he  had  seen 
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him  thrown  from  his  horse,  on  the  onset  of 
the  cavalry,  in  the  efiFort  to  retrieve  the  error 
which  had  opened  the  way  of  the  horsemen 
into  oar  ranks ;  and  that  he  could  not  have 
survived,  as  the  whole  rode  over  him. 

"  Poor  Cameron !  he  had  anticipated  his  fate ; 
and,  on  the  preceding  evening,  had  delivered  a 
paper  to  me,  containing  his  wishes  respecting 
the  disposition  of  his  property,  and  the  com- 
munication of  his  death,  should  he  fall,  to  his 
mother.  He  was  by  nature  as  brave  as  a  lion  ; 
and,  with  the  best  heart,  as  gay,  thoughtless, 
wild,  and  extravagant  as  could  well  be ;  but 
his  brother  oflBcers  remarked  that  he  had 
lately  lost  much  of  the  elasticity  of  his  spirits ; 
that  his  wit  and  hilarity  seemed  to  flow  less 
naturally ;  that  he  read  more  and  talked  less 
than  formerly  ;  that  a  greater  portion  of  his  time 
was  occupied  in  examining  into  the  comforts 
of  the  soldiers,  and  in  visiting  the  hospital  ; 
and,  although  he  was  still  the  life  of  the  mess, 
when  we  were  in  quarters,  yet,  that  he  often 
looked  serious  when  the  chaplain  rapped  out 
an  oath.  With  all  his  apparent  thoughtless- 
ness, he  had  studied  arms  as  a  profession  ;  and 
was,  indeed,  beloved  by  every  man  in  the 
corps.  My  intimacy  with  him  was  that  of  a 
brother.     The  occasion  that  first  brought  us 
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together,  indeed,  was  sufficient  to  have  united 
us  in  the  closest  intimacy  j  and  we  were  both 
genuine  Highlandmen. 

"  On  receiving  his  instructions,  I  ventured 
to  rally  him  on  his  presentiments. 

"  '  I  cannot  help  the  depression  which  has 
lately  seized  me,'  said  he;'  I  have  combated 
with  it,  my  dear  Mac  Alpine,  in  vain ;  it  re- 
turns in  defiance  of  all  my  efforts;  and  my 
old  hypochondriac  uncle,  the  banker,  who  ima- 
gined that  he  was  a  teapot,  and  used  to  stand 
with  one  arm  extended  like  a  spout,  and  the 
other  curved  like  a  handle,  had  not  a  firmer 
conviction  that  he  was  the  useful  utensil  he 
supposed  himself  to  be,  than  I  have  that  some 
cloud  is  impending  over  me.  I  do  not  antici- 
pate more  risk  than  usual  in  the  severe  brush 
with  the  enemy,  which  we  shall  certainly  have 
to-morrow ;  but  you  know,  my  dear  fellow, 
every  ball  has  its  commission.' 

"  I  ventured  to  inquire  whether  his  letters 
from  home,  of  late,  were  as  satisfactory  as  his 
ardent  disposition  expected  ? 

"  "^  Perfectly  so,'  was  his  reply.  *  My  poor 
mother !'  Something  like  a  tear  started  in  his 
eye  ;  and  the  firm  compression  of  his  lips  dis- 
played the  feeling  conflict  which  was  parsing 
in  his  mind.     Recovering  his  self-possession, 
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— *  tomorrow  before  dawn,' — be  exclaimed; 
and,  witb  a  warm  compression  of  tbe  band, 
we  parted. 

"  The  morrow  came ;  and  tbe  last  words 
wbicb  my  excellent  friend  uttered  were  tbese, 
as  be  rode  along  the  rear  of  tbe  regiment — 

**  *  Highlandmen,  be  firm  ;  do  your  duty ; 
maintain  tbe  character  of  the  regiment !' 

"  I  turned  as  he  spoke,  our  eyes  met:  he 
gave  me  a  look  which  I  can  never  forget ;  and 
tbe  powerful  influence  of  which  induced  me 
to  write  my  Essay  on  Looks. 

"  After  the  events  of  tbe  day  were  closed,  I 
walked  out  upon  the  field  of  battle  with  the 
young  ensign,  whom  I  have  already  mentioned, 
to  endeavour  to  recover  the  body  of  our  ex- 
cellent friend.  The  horrors  of  such  a  scene 
cannot  be  conceived  by  those  who  have  not 
witnessed  them. 

"  The  night  was  serene  ;  the  full  orb  of  the 
harvest-moon,  suspended  in  the  deep  concave 
of  an  unclouded  sky,  seemed,  in  the  calm  dig- 
nity of  its  lustre,  to  read  a  moral  lesson  to  mor- 
tals. Amidst  the  turbulence  of  a  battle,  tbe 
mind  is  too  much  excited  to  permit  any  reflec- 
tions upon  passing  events;  but,  in  the  pause 
which  follows,  to  those  not  engaged  in  the  pur- 
suit of  the  retreating  army,  the  serenity  of 
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Nattti*e,  after  such  a  conflict,  produces  a  deep 
sense  of  the  utter  insignificance  of  the  affairs 
of  mortals,  the  turmoils  of  ambition,  and  the 
rise  or  fall  of  empires,  in  the  great  scheme  of 
the  universe.  We  had  felt  the  stirring  pas- 
sions awakened  by  the  share  which  we  had 
taken  in  securing  this  triumph  of  British 
prowess  ;  but  they  were  partly  softened  by  the 
melancholy  object  of  our  walk,  and  almost 
wholly  subdued  by  the  peaceful  loveliness  of 
the  night:  but  other  feelings,  those  of  disgust 
of  our  species,  were  aroused  the  moment  we 
began  to  traverse  the  late  foughten  field. 

*'  Above  us,  all  was  sereneness,  the  still 
magnificence  of  Nature  ;  around  us  lay  the 
dying  and  the  dead,  relics  of  the  fury  of  in- 
fatuated mortals ;  the  horrors  of  the  carnage, 
rendered  more  horrific  by  the  acts  of  those, 
the  followers  of  the  camp,  who  were  now  bu- 
sily engaged  in  stripping  and  plundering  the 
bodies  of  the  slain.  These  wretches  (how  can 
it  be  believed  by  those  who  have  never  wit- 
nessed such  a  scene  ?)  were  chiefly  women ! 
Well  might  the  poets  say,  in  the  fable  of  Pro- 
metheus, '  that,  in  adding  to  the  original  clay, 
in  his  formation  of  man,  some  ingredient  taken 
VOL.  I.  N 
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from  jevery  animal ,  he  applied  the  vehemence 
of  the  enraged  lion  to  the  haman  breast*.' 

«*  There  is  one  eflFect  of  moonlight,  which 
every  accurate  observer  must  have  remarked : 
vsrhen  the  beams  are  reflected  from  the  ripple 
of  a  shallow  stream,  the  objects  betwixt  the 
flickering  light  and  the  spectator,  being  entirely 
in  shadow,  if  they  be  moving  objects,  assume 
a  pecaliar,  almost  unearthly  character.  On 
the  present  occasion,  the  persons  thus  situated 
were  numerous ;  busied  in  their  horrid  pccupa- 
tion,  they  seemed  like  a  troop  of  demons,  in 
perfect  accordance  with  the  work  in  which 
they  were  engaged.  The  ground  was  strewed 
with  helmets,  caps,  swords,  and  muskets ;  dis- 
mounted cannon  and  their  broken  carriages ; 
the  carcases  of  horses ;  and  the  mutilated  bo- 
dies of  dying  men,  mingled  with  the  still  more 
mutilated  dead.  The  spots  where  the  contests 
had  been  most  severe,  were  marked  by  the 
heaps  of  the  slain.  Our  attention  was  parti- 
cularly attracted  to  a  small  village,  which  the 
stream  half  encircled,  giving  the  ground  on 
which  it  stood   almost-  an  insular  character ; 


-et  insani  leonis 


Yien  stomacho  appossiusse  nestro. 

Horace,  Carmen  xvi. 
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it  had  been  repeatedly  and  most  resolutely 
attacked  by  the  French,  and  nobly  defended 
by  the  British  Foot  Guards.  The  cottages 
were  unroofed  and  nearly  battered  to  the 
ground ;  each  was  the  temporary  cemetery  of 
the  brave ;  whilst  the  bodies  of  the  enemy, 
who  in  the  last  attack  had  been  pursued  across 
the  stream,  which  was  here  much  widened, 
so  blocked  up  the  current,  that  it  had  over- 
sowed its  boundaries,  and  formed  a  little  lake 
in  a  recently  reaped  field  on  the  opposite 
bank,  in  which  the  shocks  of  corn  were  still 
standing.  The  ammunition  waggons  passing 
over  the  field  to  pick  up  the  wounded  and  con- 
vey them  to  the  hospitals  ;  the  glare  of  the 
torches  of  the  pioneers,  digging  pits  for  de- 
positing the  bodies  of  their  fallen  comrades ; 
and  the  dreadful  occupation  of  the  harpies, 
who  were  previously  stripping  and  plundering 
them,  impressed  me  with  the  necessity  of  dis- 
covering, as  quickly  as  possible,  the  remains  of 
pay  poor  friend.  There  was  no  difficulty  in  find- 
ing the  spot  where  we  had  sustained  the  charge 
of  the  cuirassiers.  Our  brave  fellows  lay  min- 
gled with  the  horses  and  horsemen  with  whom 
they  had  come  into  close  conbict:  some  still 
grasped  the  bridles  of  their  opponents,  which 
they    held    when    both  had    fallen   together: 
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whilst  others,  by  the  nature  of  their  wounds, 
displayed,  too  palpably,  the  obstinate  courage 
with  which  the  combat  had  been  sustained. 

**  I  turned  my  eye  upon  my  young  fiiend, 
who  stood  beside  me  with  his  chin  resting  on 
his  thumb  and  forefinger,  in  deep  thought- 
fulness,  affording  another  strong  illustration 
of  my  *  theory  of  looks.'  He  had  just  begun 
his  career  in  arms : — might  not  the  soaring  am«> 
bition  which  had  hitherto  fired  his  soul  for 
distinction,  thus  soon  terminate  ? — ^is  it  worth 
the  life  which  is  risked  ? 

'^  I  fancied  I  could  read  these  questions 
passing  through  his  mind,  as  he  gazed  for  a 
moment  in  my  face;  a  thousand  cogitations 
were  crowded  in  that  single  glance:— « 

**  Hope  and  fear,  alternate,  swayed  his  breast , 
Like  light  and  shade  upon  a  waving  field, 
Coursing  each  other,  when  the  flying  clouds 
Now  hide,  and  now  reveal  the  sun*.'' 

But  Imagination,  in  the  morning  of  life,  cheats 
our  intellectual  and  reasoning  faculty.  Before 
my  young  friend's  eye  lay  a  ghastly  heap  of 
mangled  bodies — on  his  ear  fell  the  groans  of 
dying  men — his  reason,  at  the  instant,  strongly 
condemned  war  and  all  its  attendant  evils ;  and 

*  Home. 
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he  silently  wondered  that  man  can  thus  crinQin- 
oasly  imbue  his  hands  in  the  blood  of  his  fel- 
low men  ;  but  no  sooner  did  his  mind  accord  to 
these  truths,  than  fancy  reversed  the  picture — 
painted,  in  the  brightest  hues,  the  image  of  his 
country — plead  the  sacred  duty  of  her  sons  to 
uphold  the  honour  of  her  throne — sounded  in 
his  ears  the  applause  of  the  senates  on  heroic 
deeds  —  pointed  to  the  approving  smile  of 
beauty,  which  hails  the  return  of  the  success- 
ful warrior.  Fancy  was  proceeding  to  heighten 
the  colouring  of  the  sketch,  when  I  recalled 
my  young  friend's  thoughts,  by  laying  my 
hand  upon  his  shoulder. 

"  '  It  is  a  trying  scene,  Campbell,'  said  I, 
*  for  so  young  a  soldier !' 

"  '  It  may  be  so.  Captain  Mac  Alpine,'  re- 
plied he,  erecting  himself  and  folding  his  arms 
upon  his  breast,  *  but  it  has  no  eflFect  upon  me : 
the  soldier,  if  he  fall,  meets  only  the  fate  of 
thousands,  and  his  anxieties  are  ended :  if  he 
survive,  the  gratitude  of  his  country  is  a  suffi- 
cient recompense  for  all  his  hardships.' 

"  '  Come,'  said  I,  '  we  must  not  argue 
the  point;  our  search  for  our  friend's  body 
should  not  end  here ;  we  must  endeavour  to 
secure  it  from  the    talons  of  these  harpies :' 
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ancU  linking  my  arm  in  that  of  Campbell,  we 
again  traversed  the  ground,  closely  examining 
the  features  of  every  corpse  that  displayed  the 
uniform  of  a  field-officer  ;  bat  all  in  vain. 

"  Numeroas  were  the  acts  of  brutality  which 
we  were  forced  to  witness  in  the  performance  of 
this  melancholy  duty.  Many  well-known  fiaces 
were  recognized,  but  the  body  of  our  fnend 
was  not  found. 

*^  What  a  fund  of  reflection  did  these  slaugh- 
tered heaps  present — how  many  ambitious  pro- 
jects— ^how  many  benevolent  intentions — what 
warm  affections — ^what  deep  regrets  and  fond 
imaginings — what  vices  and  doubts — how  much 
g(KxlnesSy  and  how  many  ardent  hopes,  were 
suddenly  extinguished !    I  had  seen  death  in  all 
its  forms ;  but  never  before  had  I  beheld  the 
barbarities  by  which  the  avarice  of  mankind 
augments  the  horrors  of  a  field  of  battle.     Yet 
what  should  we  expect  ? — what  is  war  ? — strip 
it  of  its  glittering  arms,  caparisoned  steeds,  em- 
blazoned banners,  its  music,  imposing  array, 
and  all  its  pomp  and  pageantry — what  is  it  ? — 
murder  in  the  aggregate !— What  is  the  field  of 
battle  but  a  slaughter-house  ?     In  hazarding 
this  opinion,  however,  which  the  scene  around 
me  so  forcibly  impressed,  I  must  not  confound 
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the  soldier  with  his  occupation — a  contempt 
and  indifference  for  personal  danger ;  an  open, 
frank,  and  generous  bearing ;  a  nice  sense  of 
honour,  candour,  gentlemanly  politeness,  and 
attention  to  others ;  devotion  to  the  fair  sex ; 
warmth  of  friendship,  loyalty,  patriotism, 
philanthropy ;  and,  if  to  these  attributes  be 
added  a  liberal  education  and  a  deep  feeling  of 
religion,  where  can  we  find  a  more  perfect 
combination  of  all  that  should  constitute  ^ 
man  ?  Such  were  most  of  my  brother-officers 
— such,  in  all  respects,  was  the  individual 
whose  loss  I  had  now  to  deplore^  and  the 
search  after  whose  mortal  remains  bad  elicited 
the  feelings  and  sentiments  which  I  have  re- 
corded. 

"  How  inscrutable  are  the  ways  6f  Provi- 
dence !  The  affair  of  to-day  had,  to  all  ap- 
pearance, laid  in  the  dust  my  lamented  friend 
Cameron  :  one  of  the  warmest  of  friends,  the 
best  of  brothers,  the  most  affectionate  of  sons, 
and  the  most  unexceptionable  in  character  as  an 
officer  and  a  man ;  whilst  one  of  the  greatest 
libertines  in  the  army,  Captain  Atkinson — for 
he  had  risen  to  a  troop — was  not  only  spared, 
but  was  elevated  to  a  majority,  and  received  the 
public  thanks  of  the  Commander-in-chief.  It 
is,  however,  but  justice  to  acknowledge,  that  he 
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was  an  excellent  ofiQcer:  he  had  studied  h\& 
profession  as  a  science;  and,  both  in  tactics 
and  gallantry,  was  not  surpassed  by  any  one 
in  the  army. 

"  We  failed,  as  I  have  already  related,  in 
finding  the  body  of  poor  Cameron  ;  of  whose 
death,  however,  I  entertained  no  doubt. 

**  In  returning  through  a  field  of  newly- 
reaped  corn,  in  which  the  shocks  had  been 
thrown  down  and  were  scattered  in  every  direc- 
tion, our  attention  was  attracted  by  groans,  pro- 
ceeding, as  it  were,  from  beneath  some  shocks 
that  lay  tumbled  together :  on  removing  them, 
we  discovered  a  corporal  of  my  own  regi- 
ment, severely  wounded  ;  my  excellent  and 
honest,  humble  friend  and  faithful  servant, 
Diigald  Macnab. 

"  *  Hah,  Doctor !'  said  the  poor  fellow,  as  we 
uncovered  him,  *  I  axes  your  pardon  for  being 
so  free  ;  but  you  see.  Sir,  as  how  she  thought 
it  was  all  over  with  her,  should  it  be  some  of 
the  Frenchmen  who  might  be  moving  the 
stacks;  and  when  she  see'd  it  was  you,  her 
heart  sprung  to  her  mouth,  and  the  words  came 
o'  themsels.' 

" «  Never  mind,  my  good  fellow ;  this  is  not  a 
time  for  ceremony.  Where  are  you  wounded  ?' 

"  *  Faith,  it  is  nae  so  easy  to  say.     I  think  I 


2T3 

got  a  scratch  on  the  souther  frae  ane  of  the 
French  dragoons,  just  before  the  pistol  was 
fired  that  winged  me,'  replied  he,  striving  in 
vain  to  raise  himself  upon  his  elbow. 

"  '  You  are  a  non-commissioned  officer  of 
the  Forty-second  ;  do  you  know  any  thing  of 
Major  Cameron  ?'  I  eagerly  enquired. 

'<  «  I  fear,  Sir,'  said  he,  *  he's  come  to  nae 
gude :  I  saw  him  fa'  wi'  his  horse,  in  the 
charge  when  we  were  a'  ridden  down.  Is  he 
missing,  Sir?  —  God  bless  him! — he  was  a 
brave  soger  and  a  good  man.' 

"  Seeing  that  the  wounded  corporal  could 
give  me  no  information  on  the  subject  I  had 
most  at  heart,  I  requested  Campbell  to  get 
some  men  to  convey  the  poor  fellow  to  the  hos- 
pital, and  I  should  remain  near  him  until  they 
arrived.  This  was  done  :  he  was  taken  to  the 
hospital,  and  recovered.  I  kept  my  eyes  upon 
this  excellent  man  until  after  the  affair  of 
Badajoz,  in  which  he  was  again  wounded  in  a 
manner  to  render  him  unfit  for  further  service ; 
and  he  became  my  domestic. 

"  The  hospitals  were  in  a  melancholy  con- 
dition ;  situated  on  a  low,  flat,  moist  piece  of 
ground,  occasionally  overflowed  by  the  river, 
and  almost  nightly  enveloped  in  fogs.  The 
natives  themselves,  indeed,  were  of  a  sickly 
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cast  of  coantenance,  and  aniversally  afflicted 
with  remittents  and  agues ;  it  was  not  remark- 
^le,  therefore,  that  many  of  our  poor  fellows, 
who  had  escaped  the  grasp  of  death  in  the  field 
of  battle,  sunk  the  victims  of  disease  in  the 
hospitals.  Even  officers  in  their  quarters  were 
severely  attacked  with  fevers;  and  the  mor- 
tality spread  so  wide  on  every  hand,  that  a 
feeling  of  hopelessness  and  depression  fell 
upon  us  all,  and  rendered  our  meetings,  at 
mess  and  elsewhere,  scenes  of  the  most  gloomy 
melancholy.  Many  of  the  medical  officers  were 
suffering  under  the  prevailing  epidemic ;  so  that 
those  who  had  withstood  its  influence  were 
overwhelmed  with  their  duties. 

"  I  was  requested  to  see  a  lady  at  the  quar- 
ters of  a  cavalry  officer.  My  surprise  may  be 
conceived,  when  I  mention  that  this  was  a 
Spanish  lady,  under  the  protection  of  Captain 
Atkinson.  Before  me  stood  the  man,  whom  of 
all  others  I  most  detested  ;  with  the  history  of 
whose  cruelty  and  dishonourable  conduct  I  was 
intimately  acquainted.  I  had  never  before  met 
with  him,  although  I  knew  he  was  in  the  same 
division  of  the  army ;  and  I  bad  not  told  to 
Cameron  the  share  which  he  had  in  the  fate  of 
Mrs.  Atkinson,  fearing  that  a  duel  might  place 
my  friend's  life  in  jeopardy.     He  was  a  tall. 
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handsome  man,  in  every  point  a  soldier  ;  with 
a  mild,  pleasing  expression  of  countenance, 
which  ill  corresponded  with  what  I  knew  of 
the  infamy  of  his  conduct,  and  the  badness  of 
his  heart :  his  countenance  was  at  complete  va- 
riance with  my  doctrine  of  looks,  and  made  me 
secretly  acknowledge  the  truth,  that,  although 
we  may  guess  at  a  tree  by  its  fruit,  yet,  that  we 
cannot  look  into  the  hearts  of  men.  All  their 
study  is  to  please,  all  their  labour  to  satisfy 
their  passions,  and  their  endeavours  to  gain 
their  own  ends. 

"  '  I  fear,'  said  he,  bowing,  as  I  entered  the 
little  room  in  which  the  patient  lay,  •  that  it  is 
too  late.  Doctor,  to  save  this  unfortunate  wo- 
man ;  she  has  been  ill  four  days,  the  disease 
is  gaining  ground,  and  the  delirium  is  of  the 
most  frightful  description.  You  will  perceive 
that  she  is  a  Spanish  woman ;  her  attach- 
ment to  me  has  induced  her  to  forsake  her 
friends,  and,  therefore,  I  am  bound  to  protect 
her.' 

"  What  a  remark  from  the  lips  of  such  a 
man!  I  could  scarcely  refrain  from  taxing 
him  with  the  desertion  of  one  who  also  had 
forsaken  her  friends  for  him ;  whose  affection 
was  of  the  purest  and  most  disinterested  kind ; 
who  had  received,  in  return,  only  neglect  an4 
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scorn  ;  and  who  was  the  victim  of  his  cruelty 
and  indifference.  I  looked  at  bim  for  a  mo- 
ment ;  and,  without  replying  to  his  remark,  sat 
down  by  the  bed-side  of  the  patient. 

"  She  was  a  woman,  apparently  scarcely 
twenty  years  of  age,  with  the  dark  hair  and 
pale  complexion  of  her  country-women,  with  a 
fine  intelligent  contour  of  countenance.  The 
continuance  of  the  disease  had  sufficed  to  pro- 
duce emaciation  ^  but  the  suffusion  of  the  eyes, 
the  rolling  of  the  head  on  the  pillow,  the  low 
muttering  delirium,  with  the  action  of  the  arms 
of  the  insensible  patient,  as  if  endeavouring  to 
drive  away  some  imaginary  objects,  and  the 
occasional  picking  of  the  bed  clothes,  satisfied 
me  that  no  favourable  prognosis  could  be  ha- 
zarded. As  I  held  my  fingers  upon  the  pulse, 
I  could  collect  from  the  train  of  ideas  that 
were  passing  through  the  brain,  that  the  poor 
sufferer  believed  herself  again  at  home,  and 
was  pleading  with  her  mother  the  excuse  of 
her  errors. 

"  '  He  is  so  handsome — he  spoke  so  tenderly 
— yes  !  yes !  yes !  loved  me,  mother — yes  !  so 
devotedly.' — She  repeated  the  last  sentence  a 
dozen  times,  till  her  voice  dropped,  and  the 
words  were  confused  in  a  whisper;  then, 
again   raising   her  voice,   staring  wildly,   and 
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jumping  up  in  the  bed,  she  exclaimed — '  Yes, 
yes!  but  see' — stretching  out  her  arms — '  he  is 
gone  ! — come  to  me,  mother ! — I'll  tell  you !' 
and  then  again  she  continued  muttering  in  a 
whisper,  until  she  became  exhausted  and  fell 
back  in  the  bed. 

"  Atkinson,  who  seemed  much  affected,  bit 
his  lips,  as  she  uttered  these  sentences,  and 
stood  gazing  upon  her. 

"  '  Can  nothing  be  done.  Doctor  ?'  said  he, 
with  eagerness. 

"  I  told  him  that  I  feared  not :  but  wrote  a 
prescription,  having  given  my  direction  to  a 
soldier's  wife,  who  acted  as  a  sick  nurse,  and 
was  about  to  depart,  when  he  seized  my  hands, 
thanked  me  hastily,  and  beseeched  me  to  re- 
peat my  visit  in  the  evening.  Although  I 
could  not  but  pity  the  wretched  man,  at  this 
moment,  yet  I  felt  a  cold  shudder  pass  through 
my  frame  as  he  held  my  hand.  My  evening 
visit  was  unnecessary :  I  was  informed,  by  a 
note  from  Atkinson,  that,  two  hours  after  I 
left  his  quarters,  my  patient  breathed  her  last. 

"  What  a  picture  did  the  scene  which  I  had 
just  witnessed  present  of  the  just  dispensations 
of  the  Almighty,  and  of  the  truth,  that  real 
happiness  can  only  exist  when  the  mind  is  in- 
fluenced by  sentiments  totally  independent  of 
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external  circumstances,  namely,  a  conscipusness 
of  rectitude,  and  a  firm  reliance  on  the  benevo- 
lence of  the  Creator.     Here  was  an  individual, 
on  whose  deeds  as  an  oflScer  the  full  tribute  of 
applause  had  been  lavished — the  envy  of  his 
brethren  in  arms — who  regarded  his  triumph 
as  complete,  and    his  expectations  the   most 
lofty,  humbled  in    the  midst  of  his  glorious 
career  ;  his  private  feelings  awakened  to  a  re- 
trospect of  crimes  held  up  to  his  mind's  eye  by 
an  irresistible  power  ;  and  the  still,  small  voice 
of  conscience  whispering  in  his  ears,    *  What 
are  the  honours  which  have  been  heaped  upon 
you  ? — what  all  the  homage  and  command  that 
you  may  win  in  the  narrow  scene  of  this  di- 
minutive world,  to  one  moment's  enjoyment  of 
the  peaceful  repose  of  heart  which  solaces  the 
bosom  of  the  good  and  just  man,  borne  dowa 
by  misfortunes,  turning  his  eye  with  reveren- 
tial submission  to  contemplate  the  mystery  of 
Omnipotent  benevolence  ?' 

"  I  saw  nothing  more  of  Atkinson  while  I 
remained  on  the  Peninsula ;  but  I  heard  that 
the  death  of  this  unfortunate  woman  had  pro- 
duced a  considerable  improvement  in  his  habits. 
He  rose  rapidly  in  rank ;  and,  after  I  returned 
home,  and  had  left  the  service,  he  was  gazetted 
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as  a  lieutenant-colonel.     The  future  history  of 
his  unfortnate  wife  is  still  involved  in  mystery." 


Having  digressed  thus  far  to  give  all  the  in- 
formation requisite  respecting  the  history  of 
Miss  Caroline  Ashton,  the  Editor  has  now 
to  request  the  reader  to  return  to  the  close 
of  the  seventh  Chapter,  the  point  where  the 
Doctor's  Diary  was  interrupted. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

" she  aajs  nothing :  what  of  that  ? 

Her  eye  discourses  ;  I  will  answer  it." 

Romeo  and  Juliet. 


I  HAD  settled  the  matter  in  my  own  mind, 
that  Mr.  Mordaunt  was  over  head  and  ears  in 
love  with  Miss  Caroline  Ashton  ;  and  I  lost 
two  hours'  sleep  in  reflecting  upon  the  nature 
of  that  irresistible  of  all  human  passions, 
which  subjugates  even  human  reason  to  its 
power. 

I  think  it  was  Plato  who  defined  love  to  be 
"  a  pure  pleasure,  derived  from  the  perfection 
of  mind,  a  sympathy  of  soul,  free  from  all 
corporeal  feelings."  But,  were  this  true,  the 
sex  of  the  beloved  object  would  be  of  no  ac- 
count ;  and  moral  charms,  independent  of  per- 
sonal beauty,  elegance  of  form,  and  graceful- 
ness, would  be  sufficient  to  awaken  the  passion 
in  every  bosom  ;  and  the  idea  of  its  ever  oc- 
curring at  first  sight,  would,  in  that  case,  be 
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entirely  out  of  the  question.  Now,  this  I 
deny;  for  that  the  unalloyed  sentiment,  -  the 
purest  and  most  romantic  love,  has  arisen  in 
two  individuals  the  first  moment  they  have  be- 
held one  another  is  undoubted  :  and  many  ex- 
amples in  proof  of  it,  both  from  ancient  and 
modern  history,  might  be  brought  forward, 
were  it  requisite  to  discuss  the  point  so  fully. 
If  this  be  true,  how,  it  may  be  enquired,  is  this 
sudden  romantic  affection  to  be  explained  ?  I 
believe,  in  truth,  it  arises  from  the  influence  of 
that  natural  physiognomical  science  which  we 
all  possess,  and  daily,  and  hourly,  and  momen- 
tarily exercise.  There  is  something  in  the 
look  of  every  person  that  indicates  his  moral 
qualities  ;  and  if  these  be  of  a  descriptioxi 
highly  valued  by  another,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  beauty  or  elegance  of  person  be  added, 
there  is  no  reason  why  that  mutual  sympathy, 
which  attracts  and  binds  the  opposite  sexes, 
should  not  be  at  once  awakened.  It  is  not  a 
matter  of  the  understanding,  nor  a  cool  deci- 
sion of  judgment,  but  a  simple  act  of  that 
occult,  inexplicable,  but  powerful  and  generally 
operating  principle,  which,  for  want  of  a  better 
term,  is  designated  sympathy. 

I  was  half  awake,  conning  over  such  thoughts 
as  these,  when  Dugald,  who  knew  my  early 
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habits,  tapped  at  my  room  door,  and  pro- 
claimed that  it  was  six  o'clock. 

The  morning  was  clear  and  serene ;  the 
bright  blue  of  the  sky  was  unstained  by  the 
smallest  speck  of  cloud:  and,  as  much  rain 
bad  fallen  during  the  night,  the  transparency 
of  the  air  was  so  _  great,  that,  from  my  little 
window,  which  fronted  the  Trosachs,  every 
thing,  even  the  most  distant  objects,  appeared 
as  distinct  as  if  they  were  within  my  grasp. 
Ben  Venue  seemed  lowered  to  half  its  usual 
altitude  ;  and  I  could  distinguish  the  heath  and 
the  mountain-flowers  that  embossed  the  sum- 
mits of  the  rocky  pyramids  in  the  opening  of 
the  glen. 

I  had  gathered  from  Dugald  that  none  of  the 
party  was  yet  astir,  except  the  parson,  as  he 
termed  Mr.  Mordaunt,  who,  he  informed  me, 
bad  left  the  inn  at  five  o'clock. 

**  She  may  be  gane,"  continued  Dugald, 
"  to  shoot  a  brace  o'  moor-fowl,  or  to  snare  a 
trout  for  the  leddies :  but,  yet,  she  took  nither 
gun  nor  fishing-rod.  Weel,  'tis  hard  to  sae 
what  took  her  otit  so  soon,  as  the  air  is  raw 
and  the  dew  thick  upon  the  sod." 

I  was  not  in  a  humour  to  listen  to  more  of 
Dugald's  conjectures  ;  and,  therefore  dismissing 
him,  I  hastily  dressed,  and  following  the  ex- 
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ample  of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  I  walked  out  and 
directed  my  steps  to  the  Trosachs.  My  first 
impressions  on  entering  that  romantic  defile 
were  such  as  I  cannot  describe.  The  glowing 
description  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  bad  prepared 
me  to  anticipate  many  of  its  beauties ;  but  the 
idea  I  had  formed  of  the  whole  fell  far  short  of 
the  scene  before  me.  I  had  visited  most  of 
the  celebrated  passes  of  Italy  and  Switzerland: 
many,  in  point  of  sublimity  and  awful  magni^ 
ficence,  leave  the  Trosachs  far  behind ;  but, 
except  the  Valine  d'Enfer,  between  Freybourg 
and  Schaffhausen,  none  of  them  can  compete 
with  the  variety  of  its  fantastic  features. 

In  tracing  the  road  which  leads  to  the  lake, 
I  found  myself,  at  one  time,  elevated  above 
most  of  the  rocky  fragments  which  compose 
the  pass:  the  craggy  face  and  wild  crest  of 
Binean  rising  on  the  right ;  on  the  left,  the 
base  of  Ben  Venue  groaning  beneath  its  garni- 
ture of  foliage,  richly  tinted  with  the  autumnal 
hues  ;  and,  before  me,  a  slight  glimpse  of  the 
loch.  Again  I  was  lost  in  the  gloom  of  the 
shade  thrown  by  the  trees  shooting  from  the 
rifts  of  the  rocks  on  each  side  of  the  deep  and 
narrow  defile.  At  one  turn  of  the  road,  the 
most  profound  silence  reigned,  interrupted  only 
by  the  gurgle  of  the  little  runnels  which,  clear 
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as  crystal,  crossed  the  rocky  path  :  even  the 
dropping  of  a  morsel  of  withered  twig,  frac- 
tured by  a  bird  forcing  its  way  through  the 
brakes,  or  a  fragment  of  sand  pushed  down  by 
the  tiny  foot  of  the  emmet,  became  audible  : 
at  another,  the  ear  was  suddenly  struck  with 
the  rusli  of  some  mountain  torrent,  concealed 
/rom  sight  by  the  tangled  screen  of  birch, 
hazel,  and  eglantine,  which  covered  the  face  of 
the  crags. 

Emerging  from  one  of  these  dells,  I  sat  down 
upon  a  projecting  point  of  rock,  cushioned  with 
velvety  moss,  to  enjoy  the  warmth  of  the  sun, 
which  had  now  risen  high  enough  to  throw 
his  beams  into  the  many  windings  of  the  pass 
that  opened  to  the  east.  I  was  soon  attracted 
by  the  hum  of  a  bee,  which  alighted  upon  a 
honeysuckle  near  me ;  and  was  observing  the 
artifices  of  the  insect  to  procure  the  honey 
from  the  deep  horn  of  the  flower,  when  a  stone 
rolling  down  from  the  crag  above  arrested  my 
attention,  and,  looking  upwards,  I  perceived 
Mr.  Mordaunt  descending  its  ruggecl  face. 

"  Hah !  Doctor,"  said  he,  "  I  fear  I  have 
interrupted  your  study.  I  had  climbed  to  the 
top  of  this  rocky  knoll  to  pluck  a  wild  rose, 
which  attracted  my  eye  as  I  was  strolling  down 
the  pass." 
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I  was  almost  tempted  to  say  that  I  could 
guess  for  whom  it  was  intended  :  but  I  merely 
remarked  that  he  had  displayed  the  taste  of  the 
poet  in  his  selection  of  the  flower. 

"  I  linow  no  object  in  nature,"  said  be, 
"  so  beautiful  as  the  opening  bud  of  the 
wild  rose,  bathed  in  the  morning  dew,  and 
peeping  out  beneath  the  mantle  of  its  fresh 
green  leaves." 

"  Except,"  said  I,  "  the  blushing,  uncon- 
scious maiden,  of  whom  assuredly  it  is  the  em- 
blem." 

"  Hah !  Doctor,"  replied  he,  "  I  perceive 
that  your  gravity  has  not  closed  your  bosom  to 
the  impression  of  beauty." 

"  If  it  had,  Mr.  Mordaunt,  could  it  fail  to  be 
again  opened  after  having  seen  Miss  Caroline 
Ashton  ?" 

"  Certainly  not.  Doctor!"  was  his  response: 
but,  purposely  changing  the  subject,  he  en- 
quired what  I  was  so  earnestly  contemplating 
when  he  perceived  me  from  the  top  of  the 
rock  :  and,  having  explained  to  him,  he  linked 
his  arm  in  mine,  and  chatting  upon  the  promis- 
ing aspect  of  the  weather  for  the  day's  excur- 
sion, we  reached  the  inn,  just  as  Dugald  was 
in  the  act  of  announcing  breakfast  to  Mr. 
Sketchly,  who  w£^s  occupied  in  transferring  to 
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his  portfolio  a  teautifal  group  of  trees  close  to 
the  hoDse. 

The  ladies,  with  the  exception  of  Mrs. 
Standard,  were  already  assembled  and  equipped 
for  the  projected  expedition.  A  large  bearer 
hat,  similar  to  that  which  Reubens  has  painted 
in  his  celebrated  picture  of  the  chapeau  de 
paille,  with  a  black  lace  veil  thrown  over  it  and 
dropping  cai'elessly  upon  the  left  shoulder ;  a 
dark  green  pelisse  fitted  closely  to  her  person, 
and  the  belt  fastened  with  a  gold  buckle,  added 
grace  to  the  tall,  elegant  figure  of  Miss  Standard. 
I  could  perceive  that  Caroline  had  bestowed 
much  care  in  arranging,  in  the  most  pleasing 
negligence,  her  auburn  ringlets,  clustering  be- 
neath a  black  riding-hat,  decorated  with  a  droop- 
ing feather ;  and  a  dark -blue  pelisse,  the  belt 
fastened  with  a  silver  buckle,  displayed  to  great 
advantage  her  airy  figure.  The  enchanting 
smile  with  which  she  returned  our  salutations 
heightened  every  charm  and  lighted  up  almost 
an  angelic  expression  in  her  beautiful  coun- 
^nance.  The  eye  of  her  aunt,  who  now  en- 
tered the  room,  hung  upon  the  lovely  girl  with 
an  enviable  delight. 

"  I  have  found,"  said  Mr.  Mordaunt,  holding 
the  wild  rose  lightly  between  his  fingers  and 
gracefully  advancing  to  Caroline  Ashton,  ^<  a 
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native  of  these  sylvan  regions  that  throws  into 
the  shade  all  the  brightest  beauties  of  the 
court ;  see — the  dewy  tear  still  hangs  upon  her 
blushing  cheek." 

He  presented  the  flower,  which  she  received 
with  a  smile  and  a  graceful  inclination  of  the 
head ;  and  blushed  deeply  while  she  playfully 
remarked,  that  "  she  was  not  surprized  at  Mr. 
Mordaunt's  preference :  art  might  imitate,  but 
could  never  equal  the  unsophisticated  beauties 
of  nature ;"  and,  in  the  simple-heartedness  of 
innocence,  she  placed  the  rose-bud  in  her 
bosom. 

The  eyes  of  the  clergyman  moistened 
with  delight.  Mrs.  Standard  threw  a  look 
upon  him,  as  if  to  read  his  very  soul.  It  was 
evident  that  an  idea,  which  was  a  stranger  to 
her  mind,  had  intruded  itself,  and  was  now 
regulating  the  train  of  her  thoughts.  Miss 
Standard,  also,  who  was  chatting  cheerfully 
with  the  Cantab,  suddenly  became  silent  and 
thoughtful :  and  Aunt  Bridget  gave  the  Advocate 
a  significant  wink.  Mr.  Oatlands  was  in  high 
spirits  ;  and,  not  being  able  to  resist  the  desire 
of  teazing  his  friend,  rose,  and,  advancing  to 
Caroline  Ashton,  requested  leave  to  examine 
the  flower.  "  It  is^  indeed,"  said  he,  "  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  of  its  kind.     Mordaunt,  this 
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is  DO  groandling ;  I  know  the  species  well.  Miss 
Caroline,  this  rose  is  never  foand  bat  shooting 
from  the  clefts  of  the  rocks,  flinging  over  their 
ragged  fronts  its  long,  green,  streaming*  shoots, 
stadded  with  blossoms.  I  was  not  aware  that 
my  friend's  soathron  limbs  coald  have  mastered 
the  crag  on  which  this  bonnie  bad  was  borne. 
Mordaant,  what  was  the  height  ?" 

The  Clergyman  knew  the  humor  of  his  friend 
too  well  to  reply  ;  and  turned  round  to  shake 
the  hand  of  the  Colonel,  who  at  that  moment 
entered  the  room.  The  Advocate,  in  returning 
the  gift  to  its  fair  owner,  enquired  if  she  recol- 
lected the  first  stanza  of  the  fourth  Canto  of  the 
Lady  of  the  Lake.  She  replied  that  she  bad 
read  and  admired  it,  but  did  not  then  re- 
member the  passage.  "  It  is,"  said  Mr. 
Oatlands,  ^'  one  of  the  many  beautiful  passages 
of  that  exquisite  poem  which  impress  them- 
selves indelibly  upon  the  memory.  I  am  a 
poor  hand  at  recitation,  but  I  will  attempt  it." 
And,  with  a  taste  and  feeling  which  astonished 
those  of  the  party  who  had  judged  of  hin^ 
solely  by  bis  mirth,  he  recited  the  following 
lines : — 
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'*  The  rose  is  fairest  when  'tis  budding  new, 
And  hope  is  brightest  when  it  dawns  from  fears  ; 

The  rose  is  sweetest  washed  with  morning  dew, 
And  love  is  loveliest  when  embalmed  in  tears : 

O  wilding  rose,  whom  fancy  thus  endears, 
I  bid  your  blossoms  in  my  bonnet  wave, 

Emblem  of  hope  and  love  through  future  years." 

A  slight  blush  mantled  on  the  cheek  of 
Caroline  Ashton  as  the  Advocate  concluded  the 
stanza.  Mr.  Mordaunt  threw  a  glance  of  re- 
proof upon  his  friend  ;  who,  smothering  a 
roguish  laugh,  his  usual  custom  when  pleased 
with  the  eflTect  of  any  practical  jest,  walked 
carelessly  towards  the  breakfast  table. 

The  party  was  now  seated.  The  steaming 
vase  gave  out  its  curling  clouds  :  eggs,  cold 
moor-fowl,  venison-ham,  broiled  trout,  marma- 
lade, currant-jelly,  and  all  the  other  requisites 
of  a  Highland  breakfast,  to  which  every  one 
seemed  disposed  to  do  justice,  were  rapidly 
disappearing.  The  veteran,  whose  attention 
had  hitherto  been  otherwise  engaged,  now  be- 
gan to  peruse  the  dress  of  his  daughters.  He 
ppeposed  that  plaids  should  be  carried  by  his 
servant  and  Dugald  for  the  women,  as  he 
termed  the  ladies :  "  By  Gad  !"  continued  he, 
"  if  we  meet  one  of  those  mountain-showers 
we  have  so  frequently  encountered  among  the 
hills,  that  silk    pelisse  of  yours,  Biddy,   will 
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make  but  a  sorry  fi^t  The  large  drops  ci  a 
Hig^and  shower  bare  no  reqiect  for  finery." 

^  Drops,  Cdonel !"  said  tbe  Cantab :  ^  did 
you  erer  see  a  drop  in  a  ffighland  Aow&r  ? 
It  comes  down  in  tcnrrents,  not  in  drops." 

The  Advocate  proposed  to  b(»Tow  die  plaids 
of  the  host  and  the  landlady.  *'  I  will  carry 
our  host's  myself  for  Miss  Bridget,"  said  be, 
"  m  wamt  'tis  big  enoagh  for  two." 

Annt  Bridget,  parsing  op  her  lips  to  a  smile, 
and  throwing  back  her  head  to  add  to  the  grace 
of  a  fonnal  courtesy,  thanked  the  Advocate  for 
his  kindness  to  a  forlorn  <Ad  maid.  ^  Bat,  O ! 
Mr.  Oatlands,"  said  she,  *'  you  are  so  fond  of  a 
joke." 

^'  I  am,  indeed,"  replied  he  ;  ^*  but  this  is  no 
joke.  Suppose,  my  dear  lady  !  we  meet  one 
of  these  wholesale  showers  your  brother  talks 
o^  would  it  not  be  very  comfortable  to  be  rolled 
up  together  in  a  cozy  EQghland  impenetrable  ?" 
Miss  Bridget  attempted  to  get  up  a  blush, 
the  failure  of  which  greatly  amused  her 
lively  niece,  who  threw  an  arch  smile  at  Mrs. 
Standard. 

Breakfast  being  finished,  and  the  plaids  de- 
spatched by  the  Colonel's  servant  and  Dugald 
to  the  side  of  the  loch,  the  party  prepared  to 
move. 
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"  Shall  we  not  have  the  pleasure  of  Mrs. 
Standard's  company  ?"  said  I ;  for  I  perceived 
no  signs  of  equipment  in  that  quarter.  "  No," 
she  replied,  "  I  have  no  desire  to  be  drowned 
upon  land.  I  have  seen  enough  of  wild  rocks 
and  glens.  My  curiosity  is  more  easily  sated 
than  that  of  the  young  people  ;"  directing  her 
eye  to  Aunt  Bridget,  who  felt  the  allusion  and 
was  framing  a  rejoinder;  when  the  Veteran, 
who  perceived  an  approaching  skirmish,  with 
excellent  generalship  drew  off  the  weaker 
party,  remarking,  "  Never  mind,  Biddy !  there 
is  no  age  in  taste,  and  we  may  class  ourselves 
among  the  young  as  long  as  we  can  enjoy  their 
amusements." 

"  I  hope  you  have  your  thick  shoes  on, 
Carry,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Standard.  The 
lively  girl  had  already  accepted  Mr.  Mordaunt's 
arm  ;  and,  nodding  assent,  left  the  room  :  Miss 
Bridget  hooked  hers  in  that  of  Mr.  Oatlands, 
who,  also,  carried  her  camp-stool :  Miss  Stand- 
ard took  her  father's  arm  and  mine ;  whilst 
Mr.  Sketchly,  with  his  drawing  apparatus,  and 
the  Cantab,  with  his  botanical  box,  paired  oflF 
in  close  conversation  on  the  organ  of  design. 
In  this  order  we  proceeded  down  the  Trosachs. 

Much  of  the  enchantment  of  this  extraordi- 
nary pass  had  vanished :  the  deep,  clear,  broad 

.        02 


292 

shadows  produced  by  the  sidelong  beams  of 
the  rising  orb  of  day;  the  sparkling  of  the 
dew-drops  on  the  leafy  garniture  of  the  gro- 
tesque knolls,  that  constitute  its  remarkable 
features,  had  passed  away  with  the  freshness 
of  the  morning  hour,  which  had  yielded  to  the 
almost  oppressive  warmth  of  a  brilliant  noon- 
day sun,  in  an  unclouded  sky.  A  remarkable 
effect  of  this  change  struck  me  forcibly:  in- 
stead of  the  powerful  influence  of  even  the 
smallest  noises  upon  the  ear,  the  conversation 
of  the  groups  passing  on  before  us,  at  no 
great  distance,  was  scarcely  audible  ;  except, 
now  and  then,  when  the  hearty  laugh  of  the 
Advocate  indicated  that  he  was  succeeding  in 
extracting  some  amusement  from  the  remarks 
of  Aunt  Bridget.  There  seemed,  indeed,  as  if 
none  but  those  in  our  immediate  group  of  the 
party  were  in  the  pass.  My  companions  were 
not  less  struck  with  this  circumstance  than  I 
was,  and  Miss  Standard  requested  me  to  ex- 
plain it :  but,  before  I  could  frame  my  reply, 
the  Veteran  had  afforded  the  explanation  in  his 
own  way. 

"  Why,  don't  you  perceive,  my  dear  Letitia," 
said  he,  gently  withdrawing  his  daughter's  arm 
from  his,  and  assuming  a  military  position,  at 
the  same  time  extending  his  cane  like  a  sword. 
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as  if  about  to  give  the  command  to  a  battalion, 
— '^  don't  you  perceive  that,  in  this  narrow  de- 
file, with  a  hot  sun  over  our  heads,  we  are  ex- 
actly like  mice  in  an  air-pump  ?" 

"  You  are  quite  right.  Colonel,"  added  I ; 
"  but  is  it  not  extraordinary  that,  although  this 
effect,  evidently  depending  upon  the  great  ra- 
refaction of  the  atmosphere,  must  have  been 
often  observed,  yet  it  is  not  mentioned,  at  least 
I  do  not  remember  seeing  it  remarked  upon, in 
any  work  on  pneumatics  ?" 

"  I  have  often  observed  the  same  effect  of 
heat,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  when  on  duty  in 
America." 

Miss  Standard  here  ventured  to  remark  that, 
not  only  was  the  power  of  sound  di  minished  in  this 
state  of  the  atmosphere,  but  that  of  vision  also. 

"  Yes,  Madam,"  replied  I,  delighted  to  per- 
ceive that  she  took  an  interest  in  this  kind  of 
conversation ;  "  that  is  owing  to  the  greater 
degree  of  refraction  of  dry  air ;  whereas,  in  a 
moist  atmosphere,  the  rays  of  light  proceed 
nearly  in  straight  lines  to  the  eye." 

"  I  comprehend  your  explanation.  Doctor," 
said  she,  "  and  presume  that  the  very  clear  view 
of  distant  objects,  which  I  have  often  observed 
in  the  course  of  our  tour,  is  owing  to  the  con- 
stant moist  state  of  the  atmosphere  in  these 
mountainous  regions." 
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The  Veteran  was  pleased  with  the  remarks 
of  his  daughter,  and  smiled.  "  By  Grad !" 
added  he,  "  it  is  often  most  extraordinary ; — 
you  must  recollect,  Letty,  my  dear,  how  much 
we  were  struck  with  this  circumstance,  in 
looking  at  Ben  Nevis  from  the  inn  at  Fort 
William ;  although  the  distance  is  full  eight 
miles,  yet,  we  saw  the  summit  as  distinctly 
as  if  within  half  a  mile  of  it.  The  whole  of 
the  previous  day,  Doctor,  had  been  one  stone 
sho^wer,  as  we  used  to  say  in  Savannah :  but 
tlie  following  morning  was  a  glorious  one ;  and 
the  landlady  of  the  inn  assured  us  that  we  might 
be  twenty  years  at  Fort  William,  and  not  see 
the  mountain  as  it  appeared  that  morning." 

In  this  manner  the  conversation  continued 
until  we  arrived  at  the  side  of  the  lake.  Poor 
Dugald  had  deposited  his  load  of  cloaks  and 
umbrellas  in  the  boat,  in  which  Aunt  Bridget 
was  already  seated,  whilst  the  rest  of  the  party 
waited  to  deliberate  on  the  course  which  was 
to  be  pursued. 

I  confess  that  I  was  disappointed  with  this 
view  of  the  lake.  Although  it  is  picturesque,  yet 
the  idea  of  its  grandeur  and  its  mountain  walls, 
which  the  perusal  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's  poem 
bad  pictured  in  my  imagination,  was  not  rea- 
lized. The  keen  eye  of  the  Barrister  observed 
what  was  passing  in  my  mind. 
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"  You  are  a  child  of  the  mist,  Doctor,"  said 
he ;  "  yet  I  perceive  that  you  have  fallen  into  the 
mistake  which  is  committed  by  the  crowds  of 
visitors  from  the  south,  who  daily  rush  down  to 
the  Trosach,  full  of  the  Lady  of  the  Lake  and 
Fitz- James.  Now  let  me  be  the  guide  to-day; 
and  let  the  boat,  with  Miss  Bridget,  who  is  al- 
ready fatigued  with  her  walk,  row  quietly  round 
into  the  bay,  and  take  us  up  where  I  shall  point 
ott." 

This  proposition  was  instantly  relished  by  all 
the  party,  except  Aunt  Bridget,  who,  finding 
that  the  Barrister  did  not  enter  the  boat  which 
began  to  move  oflf  from  the  shore,  and  not  hav- 
ing heard  the  plan  which  had  been  proposed, 
began  to  be  alarmed :  raising  her  shrill  voice, 
"  Ob  !  Mr.  Oatlands,"  said  she,  "  is  this  your 
gallantry  ?  Can  you  desert  a  forlorn  old  maid 
who  has  trusted  to  your  promises  ?" 

Roused  by  the  sharp  note  which  struck  his 
ear,  the  Advocate  suddenly  turned  round,  "  By 
Heavens !"  exclaimed  he,  "  I  have  forgotten  to 
communicate  our  plan  to  the  old  lady ;"  and, 
beckoning  to  the  boatmen  to  push  back,  rushed 
half-leg  deep  into  the  water  to  meet  the  boat. 
"  Pardon  me,  my  dear  lady,"  said  he,  gallantly 
pressing  the  long  withered  fingers  which  were 
held  out  to  him  to  his  lips ;  and,  having  hastily 
stated  his  plan,  stepped  back  upon  the  beach. 


As  the  boat  glided  o£f,  Miss  Bridget  waved  her 
handkerchief,  whilst  the  Barrister,  to  the  great 
amusement  of  the  party,  drew  his  from  his 
pocket,  and,  tying  one  part  of  it  round  his  neck, 
and  the  other  round  the  branch  of  a  noble 
beach  which  overhung  the  bank,  stood  with  his 
arms  hanging  down  and  his  head  inclined 
upon  his  shoulder  as  if  he  had  suspended  him- 
self from  the  branch. 

"  See,"  said  Caroline  Ashton,  who  had  in- 
dulged in  the  hearty  laugh  which  the  quaint 
humour  of  the  Advocate  had  created,  "  Aunt 
Bridget  actually  rises  in  the  boat,  as  if  uncer- 
tain whether  her  gallant  Lothario  be  in  jest  or 
earnest." 

"  He  has  spoiled  an  excellent  scene,"  said 
Mr.  Mordaunt,  "  by  his  hasty  resuscitation  ;" 
for,  at  that  moment  having  disengaged  him,  and 
advancing  to  the  party,  he  seemed  to  enjoy  the 
laugh  as  much  as  any  of  those  in  whom  he  had 
provoked  it. 

"  To  prove,"  replied  Mr.  Oatlands,  "  that 
my  resuscitation  is  complete,  I  will  commence 
ray  office  of  guide." 

He  conducted  the  party  round  the  base  of 
a  little  hill  to  the  left  of  the  spot  where  the 
visitors  usually  take  boat ;  from  which  point, 
to  that  where  the  river  issues  which  joins 
the  lake  with  Loch  Achray,  a  succession  of 
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the  most  wild,  romantiCy  and  varied  land- 
scapes present  themselves.  At  one  part,  the 
lofty,  grey  masses  of  the  naked  rock  stretch 
almost  into  the  water,  leaving  scarcely  room 
for  a  single  person  to  pick  a  footing  round 
their  base,  and  form  a  striking  contrast  with 
others,  from  the  fissures  of  which  the  oak,  firmly 
rooted,  throws  his  knotted  branches  and  deep- 
green  foliage  over  the  narrow  path.  Such  is 
the  nature  of  the  foregrounds : — the  distances, 
viewed  across  various  breadths  of  water,  are 
composed  of  the  broad  and  apparently  inacces- 
sible shoulder  of  Ben  Venue,  its  tremendous 
cliffs,  intervening  hollows,  and  scattered  wood 
mingled  with  the  broken  rocks  and  frowning 
precipices  which  indent  its  base. 

"  It  is  a  fearful,  but  highly  picturesque  and 
interesting  scene,"  said  Miss  Standard,  as  the 
whole  party  collected  upon  a  little  plat  of  green- 
sward, formed  by  an  opening  of  the  rocks, 
"  Ben  Venue  certainly  presents  here  all  its 
grandeur  ;   but  it  is  a  gloomy   magnificence." 

The  party  proceeded  under  the  guidance  of 
the  Advocate  ;  and  it  required  some  address  to 
get  the  ladies  through  the  undierwood.  At 
length  the  river  burst  upon  them  in  all  its  wild 
and  boisterous  magnificence.  The  recess  into 
which  they  descended  is  an  awful  wilderness  of 
rocks,  and  woods,  and  rushing  waters;  the  river, 
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the  origin  of  which  in  the  lake  is  here  completely 
obscured,  seems  to  barst  out  of  the  side  of  the 
mountain ;  and,  boiling  along  its  rugged  channel, 
hollowed  in  some  places  in  the  primaeval  rock, 
and  shadowed  beneath  outstretching  oaks,  almost 
As  ancient  as  the  granitic  masses  in  the  chasms 
of  which  they  are  rooted,  is  again  suddenly  lost 
amid  the  lofty  and  thickly  wooded  crags, 
through  which  it  has  evidently  forced  a  passage, 
to  lose  itself  in  the  peaceful  and  glassy  sheet 
of  Loch  Achray.  The  suddenness  with  which 
they  had  been  transported  into  this  apparently 
inaccessible  mountain-recess,  where  all  was 
wrapt  in  twilight  gloom  and  mystery,  and  not 
a  sound,  save  the  rush  of  the  rapid  torrent, 
broke  upon  the  ear,  produced  the  most  striking 
expression  on  the  intelligent  countenances  of 
Miss  Standard  and  her  cousin.  The  Advo<»te 
enjoyed  the  astonishment  thus  excited,  not  only 
in  the  ladies,  but  in  the  whole  party,  none  of 
which  had  ever  been  here  before. 

"  I  hope  you  are  now  convinced,"  said  he, 
addressing  Caroline  Ashton,  with  the  beam  of 
exultation  glittering  in  his  eye,  "  that  this 
northern  land,  rich  in  that  most  blessed  of  all 
manna,  oatmeal,  and  that  most  sovereign  of 
all  balms,  whiskey,  equals,  if  it  does  not  sur- 
pass, your  much-lauded  Switzerland  in  the 
picturesque. 
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"  This  is  indeed,"  replied  she,  "  a  most  ex- 
traordinary and  romantic  spot." 

"  You  see,"  said  Mr.  Mordaunt,  whose  look 
bespoke  the  pleasure  he  experienced  in  the 
astonishment  of  his  lovely  companion,  "  that, 
under  the  quaint  humour  of  my  friend,  is 
hidden  a  refined  taste,  and  a  perception  of 
the  sublime  and  beautiful  which  is  associated 
only  with  the  highest  class  of  intellect." 

"  At  your  old  tricks,  Mordaunt!"  said  the 
Advocate.  "  Flattery,  Miss  Caroline,  is  the 
besetting  sin  of  my  friend." 

"  I  have  perceived  no  indication  of  that  vice, 
as  yet,  in  Mr.  Mordaunt,"  replied  Caroline. 

"  Hem !"  ejaculated  Mr.  Oatlands,  straining 
his  penetrating  eye  upon  the  Clergyman,  who 
felt  the  full  meaning  of  the  interjection ;  and 
was  about  to  divert  the  conversation  into  an- 
other channel,  when  the  attention  of  every  one 
was  suddenly  arrested  by  the  exclamation — 

"  Oh,  Heavens !"  from  Miss  Standard,  who, 
having  advanced  a  short  way  into  the  gloom  of 
the  recess,  was  now  hastily  retreating.  She  was 
followed  by  a  being  scarcely  human,  not  unlike 
the  idiot  described  in  the  tale  of  Wandering 
Willie,  who  had  suddenly  appeared  from 
amongst  the  rocks,  and  was  following,  in  a 
kind  of  ambling  trot,   close   at  the    heels  of 
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the  lady.  As  he  came  into  the  light,  he  halted, 
and  gave  the  party,  which  he  now  first  per- 
ceived, an  opportunity  of  surveying  him. 

He  was  about  the  middle  size,  of  a  spare  habit, 
dried  up  by  long  exposure  to  sun  and  wind ; 
his  features  were  sharp  and  angular;  his  scanty 
head  of  hair  was  of  a  reddish-sand  colour,  and 
the  few  long,  thin  tufts  on  a  chin,  which  had 
never  felt  the  influence  of  a  razor,  were  of  the 
same  hue  ;  his  legs  and  arms  were  bare,  owing 
to  the  scantiness  of  his  clothing,  which  was  of 
the  fashion  of  the  country,  and  nearly  worn  to 
rags ;  and  the  nails  on  both  toes  and  fingers 
were  lengthened  to  talons.  He  stood  for  a  few 
seconds,  grinning  at  the  party,  muttering  in- 
coherent sentences  ;  which,  from  the  extension 
of  his  skinny  hand,  seemed  to  imply  a  request; 
and  glancing  his  piercing  grey  eyes  over  the 
party,  but  chiefly  on  the  ladies,  with  an  inde- 
scribable rapidity  of  movement. 

Mr.  Mordaunt  and  myself  having  advanced, 
the  creature  turned  round  in  an  instant,  as  if  ap- 
prehensive of  some  danger,  and  disappeared  be- 
hind the  rocks  whence  he  issued*.   We  followed 


*  About  eight  years  since,  the  Editor  met  with  a  being  closely 
resembling  the  description  of  his  friend,  on  the  road  between 
Callander  and  the  Trosachs.  He  ran  by  the  side  of  the  car- 
riage for  nearly  a  mile. 
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him  to  the  point  where  he  had  disappeared,  but 
no  traces  of  him  remained  ;  indeed,  we  could 
not  see  many  yards  before  us  on  entering  the 
chasm,  for  the  crag  through  which  the  river 
had  evidently  forced  a  passage,  was  so  thickly 
overhung  with  trees  and  shrubs,  as  to  exclude 
the  light ;  and  the  hollow,  booming  sound  of  a 
cataract  met  the  ear,  and  led  us  to  imagine 
that  it  was  precipitated  into  a  subterraneous 
cavern  before  it  mingled  its  waters  with  those 
of  Loch  Achray.  Whoever  the  being  was  who 
had  emerged  from  this  den,  it  was  evident  that 
he  was  well  acquainted  with  it,  as  he  had  effec- 
tually eluded  our  power  of  tracing  his  flight. 

This  little  incident  aroused  many  conjectures 
respecting  this  singular-looking  being.  The 
Cantab,  who  had  returned  from  gathering 
lichen  and  woodroff  among  the  damp  rocks, 
contended  he  must  be  a  satyr  ;  and  l\e  was 
anxious  to  commence  an  argument  with  the 
Advocate  on  the  possibility  of  the  existence  of 
such  beings. 

"  If  that  be  the  case,"  said  Caroline  Ashton, 
"  he  must  have  mistaken  you,  dear  Letty!  for 
a  mountain  nymph  ;  did  he  not  approach  you 
with  such  a  grace  as  Mr.  Peters  would  have 
called  a  natural  soliciting  ?" 

"  Caroline ! — Caroline !"  replied  her  cousin. 


302 

with  a  look  of  reproof,  ^^  yoa  mast  rein  in  your 
satirical  hamonr." 

^^  Too  are  right,  as  you  always  are,  my  dear 
Letitia  ;  I  will  be  as  grave  as  a  judge." 

The  Advocate,  however,  who  would  not  lose 
the  opportunity  of  playing  off  a  jest  on  this 
little  alarm  to  the  ladies,  enquired  who  Mr. 
Peters  was  ? 

**rA  pious  rector,  who  made  love  to  Letitia" — 
was  the  immediate  reply  of  Caroline  Ashton : — 
<^  but  I  must  not  proceed — only  tell  me,  Leti- 
tia," said  she,  **  how  your  knight  of  the  cavern 
introduced  himself?" 

"  Carry,  you  are  incorrigible,"  said  her  cou- 
sin. But,  nevertheless,  she  good-naturedly  pro- 
ceeded to  satisfy  her  request  She  stated,  that, 
having  advanced  to  look  into  the  mouth  of  the 
chasm,  she  felt  something  drop,  as  it  were, 
nfear  her ;  and,  turning  round,  saw  the  crea- 
ture's horrible  eyes  glaring  upon  her ;  when 
she  instantly  retreated. 

"  And  he  pursued,"  continued  Caroline 
Ashton  ? 

"  In  that  ho  shewed  his  good  taste,"  said  the 
Advocate  ;  ^'  and  he,  also,  gave  an  undeniable 
proof  that  the  genus  to  which  my  friend  Percival 
opines  he  belongs,  are  people  of  refined  sen- 
timents.   Pray,  Miss  Standard,  had  he  hoofs?" 
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Miss  Ashton  seemed  to  enjoy  the  question, 
and  was  apparently  about  to  add  some  pleasant 
remark,  when  she  suddenly  became  pale,  and 
would  have  fallen,  if  Mr.  Mordaunt  had  not 
sprang  forwards  and  caught  her  in  his  arms. 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  Carry,"  said  the  Ve- 
teran, "  what  is  the  matter  ?" 

"  Nothing,  nothing,  uncle !"  replied  she,  as 
she  revived ;  and,  blushing  deeply,  at  finding 
herself  supported  by  Mr.  Mordaunt,  she  gently 
disengaged  herself,  thanked  him  for  his  atten- 
tion, and  sat  down  on  a  projection  of  the  rock. 
It  was  evident  that  such  a  state  of  feeling  was 
not  the  result  of  any  thing  connected  with  the 
little  adventure  already  related,  which  had  ex- 
cited only  the  playfulness  of  the  lovely  girl ; 
and  I  could  not  avoid  referring  it  to  a  circum- 
stance which  powerfully  attracted  my  notice, 
and  made  me  almost,  for  a  moment,  believe  in 
the  second  sight  of  the  Highlanders. 

Just  before  Miss  Ashton  fainted,  my  atten- 
tion was  roused  by  a  movement  amongst  the 
trees  above  the  dell  in  which  the  party  was 
standing ;  and,  turning  my  eye  in  the  direction 
of  the  sound,  I  perceived  the  figure  of  a  man 
glide  past,  half  hid  by  the  foliage,  but  yet  suf- 
ficiently exposed  to  induce  me  to  think  that  it 
was  a  person  familiar  to  ray  recollection,  but 
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part  of  the  country.  I  noticed  the  eye  of  Mr. 
Mordaant  tarned  in  the  same  direction,  and 
suddenly,  also,  that  of  Miss  Ashton,  who  im- 
mediately fainted.  There  was  something  mys- 
terioas  in  all  this,  which  I  could  not  explain. 
The  Clergyman  stood  by  Caroline  Ashton  with 
an  expression  of  uneasy  thoughtfulness ;  and, 
as  she  recovered  her  composure,  she  gave  a 
look  at  her  cousin,  which  convinced  me  that  the 
source  of  her  uneasiness  was  connected  with 
what  she  had  seen,  and  which  was  known  to 
both.  It  was  probable  that  none  of  the  rest  of 
the  party  had  observed  the  person  pass  among 
the  trees  ;  and,  although  I  determined  to  com- 
municate my  suspicions  to  the  Veteran,  yet  this 
was  not  the  moment ;  and,  therefore,  I  did  not 
care  to  turn  his  conversation  from  the  channel 
in  which  it  flowed. 

"  Why,  Carry !"  continued  he,  "  you  look 
as  if  you  bad  seen  a  ghost.  Is  this  dell,  Mr. 
Oatlands,  the  Coir  nan  Uisk,  Ursk,  or  what  is 
the  name  ? — By  Gad !  I  never  shall  be  able 
to  mouth  your  break-jaw,  outlandish,  Highland 
names." 

"  Coir  nan  Urisken,"  replied  the  Advocate. 
"  No,   Colonel,  that  is  a  pleasure  to  come. 
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This,  however,  is  a  Coir,  and,  according  to  our 
friend  Percival,  the  being  that  has  alarmed  the 
ladies  is  an  Urisken,  or  a  satyr." 

"  Or  something  very  like  one,"  said  Miss 
Standard  ;  "  but  I  do  not  think  that  that  is  the 
cause  of  my  cousin's  fainting." 

"  No,  no,"  said  the  Veteran,  "  Carry  has 
too  much  courage  to  be  afraid  of  such  ragga- 
muffin  satyrs — a  mere  half-naked  Highlander." 

"  Yet,"  pertinaciously  continued  the  Advo- 
cate, who  wished  to  draw  off  the  attention  of 
the  party  until  Miss  Ashton  should  recover, 
whatever  might  have  been  the  cause  of  her 
fainting,  "  suppose.  Colonel,  it  was  the  ghost 
of  a  Highland  Cearn  ?  you  recollect  the  pas- 
sage of  Shakspeare — 

" the  merciless  Macdonnel 

(Worthy  to  be  a  rebel — for  to  that 

The  multiplying  villaiiies  of  nature 

Do  swarm  upon  him)  from  the  Western  isles 

With  kerns  and  gallow-g lasses  was  supplied." 

It  was  owing  to  such  gentry  making  these  wilds 
their  retreats,  that  the  loch  derived  its  name: 
it  is  generally  both  pronounced  and  writ- 
ten Catrine,  instead  of  Cateran,  which  is,  in 
truth,  a  corruption  of  Cath-earn,  signifying,  in 
Gaelic,  men  of  war,  soldiers,  or  thieves  :  now. 
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this  satyr-like  being  may  be  the  ghost  of  a 
Cearnach." 

"  Fiddlestick !"  said  the  Veteran,  who  did 
not  perceive  the  jesting  of  the  man  of  law  ;  "  a 
man,  Sir,  of  flesh  and  blood,  take  my  word  for 
it.'^ 

The  arrival  of  Mr.  Sketchly,  who  had  loi- 
tered behind,  in  ecstacy  vnth  the  views  which 
presented  themselves  at  several  points  in  his 
progress,  terminated  the  argument  about  satyrs, 
by  his  assuring  the  Veteran  that  the  boatmen 
would  be  able  to  give  some  account  of  the  du- 
bious being  who  had  appeared  and  vanished  so 
mysteriously.  It  was  therefore  resolved  that 
the  party  should  move  on  to  a  little  cove,  where 
the  boat  had  been  ordered  to  put  in ;  and  as 
it  proceeded  along  the  edge  of  the  lake,  Mr. 
Sketchly  pointed  out  the  infinite  variety  of 
changes  in  the  landscape,  which  was  produced 
by  the  foregrounds  altering,  even  when  the 
distance  remained  the  same.  Mr.  Sketchly 
explained  the  distinction  between  combinations 
of  objects  which  interest,  when  transferred  to 
the  canvass,  and  those  which  produce  powerful 
impressions  on  the  imagination. 

"  Thus,"  said  he,  "  the  mystical  obscurity 
of  the  mountain  recess,  which  we  have  just 
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quitted,  with  its  labyrinths  of  rocks,  rushing 
water,  and  shadowing  trees,  is  not  fitted  for  the 
canvass ;  whilst  those  very  circumstances,  added 
to  its  solitude  and  twilight  gloom,  tend  to 
awaken  trains  of  romantic  associations,  bor- 
dering on  the  supernatural,  which  form  the 
great  charm  of  poetry." 

Every  one  felt  pleased  with  these  remarks  ; 
but  a  feeling  of  depression  had  fallen  over 
the  whole  party  since  the  inexplicable  fainting 
which  had  overcome  Caroline  Ashton,  and 
which  at  once  completely  subdued  all  the  live- 
liness of  her  spirits,  and  sunk  the  joyous  buoy- 
ancy so  peculiarly  her  nature. 

On  arriving  at  the  Cove,  they  found  the 
stores,  which  had  been  liberally  supplied, 
spread  out  on  the  mossy  carpet  by  Dugald, 
under  the  superintendence  of  Aunt  Bridget; 
who,  seated  on  her  camp-stool,  was  waiting 
with  anxiety  the  arrival  of  the  party.  In  a 
short  time,  the  moorfowl-pie,  which  the  Ad- 
vocate eulogized  as  the  quintessence  of  all  that 
is  excellent  in  the  gastronomic  art,  the  cold 
tongue,  the  veal  sandwiches,  and  various  other 
etceteras,  all  nearly  disappeared  under  the 
brisk  attack,  as  the  old  Colonel  remarked,  of 
the  main  body ;  and  totally  vanished  under  that 
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of  the  rear-guard,  namely,  Dugald  and  the 
boatmen. 

As  the  ladies  did  not  seem  wholly  recovered 
from  their  alarm,  nor  desirous  of  ascending 
Ben- Venue  to-day,  and,  as  I  pronounced  that 
it  was  necessary  to  rest  some  time  after  so 
hearty  a  repast,  the  Advocate,  to  rouse  the 
spirits  of  Miss  Ashton,  by  changing  her  train  of 
ideas,  proposed  that  the  party  should  retire 
under  the  shady  screen  of  the  rock,  and  fill  up 
the  time  of  resting  with  a  story. 

This  proposition  being  agreed  to,  the  Advo- 
cate stretched  himself  at  the  feet  of  Aunt 
Bridget ;  Caroline  Ashton,  much  to  the  dis- 
appointment of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  placed  her  arm 
in  that  of  the  Veteran,  whilst  Miss  Standard, 
also,  seated  herself  near  him.  The  group 
being  formed,  Mr.  Mordaunt  claimed  his  right 
to  name  the  story-teller ;  and,  justly  considering 
that  anything  of  a  sombre  or  a  melancholy 
character  would  be  wholly  out  of  place  at  this 
time,  named  Mr.  Oatlands. 

"  For  once,"  said  the  Advocate,  "  my  friend 
Mordaunt  has  made  a  foolish  choice :  I  am  a 
purely  matter-of-fact  person  ;  and  never  could 
I  boast  of  either  imagination  to  invent  anything, 
or  memory  sufficient  to  retain  what  I  hear,  so  as 
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to  relate  it  to  others  :  but,  if  a  simple  relation 
of  what  I  have  seen  can  be  regarded  as  a 
story,  I  am  ready  to  perform  my  part  of  the 
compact  into  which  we  have  entered." 

All  were  satisfied  with  the  Advocate's  ac- 
count of  his  capabilities,  and  quickly  settled 
themselves  to  listen. 

"  Did  you  know,  Colonel,"  said  he,   "  the 

late  Doctor ?     If  you  did,  I  need   not 

inform  you  that  he  was  one  of  those  persons 
who  pique  themselves  on  certain  peculiarities, 
and  often  keep  alive  old  customs  which  have 
been  long  banished  by  the  mass  of  society." 

"  I  had  not  the  happiness  of  his  acquaint- 
ance," replied  the  Veteran. 

*^I  knew  the  Doctor  well,"  continued  the 
Advocate,  "  and  although  I  respected  him  most 
highly,  yet  he  was  a  very  odd  man  ;  one  who 
did  good  things  in  a  very  strange  way,  and 
was  as  full  of  prejudice  as  he  was  of  Greek. 

I  happened  to  be  on  a  visit  in shire,  and 

received  an  invitation  to  spend  a  day  at , 

on  the  twelfth  of  May,  the  Old  May  Day  of 
the  good  old  times.  I  will  give  the  party  an 
account  of  that  day ;  but,  like  Mordaunt,  and 
other  great  men,  I  must  give  a  name  to  my 
story,  which  I  shall  therefore  call  "  Old  May 
Bayr 


310 


CHAPTERj  XIV. 


OLD  MAY-DAY. 


« 


there  was  mine  host,  one  that  hath  taught  me  more 

wit  than  ever  I  learned  before  in  my  life ;  and  I  paid  nothing 
for  it  neither." 

Merry  Wwes  of  Windsor, 


"  Agreeably  to  my  invitation,  I  left  my 
friend's  house,  and  reached  my  especial  desti- 
nation on  the  12th  of  May  (Old  May-day),  1815. 
A  kind  of  unsettled,  expectant  look,  on  the 
faces  of  the  villagers,  denoted  the  approach  of 
just  enough  of  festivity  to  disturb,  without  suflS- 
dent  amusement  to  occupy  them.  They  looked 
half  asleep,  and  the  more  industrious  portion 
bad  gone  ofif  to  their  usual  occupations  ;  those 
who  remained  were  chiefly  the  idle  and  dis- 
solute. Nevertheless,  in  all  rural  galas,  there 
must  be  something  picturesque  and  engaging, 
as  long  as  the  people  remain  sober.  The  men, 
with  their  bright-blue  coats,  red  waistcoats,  long 


211 

shoe-ties,  and  knee-ties,  and  little  round  tied-up 
posies  in  their  button-holes ;  the  girls  and  ma- 
trons  with  their  white  aprons,  their  garments 
of  many  colours,  their  vivid  bonnet  garnitures, 
which  ladies,  I  believe,  call  trimmings,  often 
selected  with  such  an  undue  appreciation  of 
their  own  charms ;  the  pale  and  sallow  univer- 
sally chusing  green ;  the  bright,  full-blown, 
blowsy  lass  always  adding  to  her  native  ra- 
diance with  red  or  yellow  ; — and,  then  the  chil- 
dren, ever  in  the  way,  busy  about  nothing, 
excited,  without  a  cause ;  and,  alternately,  the 
pride  and  shame,  the  pleasure  and  torment  of 
those  elderly  personages  who  retain  the  mob- 
cap,  and  pinched-up  black  sort  of  rusty-looking 
silk  bonnet,  that  seems  as  if  it  never  had  been 
new." 

"  I  did  not  know,  Mr.  Oatlands,"  said  Miss 
Bridget,  "  that  the  ladies  attracted  so  much  of 
your  notice." 

"  Forgive  me,  my  dear  Madam !"  replied 
he ;  "I  am  sorry  that  my  attentions  to  you 
have  not  fulfilled  my  object  of  convincing  you 
of  my  devotion  to  the  fair  sex." 

Aunt  Bridget  attempted  to  blush,  smiled 
graciously,  and  begged  the  Advocate  to  con- 
tinue his  narrative. 

"  All  these   multifarious    sort  of  people,'^ 
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continued  he,  "  separated  from  their  party  on 
the  green,  as  my  post-chaise  drew  near:  the 
men,  after  the  custom  of  English  rustic  beaux, 
appropriated  to  themselves  the  accommodation 
of  the  rail,  against  which  they  leaned,  cross- 
ing their  blue-stockinged  legs,  and  giving  a 
sort  of  bob  to  the  gentleman  as  he  passed. 
The  women  suspended  their  chattering  talk  for 
the  indulgence  of  that  long  stare,  of  which  the 
very  high,  and  the  very  low,  alone,  have  the 
privilege.  The  little  bodies  crossed  their  hands 
in  front,  and  ran,  to  their  imminent  peril,  be- 
fore the  carriage,  dropping  their  little  trouble- 
some curtseys  to  *  the  gentleman.'  Yet,  I 
don't  know  how  it  is,  one  likes  these  tributes 
to  the  patrician  state,  and  feeling  oneself  of 
a  little  consequence  does  make  one  more 
amiable. 

"  I  was  too  late  :  the  Christian  service,  with 
which  the  Doctor  chose  to  preface  the  revival 
of  a  heathen  custom,  was  over,  and  the  great 
Monarch  of  the  Lexicon  and  the  Grammar 
was  leading  forth  the  small  portion  of  his  flock 
that  had  chosen  to  attend.  Among  these  were 
two  of  the  younger  branches  of  his  relations, 
the  one  laughing  and  blooming  like  Hebe,  or 
rather,  with  her  long  ringlets,  like  one  of  King 
Charles's  beauties;   the  other,  with  the  high 
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impress  of  talent  on  her  marked  countenance, 
a  face  on  which  the  feminine  attractions  were 
not  depicted,  but  which  never  displayed  one  in- 
dication of  selfishness,  nor  expression  of  mean- 
ness. An  arm  of  each  of  these  young  and 
interesting  women  was  tucked  under  the  wing 
of  the  Doctor,  his  ample  robes  half  forming  a 
mantle  to  each  of  them,  his  only  cherished  na- 
tural ties.  The  venerable  divine  looked  full  of 
importance;  his  face  swelling  out  with  the 
anticipated  business  of  the  day,  his  mouth  com- 
pressed, his  eyes,  like  the  sky,  sometimes  du- 
bious between  fair  and  foul  weather  ;  yet,  un- 
like the  atmosphere, — for,  as  he  generally  set  in, 
in  the  morning,  he  usually  continued  :  when  he 
rose  gloomily,  he  looked  black  all  day  ;  no  sar- 
casm could  be  too  venomous  to  satisfy  his  in- 
ward cravings  to  make  others  as  uncomfortable 
as  himself,  no  mode  of  domestic  government 
too  tyrannical,  no  well-rounded  periods  of 
abuse  too  violent,  both  for  the  absent  and  for 
those  present.  In  short,  when  once  his  temper 
began  to  indicate  a  storm,  he  never  faired." 

"  Nay,  nay,  Oatlands,"  said  Mr.  Mordaunt, 
"  you  are  too  severe ;  I  knew  the  Doctor : 
take  him  altogether,  he  was  a  good-hearted  old 
man  ;  and,  if  the  many  impulses  of  benevo- 
lence, the  many  acts  of  kindness,  the  many 
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resolntioDS  of  forgiveness  which  he  felt,  and 
performed,  and  made,  be  weighed  in  the  ba- 
lance with  his  fiiiilts,  trast  me  that,  whilst  there 
will  be  found  mnch  to  pardon,  there  will  also 
appear  much  to  commend  him  to  that  Being 
whose  very  essence  is  mercy." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  Advocate,  "  I  know 
it  will  have  doe  eflFect  I  wish,"  continued  he, 
^^  I  could  have  passed  over  in  reality,  as  readily 
as  I  am  about  to  do  in  my  narrative,  the  period 

whicli  ^apsed  between  my  arrival  at and 

the  commencement  of  the  festivities.  It  ex- 
tended to  a  long,  unsettled,  yet  ceremonious 
two  hours. 

"  I  was  first  paraded  by  the  Doctor  into  his 
library,  and  introduced  to  the  ancients  there : 
then  I  was  slily,  as  a  little  bit  of  fan,  lead  into 
his  wiggery  by  a  young  lady,  who  shall  be 
nameless.  Here  we  beheld  every  gradation  of 
peruke — mushroom-wig,  undress,  and  dress 
wig,  frontispiece  and  back-piece,  and  all  ex- 
cept the  wig  au  naturely  an  audacious  piece  of 
presumptuous  imitation,  which  was  not,  in  the 
Doctor's  younger  days,  so  much  as  thought  of. 
These  treasures,  some  in  high  buckle,  and 
fully  charged  with  powder;  some  a  little  the 
worse  for  last  night's  combat,  by  which  I  mean 
no  insinuations  that  the  church  had  been  mili- 
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tant,  but  merely  that,  in  the  earnest  vocifera- 
tions, and  other  verbal  contests,  in  which  the 
good  Doctor  was  at  times  engaged,  sundry 
clouds  of  white  dust  were  wont  to  escape  from 
the  ambush  of  his  huge  curls,  despite  the  in- 
fluence of  pomatum,  and  all  the  ingenious  pre- 
cautions of  frizzing. 

"  *  I  do  like  a  wig  to  look  like  a  wig,'  said 
my  fair  companion  ;  *  I  detest  those  perform- 
ances which  I  sometimes  see  on  the  heads  of 
elderly  ladies — a  row  of  bright  auburn  ringlets 
on  a  wrinkled  brow,  or  a  gay,  juvenile  toupee 
upon  a  man  of  seventy.' 

"  «  In  short,  you  like  a  candid  wig.' 

"  *  Fancy  me  Dr. ,'  cried  she,  placing 

on  her  head  ^  ponderous  concern  which  had 
just  returned  from  preaching  in  St.  Mary's, 
Oxford,  and  enclosing  her  slender  figure  in  one 
of  the  Doctor's  spare  gowns.  *  Mister  Oat- 
lands,  I  am  proud  to  welcome  you  to ,  for 

though  you  are  a  lawyer,  yet  you  are  honest ; 
though  you  are  a  Presbyterian,  yet  you  are  not 
an  apostate ;  though  you  are  a  Scotchman,  yet 
you  are  not — but,  oh  Heavens !'  screamed  she, 
<  here  is  the  Doctor  himself.' 

"  It  was  his  voice,  thundering  along  the 
passage — *  Where  is  that  wild  boy,  Oatlands, 

and  that  saucy  jade,  Miss ? — bring  them 
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out,  I  say,  bring  tbem  out,  to  shew  themselves, 
and  join  the  lasses  on  the  green,  and  foot  it 
nimbly — Doctor orders  it :' 

"  <  We  are  ready.  Sir' — said  my  fair  com- 
panion, in  an  instant  disentangling  herself 
from  her  cumbrous  vestments,  and  assuming, 
in  a  moment,  the  utmost  precision  and  compo- 
sure of  manner :  *  I  was  only  giving  Mr.  Oat- 
lands  a  lecture  on  whigism  ;  for  I  find  him,  I 
am  sorry  to  say,  an  unconquerable  Tory.' 

"  «  Well;  come  along,  we  will  talk  to  him, 
and  put  him  in  the  right  way  at  dinner.' 

"  *  Pray  do,  Doctor.' 

"  '  Mr.  Oatlands,'  said  he,  looking  sternly  at 
me,  as  he  walked  along,  'the  man  who  is  a 

Tory  at ,  must  be  a  monster  of  prejudice 

and  obstinacy.' 

"  When  we  had  descended  into  the  garden 
before  the  house,  we  found  between  twenty 
and  thirty  young  ladies  assembled,  waiting  for 
the  Doctor  to  lead  them  off  to  the  May-pole. 
These  fair  nymphs  were  as  various  in  their  de- 
portment and  attire  as  if  they  had  met  by  ha- 
zard, and  not  by  particular,  and  well-weighed 
invitation.  Some  few  were  the  daughters  of 
country  gentlemen  :  that  class  of  persons  who, 
in  England,  have  more  pride  of  station  than 
any  other  order :  they  are,  indeed,  a  *  peculiar 
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people,' — a  distinct  race — ^the  very  monarchs 
of  country  races  and  of  provincial  assemblies, 
concentrating  within  themselves  the  cherished 
prejudices  of  by-gone  generations.  Yet  I  mean 
not  to  disparage  the  worth  of  this  class  of 
the  aristocracy,  which,  whilst  it  exceeds  their 
brethren  among  the  nobility  in  pride  of  birth, 
exceeds  them  also  in  firmness  of  principle,  and 
in  a  strict  attention,  both  by  precept  and  exam- 
ple, to  the  conduct  of  those  around  them.  Of 
course,  in  speaking  of  this  class,  I  mean  to 
refer  chiefly  to  those  who  have  not  town-houses, 
but  spend  the  whole  year  chiefly  at  their  coun* 
try  seats. 

"  The  three  young  ladies  who  belonged  de- 
cidedly to  this  caste^  were  sisters,  and  were 
strictly  aristocratic  in  every  thing  but  being  rich ; 
consequently  they  had  *  hung  on  hand,'  to  use 
a  vulgar  expression,  and  were  now  on  the  de- 
bateable  grounds  of  five,  six,  and  seven-and- 
twenty.  As  their  fear  of  degradation  had  pre- 
vented their  marrying  any  one  beneath  them- 
selves, so  their  plain  faces  had  stood  in  the  way 
of  their  being  courted  by  any  one  above  them. 
Maria,  the  eldest,  was  the  only  one  of  the  fa- 
mily who  could  boast  anything  like  a  good 
complexion ;  but  then,  she  had  a  very  large 
nose.     Nevertheless,  good-natured  and  liberal 
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persons,  especially  those  who  had  do  daughters, 
said  that  she  was  handsome ;  and  asserted  it 
the  more  stontly,  that  none  of  the  gentlemen 
conld  ever  be  found  to  agree  with  that  opinion. 
At  any  rate,  she  was  good-tempered,  and  had 
not  that  perpetual  curl  of  the  npper-lip  which 
distinguished  her  next  sister,  Selina.  Selina 
had  red  hair,  puffed  off  by  her  mother's  fiiends 
as  ^  golden :'  at  any  rate,  it  was  the  only  gcriden 
possession  that  she  had.  She  was  accounted  to 
be  a  fine  figure,  a  kind  mode  of  getting  rid  of 
any  discussion  upon  her  face.  Her  eyes  were 
narrow,  and  close  together ;  her  nose,  firom  its 
sanguine  hue  and  projection,  was,  relatively  to 
her  pale  fSEure,  what  a  mountain  covered  with 
heath  is  to  a  sandy  plain.  I  could  never  di- 
vine what  she  had  to  pride  herself  upon ;  yet 
she  eiitered  a  room  with  an  air  as  full  of  con- 
fidence as  if  she  had  been  the  first  belle  there. 
Caroline,  the  youngest,  was  near-sighted,  and 
had  a  trick  of  incessanOy  screwing  up  her  eyes. 
Her  hair  and  complexion  were  of  that  dingy, 
ashy  hue  which  belongs  to  no  class,  which  can 
neither  be  termed  dark  nor  fair ;  and  she  was 
a  little  awry :  of  course,  as  she  belonged  to  a 
county  femily,  she  had  her  partizans,  and  was 
considered  genteel.  These  young  ladies  were 
dressed  scrupulously  alike,  even  to  their  shoe- 
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ties;  and  I  was  puzzled,  for  half  an  hour,  when 
their  backs  were  turned,  to  know  with  which  I 
was  engaged  to  dance.  You  would  have  thought, 
by  their  extreme  care  neither  to  touch  nor  to 
speak  to  the  majority  of  the  other  ladies,  that 
they  were  performing  quarantine  themselves, 
either  after  some  infectious  disease,  or  that  they 
were  of  opinion  that  the  rest  of  the  party  ought  to 
do  so  :  btiut  no,  the  only  contagion  they  dreaded 
was,  that  worst  of  all  complaints,  vulgarity. 

^^  These  three  Miss  Smithsons,  along  with  a 
motley  party,  were  all  paraded  up  to  the  green 
which  I  had  passed,  whereupon  stood  a  thing 
called  a  May-pole ;  but  a  device  which  I  fancy 
the  goddess  Maia  would  not  have  owned,  h^id 
she  been  alive,  as  a  suitable  tribute  to  her. 
It  was  stiff,  gorgeous,  and  in  execrable  taste, 
and  looked  as  if  the  old  electioneering  rib* 
bons  of  some  neighbouring  contest  had  been 
appropriated  to  its  decoration.  I  must  here 
remark,  that  we  were  preceded  to  this  spot  by 
a  flag  and  band  of  music,  the  Doctor  calling 
upon  every  one  to  contribute  a  shilling  to  the 
performers,  when  we  arrived  at  the  May-pole. 
And  now  dancing  commenced ;  and  I,  to  my 
sorrow,  was  commanded  to  lead  oif  with  the 
eldest  Miss  Smithson ;  and,  of  course,  expected 
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l^  the  yoang  lady  to  fall  id  love  with  her ; 
bat,  as  I  complied  with  the  first  injanction,  I 
considered  that  I  might  be  excused  from  falfil- 
liDg  the  last-mentioiied  expectatioD.  In  truth, 
we  were  not  of  the  same  calibre :  she  had  some 
military  acquaintance,  and  was  versed  in  the 
aflairs  of  the  73rd,  from  the  resignation  of  the 
late  colonel  to  the  appointment  of  tiie  youngest 
cornet.  I  knew  nothing  about  any  oflficer,  but 
a  sheriff's  officer — *  don't  look  grave.  Miss 
Caroline,  it  was  not  on  my  own  account* — and 
I  was  far  better  acquainted  with  the  details  of 
the  university  calendar  than  those  of  the  army<^ 
list ;  but  young  ladies  have  a  remarkable  me* 
mory  that  way.  I  was  soon  released,  and 
hastened  to  the  dark-eyed,  animated  girl,  to 
whom  I  have  before  alluded, — to  whom  I  mean 
to  allude   only.  Miss  Bridget.     I   found  her 

seated  near  the  youngest  Miss  R ,  in  the 

most  mischievous  humour  possible,  and  having 
a  lively  coadjutor  in  her  young  neighbour. 

"  *  We  have  been  contemplating,'  said  my 
lovely  incognita,  *  every  variety  of  country- 
dance-step,  from  the  turned-up  toe  and  hop  of 
the  country  bumpkin,  to  that  vague  sort  of 
waddling,  kicking,  ambulatory  motion  which 
gentlemen  call  dancing.' 
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"  *  Then,  we  have  seen  you  thoroughly 
danced  down  by  Miss  Smithson,'  cried  Miss 
R . 

"  *  Ladies,  you  are  very  diverting,'  said  I, 
'  and  — ' 

"  <  And  we  consider  it  your  duty,'  said  my 
incognita,  ^  to  take  the  second  and  third  Miss 
Smithson  in  turns ;  every  one  does  it ;  and,  if 
you  begin  with  the  set,  you  are  expected  to  go 
through  with  it.' 

"  *  I  thank  you  for  the  advice,  but  I  — ' 

^' '  Oh !  don't  be  disturbed  about  an  intro- 
duction ;  we  will  manage  that,'  said  Miss  R —  ; 
«  and,  if  you  are  fond  of  family  dances,  there 

are  the  four  Miss  M 's,  whom  you  may  ask 

at  one  stroke  for  the  fourth,  fifth,  sixth,  se- 
venth, and  eighth.' 

^^  *  Oh,  Heavens !  I  shall  have  a  paralysis  of 
the  lower  limbs  before  I  have  done,  I  expect' 

"  '  But  there  is  no  freedom'  of  choice  here,' 
said  my  beautiful  unknown  ;  ^  and  see,'  said 
she,  *  what  the  Doctor  is  bringing  to  me !' 

"  '  And  to  me,'  said  Miss  R . 

"  And,  in  short,  I  saw,  to  my  infinite  vexa- 
tion, a  spectacle,  or  rather  a  pair  of  '  specta- 
cles,' which  annihilated  my  hopes  of  dancing 
with  the  partner  for  whom  I  secretly  sighed — 
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(for  sighs  of  this  kind  will  occur^yoa  well  know, 
my  dear  Mordaant) — ^for  the  whole  evening.' 

"  The  Doctor,  on  these  annual  occasiops, 
made  the  futile  attempt  to  please  his  highly- 
born  county  acquaintances,  and  to  conciliate 
the  affections  and  contribute  to  the  enjoyment 
of  his  parishioners ;  consequently,  he  not  only 
brought  persons  of  different  stations,  manners, 
and  ideas  into  close  contact,  but  insisted  upon 
effecting  introductions,  which  could  only  be 
awkward  to  one  party,  and  disagreeable  to  the 
other.  The  consequence  may  be  readily  con- 
ceived. The  young  farmer,  bouncing  down  the 
dance,  supporting,  jumping,  turning,  and  set- 
ting to  a  delicate,  well-bred  girl,  thought  her 
proud  and  stiff  if  she  had  that  kind  of  retentie 
in  her  manner,  which  a  nymph,  if  politely  nur- 
tured, cannot  but  display  towards  a  man  greatly 
her  inferior  in  rank,  and,  not  only  in  rank,  but 
in  all  that  marks  and  accompanies  their  differ- 
ence of  station. 

"  *  Hfow  high  and  mighty  she  be!'  said 
a  top-booted,  corderoy-breeched  young  clod- 
pole,  after  dancing  down  with,  and  kicking 
half-a-dozen  times  with  his  stout  soles  the 
tender  ankles  of  a  delicate  and  modest  young 
lady,  the   daughter  of  a  neighbouring  clergy- 
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man.  "  I'd  raather  have  had  Betty  Sutton,  by 
half.' 

"  Betty  Sutton  was  a  red-faced,  flaxen-haired, 
able-bodied  dancer,  who  acquired  a  sort  of  no- 
toriety by  being  what  Dr. chose  to  style 

the  Queen  of  May.  She  was  jigging  it,  mise* 
rably  out  of  time,  and  with  cheeks  of  crimson — 
whilst  a  fatigued,  thin,  but  elegant-looking 
young  officer,  in  vain  strove  to  follow  her  down 
the  middle  fast  enough  to  get  out  of  the  way  of 
her  in  politesaej  or  to  stand  the  swing  which 
she  spontaneously  and  gratuitously  gave  him 
when  they  reached  the  bottom.  At  length,  his 
fine  hair  shaken  quite  out  of  curl,  and  his  face 
the  picture  of  woe,  he  begged  her  to  excuse 
him  for  a  moment,  slunk  behind  the  crowd, 
and  was  no  more  heard  of  that  day.  A  laugh, 
ten  degrees  louder  than  a  titter,  shook  Miss 
Betsey  and  four  or  five  of  her  acquaintances,  at 
this  desertion. 

"  *  Where's  Tom  Tims  ?'— cried  the  Queen 
of  May — '  he's  better  nor  any  on  'em  lords, 
any  day  ;  I  be  quite  sick  o'  hoigh  loife,  that  I 
be!' 

"  But,  to  return  to  my  fair  companions:  I 
saw  them  in  despair  led  oflf;  one  by  a  miller, 
the  other  by  a  grazier.  Miss  R ,  accus- 
tomed to  her  grandfather's  oddities,  non  cha- 
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laniey  and  getting  through  it  as  a  task;  my 
young  unknown,  behaving  with  a  matchless 
prppriety,  displaying  no  little  airs»  but  treating 
her  Patie  of  the  Mill  as  her  partner  only,  yet 
answering,  with  a  good-humoured  dignity,  his 
observations  on  the  last  importation^  of  Ame- 
rican flour.  Only  once  did  I  see  her  lips, 
around  which  a  thousand  playful  expressions 
ever  hovered,  extend  to  an  absolute  smile,  and 
that  occurred  when  an  agricultural  friend  of 
her  partner,  encountering  him  in  the  dance, 
turned  round  and  said — 

"  <  Were  you  at Fair  last  week  ?' 

"  '  Yes !' 

"  '  How's  oats  ?' 

"As  fgp  Miss  R ^  I  asked  her,  when 

breathless   she  passed  me,  after  she  had  ca- 
pered away  with  her  partner,  like  a  lambkin 

by  the    side  of  an  ox — '  Well,  Miss   R , 

have  you  had  much  discourse  with  your  Knight 
of  the  Golden  Fleece? — Have  you  learned 
bow  much  mutton  is  to  be  per  stone,  and  if 
hides  are  likely  to  rise  ?' 

"  No,'  said  she,  *  my  hero  was  not  so  con- 
versable as  Amelia's.' 

"  Amelia  is  a  noni  de  guerre^  Miss  Bridget ; 
you  don't  know  her,  so  you  need  not  guess." 
"  '  He  only  said  to  me,'  continued  she,  '  well, 
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now  we  are  at  the  top ! — and,  when  we  had 
danced  down — well,  now  we  are  at  the  bottom !' 

"  *  Senseless  wretch  !  You  ought  to  have 
answered  him  —  the  mountains  have  danced 
like  rams,  and  the  little  hills  like  young  sheep.' 

«  «  Fie !  Mr.  Oatlands,  I'll  tell  my  grand- 
papa of  you!— but  here   he  comes,  all  in  a 

flurry.'  ' 

"  In  good  truth,  the  Doctor  was  marshalling 
his  forces  preparatory  to  driving  us  all  to  din- 
ner :  but  what  was  my  surprise  to  find  that  the 
gentlemen  were  all  expected  to  dine  at  the  Inn, 
and  that  the  good  cheer  of  the  Rectory  was 
reserved  for  the  ladies  only.  *  Well,  this  is  a 
May-day  d  la  Diane^  thought  I,  as  I  stood  in 
hopeless  agony,  seeing  the  ladies  flock  by  me 
like  a  flight  of  sparrows.  Yet  I  was  not  so 
unreasonable  as  to  regret  the  loss  of  the  whole 
groups ;  for  one  only  I  grieved :  she  passed  me 
almost  the  last  of  the  retreating  fair  ones,  and 
a  sort  of  malicious  smile  lighted  up  her  dark 
eyes  as  she  looked  up  at  me,  and  ran  nimbljy 
by  me  without  speaking. 

"  '  I  will  storm  the  castle,'  cried  I,  in  a  pa- 
roxysm of  vexation. 

"  '  Take   my   advice,'    said  a  spruce  little 
country    attorney,    who   stood    close  by   me; 
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*  walk  to  the  Rectory,  and  pretend  that  you 
know  nothing  about  this  arrangement  Sit 
down  at  the  table  with  a  face  ci  innocence — 
possession  is  nine  points  of  the  law — .' 

**  *  Thank  yon,  my  fnend !'  replied  I ;  *  and 
if  ever  I  cheat  my  neighbour,  or  want  to  cheat 
him.  111  employ  you  as  my  lawyer.' 

"  Fortunately,  I  was  not  obliged  to  follow 
bis  dirty  means  of  intruding  myself  unbidden. 
A  message,  conveyed  by  a  red-headed  clod- 
hopper of  a  boy,  the  Doctor's  und^-footnian, 
summoned  me  to  the  Rectory ;  but  to  what  in- 
tercession, or  to  what  peculiar  m^ts  of  my 
own,  I  was  indebted  for  this  distinguished  ho- 
nour, I  still  remain  ignorant. 

^^  I  found  a  spacious  apartment  set  out  for 
dinner,  and  lined,  not  only  with  the  worthies 
of  old  on  its  bookshelves,  but  with  the  beauties 
of  modem  times,  who  were  already  seated  at 
the  ample  cold  collation  provided  by  the  Doctor. 
I  was  the  only  gentleman  in  the  room,  and, 
consequently,  had  much  the  same  sensations  as 
a  white  mouse  may  be  supposed  to  feel  amongst 
black  ones,  or  a  Newfoundland  dog  in  company 
with  French  poodles." 

^^  Do  not  be  shocked,  Miss  Bridget ;  I  do  not 
mean  to  infer  superiority." 
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"  '  Doctor,'  said  I,  in  a  piteous  tone,  '  am  I 
to  be  the  only  knight  among  these  damsels  of 
noted  charms  ?' 

"  You  shall  have  a  mate.  Sir,'  said  he;  and, 
waddling  out  of  the  room,  he  thrust  in  a  sickly, 
undergrown  youth  with  a  lady's  scarf  on  his 
shoulders.  '  This  gentleman  is  an  invalid,'  said 
the  Doctor ;  *  he  comes  in  here,  ladies,  on  con- 
dition that  you  will  treat  him  as  one  of  your- 
selves:' and  he  pushed  the  blushing  youth 
down  upon  a  seat,  and  there  left  him  to  recover 
the  confusion  of  his  entrance. 

''  I  soon  found  out  for  what  purpose  I  had 
been  rescued  from  the  herd  of  those  who  had 
been  sentenced  to  the  precincts  of  a  low,  to- 
bacco-scented, blue-plated  dinner,  at  a  public 
house — it  was  to  carve  a  round  of  beef,  of 
which  savoury  dish  the  Doctor  eat  no  less  than 
seven  times,  commencing  each  renewed  attack 
with — 

"  *  This  beef  is  excellent ! — I  knew  you 
could  carve,  Oatlands,  else  you  were  not  from 
Brazen-Nose,  my  man.' 

"  At  length,  after  my  right  hand  had  nearly 
lost  its  cunning,  I  found  that  every  one  else 
had  done,  and  that  the  Doctor  had  begun  with 
his  merciless  toasts  ;  so  that  I  was  constrained 
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to  despatch  my  share  of  the  entertainment 
with  as  much  expedition  as  possible. 

<'  And  now  began  a  series  of  ceremonials, 

upon  the  performance  of  which  Dr. prided 

himself  greatly. — Nota  Bene^  saving  to  his  owa 
right  and  left  hands,  there  were  none  but  home^ 
made  wines  down  the  table — black  currant, 
muddy  as  the  Styx ;  white  currant,  thin,  colour^* 
less,  and  conducive  to  cholera ;  raisin,  sticky 
with  brown  sugar ;  and  grape,  made  from  that 
vine  which  the  fox  jumped  at  and  despised." 

"  I  am  puzzled,'  quoth  Aunt  Bridget,  "  to 

think  what  Mrs. could  have  been  about 

to  have  allowed  such  potations  to  have  been 
concocted.  I  should  like  to  send  her  my 
grandmother*s  receipt  for  black  currant,  made 
in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1780;  for  cowslip, 
brewed  when  I  was  born — " 

"  1750!"  interrupted  the  Colonel. 

"  This  is  a  digression,"  resumed  Mr.  Oat- 
lands,  with  a  solemn  look  around  him.  "  No- 
thing is  so  troublesome  and  unprofitable  as  the 
subject  of  dates ;  I  like  no  figures  but  those  of 
the  young  and  lovely  objects  which  now  greet 
my  eyes"  (with  a  kind  and  generalizing  look 
at  old  and  young),  "  except,  save  and  except. 
Miss  Bridget,  that  of  a  certain  absentee,  who 
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has  been,  and  who  shall  be,  nameless.  But,  to 
continue  my  narrative  :--r.. 

"  The  first  of  the  Doctor's  amiable  fooleries 
consisted  in  drinking  solemnly  to  the  health 
and  welfare  of  the  parents  of  all  his  young 
ladies,  with  a  little  commendatory  tribute,  me- 
rited or  not,  as  it  happened,  to  each.  Now 
this  would  have  been  all  very  well,  could  the 
course  of  Nature  have  been  stopped  to  oblige 
him,  and  all  the  parents  of  all  the  young  ladies 
present  lived  to  have  their  healths  drunk,  from 
May-day  to  May-day.     But  it  would  occur,  in 

spite  of  Dr. ,  that   some  young  damsels 

had  been  orphans  for  years ;  others  had  wit- 
nessed the  last  slumbers  of  a  father  or  mother, 
perhaps,  since  the  last  festive  occasion  which 
had  called  them  together ;  and  a  few,  perhaps, 
might  have  parental  ties,  which,  from  conduct, 
insanity,  or  other  circumstances,  they  were  not 
desirous  to  have  recalled  to  public  notice. 
Nevertheless,  the  Doctor  went  round,  speech- 
ifying in  set  terms,  varying  his  beautiful  pa- 
ragraphs with  much  ingenuity,  but  making  a 
solemn  pause  at  those  of  his  fair  guests  whom 
death  had  deprived  of  their  closest  connections. 
The  consequence  was,  that  he  set  half  a  dozen 
young  ladies  a  crying.  One  circumstance 
struck   me   particularly,    and    interested    and 
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shocked  me  ^eatly.  There  was  a  delicate, 
pretty-looking  girl,  who  seemed  to  belong  to 
nobody  there,  and  whom  I  had  remarked  as 
moving  aboat  the  room  alone,  having  no  ac- 
quaintance. She  was  the  daughter  of  a  major 
in  the  army,  a  person  of  good  family,  and — but 
who — I  hardly  know  how  to  express  myself — 
ought  to  have  married  her  mother." 

"A  vastly  proper  remark!"  was  heard  to 
fall  from  Miss  Bridget's  lips,  in  a  suppressed 
voice. 

"  I  believe  that  Dn was  the  first  person 

who  had  invited  this  poor  girl  into  what  was 
esteemed  respectable  society,  and  I  should  not 
think  she  would  forget  the  condescension  in  a 
minute.  After  eulogizing  her  father  as  ^  that 
brave  officer'  (by-the-bye,  I  believe  he  was  in 
the  militia,  and  had  served  two  days  in  the 
Birmingham  riots),  ^  a  most  accomplished  gen- 
tleman, a  man  of  unsullied  honour y  a  credit  to 
his  family,  his  birth-place,  his  country:' — he 
paused  significantly ;  looked  most  portentous  ; 
shook  a  good  deal  of  powder  out  of  his  wig ; 
and,  in  a  tone  more  than  usually  audible,  said — 

"  <  I  forbear  to  speak  of  your  mother.' 

"  My  cheeks,  for  once,  glowed  with  that 
painful  feeling  which  is  produced  when  others 
are  needlessly  pained.     The  gentle  girl  bowed 
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down  her  head  like  a  broken  flower :  and  I 
saw,  to  ray  mingled  delight  and  concern,  that 
the  eyes  of  Amelia  were  filled  with  tears. 

"  Do  not  too  hastily  condemn  the  old  Doctor. 
I  am  persuaded  that  he  meant  most  kindly  by 
this  young  person ;  but  he  never  could  resist 
the  temptation  of  producing  an  eflfect. — He  was 
a  great  actor  every  where  but  at  the  dinner- 
table  ;  and  there,  like  Garrick  on  the  stage,  he 
was  natural. 

"  After  our  progenitors  and  progenitrices 
were  discussed,  the  Doctor  thought  it  necessary 
to  introduce  a  new  species  of  torture.  A  large 
gold  cup,  of  most  suspicious-looking,  sacred 
appearance,  filled  with  a  compound,  of  which 
wine  and  spirits  made  the  least  ingredient, 
swimming  with  leaves  of  borage,  and  tasting  of 
lemon-juice,  stick-liquorice,  and  other  vege- 
table ingredients :  this  huge  concern,  which  was 
called  the  loving-cup,  and  which  was  applied  to 
the  lips  of  each  individual  without  reserve,  as 
the  auctioneers  say,  accompanied  by  a  toast 
from  the  Doctor  to  the  health  of  the  person 
'  whom  you  love  best.'  The  change  of  feeling 
upon  the  introduction  of  this  new  ceremonial 
was  remarkable.  Young  ladies  who  had  sni- 
velled or  looked  pensive  when  their  dear  papas 
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and  mammas  were  referred  to,  now  tittered 
abundantly ;  some  could  scarcely  hold  the  cap 
for  laughing ;  others  attempted  to  pass  it  slyly. 
One  pretty  nymph  declared  that  her  lover 
mast  be  in  Fairy  Land,  for  she  hadn't  one  on 
earth ;  another,  who  was  known  to  be  engaged, 
said  she  wished  her*s  was  there.  The  elder 
Miss  Smithson  drank  off  the  toast  good-hamoar- 
edly,  and  sabmitted  to  be  joked  by  her  neigh- 
boar  aboat  her  military  taste  ;  but  the  yoanger 
ones  passed  it  round,  after  sipping  it  with 
haaghty  and  contemptuous  looks ;  for  which 
offence  they  were  never  invited  to  the  Rectory 
again. 

"  *  Am  I  to  name  the  idol  of  my  affections. 

Grandpapa?'  said  the  lively  Miss  R ,  as 

she  took  the  huge  goblet  in  her  beautiful 
hands. 

"  *  Thou  saucy  jade,  thou  pussy,  thou  minx, 
thou  prate-a-pace !'  squeaked  out  the  pleased 
old  Doctor  ;  fond,  even  as  a  parent  of  his  first- 
born, of  his  two  granddaughters — *  even  as  thou 
wilt ;  for,  like  thy  mother,  and  like  her  mother 
too,  thou  wilt  have  thine  own  way,' 

"  <  Well,  then,  here's  to  the  Grazier !'  cried 
the  fair  girl.  *  Nay,  sister,  you  can't  be  angry, 
for  Grandpapa  introduced  him  to  me.' 
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"  '  If  we  chuse  our  last  partners,  we  may  all 
drink  to  the  memory  of  some  honest  vocation,' 
said  Amelia,  with  hypocritical  gravity. 

"  '  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  the  next  harvest 
has  your  best  wishes,  Miss  Amelia,'  said  I, 

"  '  It  has ;  and  may  the  arts  of  industry 
flourish  any  where  except  at  a  dance,'  said  she, 
in  a  lowered  tone,  as  the  cup  passed  her. 

"  Nay,  Miss  Bridget,"  continued  the  Advo- 
cate, good-humouredly,  "  I  "will  not  gratify 
you ;  I  will  not  tell  you  of  whom  I  thought 
when  the  loving-cup,  after  its  evolutions,  came 
round  to  me.  All  I  know  is,  that  if  that  fair 
object  of  my  admiration  were  ignorant  of  the 
object  of  my  thoughts  at  that  moment,  she 
must  have  studied  the  science  of  the  loving-cup 
to  very  little  purpose  under  the  great  Dr. . 

"  We  separated  early,  acknowledging  all,  I 
believe,  the  kindness  of  purpose  of  the  worthy 
Doctor  in  assembling  us  on  the  Twelfth  of 
May,  but  regretting  his  arrangements.    Few,  I 

believe,  left without  some  relique  of  the 

day.  The  gentlemen  at  the  ordinary  went 
home  tipsy ;  some  were  found  in  the  ditches ; 
others,  who  had  not  head  enough  to  get  so  far, 
slept  on  the  benches  of  the  public-house.  Such 
are  the  frequent  consequences  of  a  separation 
from  the  restraints  of  female  society. 
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"  The  young  ladies  were  mostly  indisposed 
in  the  evening.  One  had  the  tooth-ache ; 
another  complained  that  her  clothes  were 
scented  with  the  fames  of  the  Doctor's  pipe ; 
a  third  never  drank  British  wines  at  home,  and 
they  did  not  agree  with  her.  Most  of  them 
were  vexed  at  being  interrupted  in  their  flirta- 
tions with  some  favoured  beau.  I  myself  had 
an  abominable  headache  from  drinking  deeply 
the  contents  of  the  loving-cup,  of  which  I 
thought  myself  in  gallantry  bound  to  imbibe 
largely;  and  all  the  company,  I  believe,  would, 
from  the  result  of  their  own  personal  expe- 
rience, have  willingly  subscribed  for  a  new 

edition  of  the  poem,  of  which  Dr. was 

so  fond,  entitled  the  *  Tears  of  Old  May-day.' " 


The  Advocate's  story  had  the  desired  efiFect; 
it  dispersed  the  heavy  cloud  that  hung  over 
the  party,  which  now  moved  to  the  boat :  but, 
before  entering  it,  Miss  Standard  requested 
Mr.  Mordaunt,  whose  arm  she  had  accepted, 
to  ask  the  boatman  if  he  could  give  an  account 
of  the  singular  being  whose  presence  had  so 
startled  her  in  the  dell. 

"  Aye;  wha should  she  be,"  replied  the  boat- 
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man,  *  wha  but  Sandy  Mac  Vitae  ?    Nae  doubt, 
Sir,  ye  hae  heard  o'  Sandy  ?" 

"  Not  I,  truly,"  said  Mr.  Mordaunt. 

"  Weel,  weel,  it  does  nae  matter: — he  is  ane 
of  twins ;  his  brither  is  dead  a  year  agone.  The 
nicht  afore  he  was  born,  his  mither  was  fright- 
ened by  the  taisch*  o'  his  father,  wha  was  in 
Spain,  Andrew  Mac  Vitae,  ye  see,  listed,  and 
left  his  spouse  ahint  him  : — what  is  your  opi* 
nion.  Sir,  anent  the  army  ?" 

Mr.  Mordaunt  was  amused  with  the  catego- 
rical mode  of  conversation  so  common  with 
Highlanders,  but  he  replied — **  As  to  my 
opinion  of  the  army,  there  is  so  much  to  be 
said,  that  we  must  defer  the  discussion  until 
another  time :  but  I  may  now  say  that,  judg- 
ing from  the  courage  and  the  high  military 
character  of  the  highland  regiments,  the 
army  is  a  line  of  life  peculiarly  adapted  for  a 
Highlander." 

"  Ye  ken  little  about  the  matter,  Sir,  if  ye 
think  80 ;  Highlanders  ne'er  would  list,  were 
it  no  to  oblige  the  laird.     May  be  ye  ken'd. 
Major  Cameron  ?" 

"  I  had  not  the  honour  of  knowing  that  gal- 

•  Taisch  implies  the  similitude  of  the  person  in  the  second 
sight. 
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lant  officer,"  said  Mr.  Mordaant ;  <<  but  I  am 
anxious  that  yoa  shoald  fornish  me  with  some 
information  respecting  the  wild  man,  Sandy 
Mac  —  what  did  you  call  him  ?" 

«  Mac  Vit«,"  replied  Donald.  «  Weel, 
wee),  I  am  coming  to  that.  Te  see  that  the 
Major  was  Andrew's  chief,  and  fell  in  the  same 
fecht  wi'  liim — aye,  it  was  a  ssar  day  for  the 
Camerons  as  weel  *as  the  Mac  Vitses! — but 
Andrew  fell  wi'  the  chief,  and  that  was  some 
consolation  to  him ;  though  I  true  it  was  little 
to  the  gude-wife,  wha,  that  very  nicht,  saw 
Andrew  wi'  a  great  gash  in  his  head." 

"  I  understood,"  said  the  Clergyman,  "  that 
he  fell  fighting  in  Spain  ?" 

"  Tweel  did  she,"  replied  the  everlasting  di- 
gressor ;  "  there's  nae  doubt  that  she  fell  on 
Spanish  ground.  But  a  stark  man  was  An- 
drew, to  my  certie !— ere  he  fell,  I  opine,  the 
French  got  as  gude  as  they  gied,  or  my  name 
is  no  Donald  Cameron." 

«  But  what  of  Sandy  Mac  Vit«  ?"  said  Mr. 
Mordaunt,  anxious  to  bring  him  to  the  piiint. 

"Sandy! — that's  true,  I  was  forgetting 
Sandy — nae  doubt  ye  tak  snuff,  Sir ! — I  prefer 
rap^e : — ye  see  this  mull.  Sir  ? — my  great  great 
grandfather,  by  the  mither's  side — she  was  a 
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Grant  d'ye  see,  and  came  o'  gentle  bluid  ;  my 
great  great  grandfather  gat  it  frae  Grant  o' 
Rothermurchies  ;  it  was  an  heir  loom." 

«  But  what  of  Sandy  Mac  Vitse  ?"  reite- 
rated Mr.  Mordaunt. 

"  Weel,  weel,  we're  coming  to  that.  When 
the  gude  wife  saw  this  waeful  sight,  she  gied 
nearly  dimentit,  and  fell  into  labour." 

Miss  Standard,  who  until  now  had  stood  ad- 
miring the  patience  of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  and  the 
specimen  of  a  true  Highlander,  which  Donald 
exhibited,  turned  round  and  approached  the 
boat. 

"  Wait  a  wee,  my  leddy  !"^  said  Donald,  step- 
ping into  the  water  ;  "  ye'll  wat  ye're  bonnie 
feet — saftly  now,  dinna  be  in  a  hurry — just 
stap  on  my  knee  I" — bending  his  knee,  and 
gallantly  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  as  Mr. 
Mordaunt  handed  her  from  the  bank.  "  Now, 
there,  sit  down  my  leddy,  'tis  a'  right!"  and 
Donald  again  regaled  his  nose  with  a  pinch  of 
rapp6e.  "  Weel,  Sir,  said  he,"  returning  to 
the  charge  with  Mr.  Mordaunt,  "  ye  dinna 
snuff? — a  weel,  ye  see  that  the  tweens  were 
born  idiots ;  the  head  o'  ane  o'  them  was  as  flat 
as  a  paddock's." 

*•  Flat !  did  you  say  ?" — exclaimed  the  Can- 
tab, stepping  out  of  the  boat — "  the  forehead, 

VOL.   I.  Q 
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yoo  mean,  my  good  man : — ^there  was  no  de- 
velopment of  the  intellectoaJ  fiBumlties." 

"  What's  ye're  wall,  Sir  ?"  said  Donald. 

"  Xay,  Mr.  Perdval,"  said  Mr.  Mordaant, 
^^  if  yoa  interrapt  Donald,  I  shall  never  bear 
the  end  of  his  tale." 

<<  Ye're  richt.  Sir,  qaite  richt.  Sir ;  nae  man 
should  be  banked  in  a  story.  I  kend  a  man 
wha  was  telling  some  news  whan  anither  came 
in—" 

^^  Xay,  Donald,  leave  that  story  at  present — 
what  of  the  twins  ?" 

"  Weel,  weel,  we're  coming  to  them.  Ye 
see  Andrew  Mac  Vitae's  wife  died,  and  the 
tweens  grew  ap  little  better  than  daft  'Tis  a 
sair  misfortane  that.  Sir !  do  ye  nae  think  sae  r" 

^^  It  is,  indeed ;  and  how  were  they  sup- 
ported?" 

**  'Tweel  ye  may  speer  that ;  but,  as  the  mi- 
nister says,  ^  the  Lord  is  kind  to  bairns  and 
daft  folk :'  so  a  gentleman,  wha  heard  o'  their 
condition — ye  hae  some  kind  folks  in  the  Ijow- 
lands — and  Providence  fills  the  heart  o'  man 
wi'  mercy  every  where,  it  fa's  like  the  dew  o* 
Heaven  in  the  plains  and  on  the  mountains  I^ 

"  Well, "    said  Mr.    Mordaunt,   fearful   of 
another  digression,  ^^  what  of  this  gentleman  ?" 
Ouh,  naething,  Sir,  naething.     You  see  he 
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gaed  an  order  to  Duncan  Stewart — ye  ken 
Duncan,  our  landlord? — a  weel.  Sir!  ye  see 
Duncan  gat  an  order  to  cleid  the  tweens,  and 
to  get  them  taught  to  read :  but  it  was  o'  nae 
use,  Sir.  Ye  dinna  think  it  possible  to  teach  a 
fool  to  read  ?" 

"  Never  mind  what  I  think,  Donald ;  pro- 
ceed." 

"  Ye're  richt.  Sir,  ye're  thoughts  will  no 
mend  the  matter  now : — but  it  is  a  fact,  that  the 
Dominie  could  mak  naething  o'  them,  puir 
things !  they  had  nae  stomach  for  learning,  and 
just  wandered  about  like  wild  nowte." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  had  heard  enough  of  the  nar- 
rative to  guess  the  sequel ;  and  politely  thanked 
Donald  for  the  information.  But  a  Highlander 
is  not  to  be  put  off  in  that  way,  and  Donald 
made  a  determined  stand  against  it. 

"  Na,  na,  Sir !"  said  he,  refreshing  his  olfac*- 
tories  with  another  pinch,  "  ye  hae  nae  heard 
the  best  o'  the  story.  The  tweens,  ye  see.  Sir, 
grew  up  to  callants,  wilder  and  wilder.  That 
was  a  consequence  to  be  expected — ^is  that  not 
your  opinion.  Sir  ? — but,  what  was  I  saying  ? — 
aye,  Duncan  Stewart  was  obligated  to  cut  the 
auld  claise  frae  their  backs,  and  hae  the  new 
put  on  by  main  force :  few  wise  folk  require 
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sic  persuasion  to  put  on  a  ne\v  coat ;  do  they, 
Sir  ?" 
"  Never  mind  ;  proceed,  Duncan." 
"  Weel,  Sir,  they  were  awfu'  speilers ;  and 
ane  day  the  youngest  was  found  floating  in  Loch 
Achray.  Nae  doubt  ye 're  wondering  at  the 
word  youngest,  when  they  were  tweens — ^bot 
such  a  think  is  possible,  is  it  no.  Sir  ? 

"  Weel,  Sir,  ye  dinna  seem  disposed  to  gie  an 
opinion  ;  perhaps  ye're  right — but,  what  was  I 
saying  ? — aye,  the  youngest  gat,  naebody  kens 
how,  into  Loch  Achray,  although  it  is  possible 
that  he  may  hae  fallen  into  the  Teith,  and 
been  carried  down — is  that  no  likely,  Sir  ?" 

The  Colonel,  whose  patience  had  been  for 
some  time  exhausted,  now  earnestly  begged 
that  Mr.  Mordaunt  would  step  into  the  boab 
"  If  you  wait,  my  dear  Sir,  to  hear  the  end  of 
Donald's  story,  the  reviell^e  will  be  beaten  to 
morrow  morning." 

Donald  pulled  off  his  bonnet. — '''Ye're  ho- 
hour's  time  eneugh,"  said  he,  "  for  the  Coir- 
nan-Uriskin  ;  ye'll  no  think  muckle  o'  it,  when 
ye  get  there." 

Mr.  Oatlands  smiled. 

"  I  have  only  one  question  more  to  ask 
Donald,"  said  Mr.  Mordaunt. 
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"  That  will  produce  five  hundred  on  his 
part" — exclaimed  the  Advocate. 

"  Tell  me,"  continued  Mr.  Mordaunt,  "  how 
this  wretched  man  is  supported  ?" 

"  Naebody  kens  ;  it  may  be,  like  the  pro- 
phet, he  is  fed  by  the  corbies.  The  herd  lads^ 
nae  doubt  gie  him  a  scone  now  and  then  ;  and, 
when  he  happens  to  be  on  the  road,  travellers 
gie  him  a  bawbee  for  snishing." 

"  The  poor  creature  disappeared  so  sud- 
denly," said  Mr.  Mordaunt,  "  that  I  fear  he 
has  shared  the  fate  of  his  brother." 
"  Do  you  think  sae  ?"  asked  Donald. 
"  By  Gad,  Mr.  Mordaunt !"  exclaimed  the 
Veteran,  "  we  must  leave  you  and  Donald 
behind. — Donald,  I  command  you  to  do  your 
duty !" 

"  Weel,  weel.  Sir,  ye  army  gentlemen 
maunie  be  gainsaid — your  honour's  pleasure 
maun  be  done." 

Donald  took  another  pinch;  and,  with  the 
most  provoking  coolness  and  composure,  step- 
ped into  the  boat,  and  shoved  it  from  the  beach. 
The  Cantab  and  the  Advocate  took  the  oars ; 
the  former  to  display  his  skill  in  rowing,  the 
latter  from  his  knowledge  of  the  proverbial 
awkwardness  of  Highland  boatmen.     In  two 
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minutes   we  shot  into   the  little  creek  which 
leads  to  the  Coir-nan-Uriskin. 

As  we  pushed  off  in  the  boat,  I  again  caught 
a  glimpse  of  the  same  figure  that  had  attracted 
my  eye  in  the  dell,  bending  forwards  from 
behind  the  rock  under  the  screen  of  which  the 
party  had  been  seated.  I  was  now  more  than 
ever  puzzled,  as  the  recognition  which  the  dis- 
tance permitted  me  to  make,  almost  convinced 
me  that  my  first  idea  was  correct ;  but  how  to 
account  for  the  presence  here  of  that  individual, 
was  a  mystery  which  I  could  not  solve :  and 
still  more  difficult  was  it  to  explain  the  impres- 
sion which  his  appearance,  admitting  the  truth 
of  my  conjecture,  had  made  upon  Caroline 
Ashton  and  Mr.  Mordaunt.  As  I  gazed,  the 
figure  disappeared,  and  I  was  again  half  in- 
clined to  think  that  it  was  one  of  those  illu- 
sions of  the  brain  that  mock  the  eye ;  yet,  I 
determined  to  lose  no  opportunity  of  investi- 
gating the  mystery. 

If  we  had  not  seen  the  mountain  recess, 
which  we  had  just  left,  the  Coir  would  have 
made  a  powerful  impression  upon  us.  It  is  as 
wild,  and  nearly  as  romantic  as  the  dell  we 
left,  as  far  as  concerns  trees  and  rocks,  and  the 
rude  piling  of  huge  fragments,  which  form  the 
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narrow  cavity  which  the  magic  of  Sir  Walter 
Scott  has  transformed  into  a  grotto : — 

^'  Douglas  and  his  daughter  fair 
Sought  for  a  space  their  safety  there.'* 

But  it  wants  the  river-torrent  and  its  intermi- 
nate  source  and  afflux  under  the  gloom  of  the 
mingled  shade  of  the  oaks  and  birches,  with 
the  distant  hollow  and  mysterious  boom  of  the 
unseen  waterfall,  interrupting  the  solemn  still- 
ness of  the  spot,  which  impresses  so  high  a 
feeling  of  the  sublime  in  the  other  recess. 
There  are,  it  must  be  admitted,  in  the  Coir, 
when,  a  person  visits  it  alone,  a  solitude  and  a 
stillness  which  are  truly  fearful :  if  he  suspend 
his  footsteps  to  listen  for  some  demonstration 
of  life  or  humanity,  he  hears  only  the  beatings 
of  his  own  heart ;  he  seems  shut  out  of  the 
world ;  and  there  is  nothing  to  destroy  this 
impression.  But  the  Coir  requires  to  be  vi- 
sited alone  ;  it  is  to  the  imagination,  not  to  the 
eye,  that  we  must  ascribe  the  sublime  awe  with 
which  the  mind  is  overpowered. 

"  Well,  Miss  Caroline,  are  your  ideas  of 
the  Coir,  formed  upon  Sir  Walter's  description, 
realized  ?"  said  the  Advocate. 

"  I  prefer,"  replied  she, "  the  taste  of  Letitia's 
living  Urisk,  if  I  dare  believe  that  the  sylvan 
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deity  can  retire  to  a  more  comfortable  abode  in 
severe  weather." 

The  Advocate  smiled.  "  You  are  certainly 
right  in  your  judgment  of  the  two  spots  ;  yet, 
for  hundreds  that  visit  the  Coir,  not  one  sees 
the  mountain  recess." 

<'  It  is  a  fortunate  circumstance,"  remarked 
Mr.  Mordaunt,  "  for  the  comfort  of  the  Urisk.* 
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What  see  you  there, 


That  hath  so  cowarded  and  chased  your  blood 
Out  of  appearance  P" 

Henry  the  Fifth. 


As  Donald  had  foretold,  we  were  much 
disappointed  in  the  Coir  nan  Urisken  ;  indeed, 
there  was  nothing  sufficiently  attractive  in  its 
aspect,  from  the  water,  to  induce  us  to  leave  the 
boat.  Time,  also,  like  a  silent  river,  had  flowed 
on  so  imperceptibly,  that  we  were  warned  by 
the  deepening  shadows,  which  the  downward 
sun  was  beginning  to  throw  over  the  hollows 
on  the  face  of  Ben  Venue,  that  it  was  time  to 
think  of  returning  to  the  Inn  ;  we,  therefore, 
crossed  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  lake,  and 
landed  in  the  little  cove,  into  which  Donald, 
with  the  gravity  of  a  veritable  chronicler,  as- 
sured us  the  Lady  of  the  Lake  was  wont  to 
push  her  skiff. 

VOL.  II.  B 


The  second  mysterious  appearance  of  the 
vision,  for  I  could  scarcely  believe  it  any  thing 
else,  of  the  individual  the  least  likely  to  be  in 
this  part  of  the  world,  awakened  in  my  mind  a 
train  of  unaccountable  imaginings  which  I  coidd 
not  suppress.  The  effect,  however,  which  the 
same  optical  delusion,  or  something  else  very 
dosely  resembling  it,  had  apparently  produced 
on  Caroline  Ashton  and  Mr.  M ordaunt  puzzled 
me :  it  was  an  enigma  which  I  longed  to  solve, 
by  questioning  either  of  the  parties  respecting 
what  they  had  observed.  It  had  altered  their 
countenances  and  changed  their  demeanour  in 
a  remarkable  degree.  The  vivacity  of  Miss 
Ashton  had  completely  vanished  ;  she  appeared 
thoughtful  and  alarmed  ;  and,  the  moment  that 
we  landed,  she  clung  to  the  arm  of  the  Veteran, 
as  if  she  sought  his  protection  against  some  im- 
pending evil.  Looks,  also,  which  spoke  im- 
portant communications,  were  exchanged  be- 
tween Caroline  and  her  cousin,  who  requested 
me  to  give  Miss  Ashton  my  arm,  so  that  she 
was  supported  by  the  Veteran  and  myself, 
whilst  Miss  Standard  hung  on  the  other  arm  of 
her  father.  Mr.  Mordaunt  seemed  purposely 
to  have  fallen  into  the  rear,  with  the  Cantab 
and  Mr.  Sketchly ;  although  it  was  very  evident 
that  he  was  aware  of  the  cause  of  Miss  Ashtoh's 


perturbation.  Yet  his  gait,  bis  silence,  and  bis 
look,  indicated  tbat  some  serious  reflections 
were  passing  in  bis  mind,  connected  witb  tbe  ex- 
traordinary incident  wbicb  bad  so  lately  oc- 
curred. But  great  as  ray  anxiety  was  to  under- 
stand tbe  meaning  of  tbese  obvious  impres- 
sions, caused  by  an  apparent  spectral  illusion 
on  at  least  tbree  of  tbe  party,  tbe  present  was 
not  tbe  moment  for  obtaining  an  elucidation 
of  tbe  mystery  ;  and,  therefore,  I  suffered  my 
thoughts  to  take  an  excursive  range  in  framing 
a  solution,  wbicb,  afterwards,  turned  out  to  be 
wholly  incorrect. 

How  curious  it  is,  often,  to  contemplate  tbe 
workings  of  imagination  on  subjects  devoid  of 
tbe  foundation  of  experience,  and  wbicb,  indeed, 
seems  altogether  baseless.  And  yet,  even 
when  conscious  of  their  nothingness,  how  deeply 
do  we  permit  them  to  impress  tbe  mind.  A 
temporary  belief  in  preternatural  agency  may 
arise,  and,  like  every  thing  else  which  circum- 
stances have  aided  in  strongly  occupying  atten- 
tion, may  affect  tbe  feelings,  and  awaken  ideas 
wbicb  tinge  tbe  whole  train  of  our  reflections. 
I  could  not  seriously  assent  to  tbe  doctrines  of 
second-sight,  although  they  bad  been  familiar 
to  me  from  my  earliest  infancy ;  yet  what  I  bad 
witnessed  almost  made  me  a  convert     But  still 
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this  question  arose — were  this  appearance  a 
mere  delusion,  why  should  others  be,  appa- 
rently, as  much  influenced  by  it  as  myself?  I 
determined  to  have  the  mystery  resolved  the 
first  opportunity  which  presented  itself  of 
speaking  to  the  Veteran  on  the  subject. 

In  consequence  of  the  state  of  Miss 
Ashton's  feelings,  and  those  of  Mr.  Mordaunt, 
which  were  still  more  inexplicable,  our  walk 
up  the  Trosachs  would  have  been  a  silent  one, 
had  not  an  incident  occurred  to  disturb  the 
train  of  thought  in  all  of  us.  It  was  one  of 
those  occurrences  which  possess  little  of  in- 
terest in  themselves  ;  but  which  are  so  strongly 
tinctured  with  the  ludicrous,  that  the  mind> 
even  in  the  most  serious  mode  of  its  reflections, 
can  scarcely  avoid  relaxing  and  feeling  its  in- 
fluence. 

Our  band  had  just  entered  the  Trosachs,  when 
we  encountered  a  party  coming  down,  followed  by 
a  handsome  barouche  and  a  tilbury.  It  consisted 
of  two  gentlemen  and  four  ladies.  The  younger 
portion  of  the  bipeds,  forming  what  the  Veteran 
called  the  avant  guard,  was  composed  of  two 
pert  young  misses,  frightfully  drawn  in  at  the 
waist  and  fashionably  overdressed,  leaning 
upon  the  arm  of  a  young  man,  the  very  pink 
of  dandyism.     I  fancied  that  the  faces  of  the 


damsels  were  familiar  to  me ;  but  they  were 
too  much  engaged  with  their  companion,  who 
seemed  to  pay  an  equal  tribute  to  the  wit  of 
both,  to  look  up  ;  indeed,  the  loudness  of  their 
conversation,  and  the  gusts  of  laughter  in  which 
they  indulged,  showed  that  they  were  in  the 
best  humour  with  themselves  and  with  one 
another,  and  far  too  deeply  engrossed  in  the 
subject  of  their  mirth  to  notice  either  persons 
or  the  scenery  around  them.  In  vain  the 
birches  on  the  face  of  Binean  displayed  their 
silvery  stems  and  azure  leaves ;  in  vain  the 
trailing  eglantine  threw  its  green  and  rosy  veil 
over  the  face  of  the  rocks  ;  the  budding  brake, 
the  flowering  broom,  the  fern,  the  wooded 
knolls,  cushioned  with  manifold  coloured  mosses 
and  purple  heath,  the  loch,  and  the  mountain, 
were  alike  unnoticed ;  and  equally  unheard  the 
trill  of  the  rock  linnet,  and  the  mellow  song  of 
(he  mavis,  who  now  poured  forth  his  length- 
ened  notes  from  the  nested  foliage. 

The  other  division  of  the  party,  which  we 
had  time  to  reconnoitre,  consisted  of  a  squat, 
or  rather  dumpy,  round-faced,  consequential 
littie  man,  dressed  in  a  green  frock  coat,  white 
trousers,  and  a  hat  with  an  unusual  breadth  of 
brim  ;  a  lady  of  a  similar  calibre,  richly  attired, 
but  without  the  smallest  attempt  at  elegance. 


who  screened  a  broad,  red,  shrewish  face  from 
the  sun  with  a  white  silk  parasol ;  and  a  tall, 
slender,  sharp-faced,  sarcastic  lool^ing  female^ 
evidently,  from  the  plainness  of  her  dress, 
some  dependent  or  humble  friend:  a  foot- 
man, in  a  handsome  livery,  with  a  gold- 
headed  cane,  which  would  have  been  in  place 
in  Grosvenor  Square,  followed  at  a  respectful 
distance. 

As  we  approached  the  last  group,  my  asto- 
nishment was  excited  in  recognizing,  in  thid 
trio,  the  father  and  mother  of  my  brother  officer 
and  worthy  friend  Wetherell,  and  his  maiden 
aunt,  Miss  Mary  Stapleton,  his  mother's  sister. 

Miss  Standard  was  remarking,  in  a  whisper, 
on  the  stately  strut  of  the  little  man  and  his 
companion,  when  he  suddenly  stopped,  shook 
off  his  womenkind,  and,  advancing  towards  me, 
put  out  his  hand,  and  exclaimed,  "  Dr.  Mc 
Alpin,  or  I  am  much  mistaken  ?'*  and,  without 
waiting  for  a  reply,  continued,  "  how  happy  I 
am  to  see  you ;  who  would  have  thought  of 
meeting  you  in  this  wild  place  ?" 

"  I  was  about  to  make  the  same  remark, 
Mr.  Wetherell,"  said  I,  shaking  the  little  man 
by  the  hand,  and  bowing  to  the  ladies,  who  now 
came  up  ;  "I  did  not  expect  to  meet  you  so  far 
from  the  Exchange." 


"  True,  Doctor !  true— a  tooVs  errand — 
dragged  here  by  my  daughters  to  see  an  island 
and  a  cave — could  have  gone  to  the  Isle  of  Wight 
for  half  the  money — know  nothing  about  the  cave 
— I  dare  say  the  Thames  tunnel  is  a  better 
thing — but  women  will  have  their  way.  Did  you 
not  speak  to  the  girls  ?     Hoa !  hoa !  Kitty." 

Kitty  was  beyond  hearing ;  and  Mrs. 
Wetherell  pronounced  nothing  to  be  so  vulgar 
as  bawling  after  people.  ■ 

"  Well,  well,  my  dear !  suppose  it  will  soon 
be  vulgar  to  eat  or  sleep.  Snubbed  more  than 
ever,  Doctor !  since  we  got  to  Russell  Square." 

Mrs.  Wetherell  tossed  up  her  head  ;  "  Dr. 
Mc  Alpin,"  said  she,  in  the  most  pompous  and 
measured  strain,  ^'  you  must  excuse  Mr. 
Wetherell ;   nothing  will  ever  alter  his  man- 


ners." 


I  assured  her  I  saw  nothing  to  excuse. 

«  That's  right.  Doctor !  that's  right !"  re- 
plied  the  little  man, "  manners !  eh — humbug !" 

Fearful  of  what  might  result,  were  this 
sparring  to  proceed  farther,  I  enquired  after 
my  friend  Captain  Wetherell. 

"  Tom  !  i'  faith— you  may  ask  his  sisters — 
never  hear  from  him  unless  he  wants  money- 
believe  he  is  in  Paris — no  fighting  now.  Doctor ! 
By  the  bye,"  continued  he,  "  did  you  notice  that 
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young  fellow  with  the  girls  ?  it's  young  Laurel, 
the  Deputy's  son — a  clever  young  man — was 
bred  up  at  Oxford  for  the  church,  but  preferred 
the  counting  house — a  wise  man !  one  desk  for 
another — eh  !  Doctor — he !  he  !  he !" 

I  was  about  to  reply,  when  he  interrupted 

"  You  see  he  is  courting  Kitty — so  became 
with  us — the- Deputy  is  a  most  substantial  man 
— I  would  take  his  acceptance  for  a  hundred 
thousand  pounds  as  soon  as  a  bank  note — be- 
lieve he  will  tell  down  pretty  freely — I  can  give 
Kitty  something,  you  know,  Doctor — he !  he! 
he!" 

Here  Mrs.  Wetherell  again  broke  out.  "  I 
am  really  amazed,  Mr.  Wetherell,  that  you 
can  expose  your  daughter's  affairs  in  this  way." 

"  Me  expose  !  what  do  you  mean,  my 
dear  ?  me  expose !  do  you  call  it  exposing, 
because  I  tell  my  good  friend,  the  Doctor,  that 
the  girl  is  going  to  be  well  married  ?  dem  it ! 
I  shall  soon  not  be  allowed  to  speak  at  all." 

I  attempted  to  change  the  conversation,  and 
asked  whether  he  had  brought  any  news  from 
the  metropolis. 

"  Metropolis  !  why  it  is  a  month  since  we 
left  town — foolish  thing  to  travel  with  one's  own 
horses — much  better  to  come  in  the  mail — but 
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women  will  have  their  way.  I  have'nt  seen  a 
paper  since  I  left  town — stay  !  there  I  am 
bouncing — I  saw  the  paper  in  the  Tontine  at 
Glasgow — nice  room  that  there  news  room. 
I  told  my  clerk  to  send  me  the  price  current 
there  ;  and  so  I  saw  the  room  and  read  the 
papers."  „^^- 

"  And  what  do  you  think  of  the  Highlands,  '^ 
Madam  ?^'  said  I,  addressing  Mr^uWetherell. 

"  Think,  Doctor!  how  can  you  ask  such  a 
question  ?"  replied  the  little  man  before  his 
wife  could  open  her  mouth  ;  "  women  never 
think  at  all — if  they  did,  they  would  not  spend 
so  much  money  on  dress  and  nonsense — beg 
pardon,  ma'am !"  addressing  himself  to  Miss 
Standard,  who  continued  hanging  on  the  arm 
of  her  father  during  this  dialogue.  Mrs. 
Wetherell,  however,  was  not  to  be  put  down. 

"  I  beg,"  said  she,  «  Mr.  Wetherell,  that 
you  will  speak  on  your  own  account.  The 
Highlands — why,  Sir,  I  think  the  inns  very 
incommodious — that  there  one  at  Callander  is 
the  dirtiest  I  ever  was  in — no  service  at  all. 
My  two  daughters  aver  that,  if  they  had'nt 
brought  their  own  maids,  they  coud'nt  'ave 
surviv'd — and  I  can't  tell  what  we  should  'ave 
done  without  John." 

"  And  the  charges  are  most  tremendous," 
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said  Miss  Stapleton,  curling  up  her  sarcastic  lip. 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Mary  Stapleton,"  said 
her  sister  ;  "  you  are  not  to  pay  for  the  jour- 
ney. Mr.  Wetherell  can  very  well  afford  the 
money  ;  and  the  girls  ought  to  see  the  world." 

Miss  Stapleton  was  mute. 

"  You  ask  us  about  the  Highlands,  Doctor !" 
again  chimed  in  Mr.  Wetherell ;  "  why,  d'ye 
see,  they  are  more  than  a  hundred  years  behind 
us  in  improvements — great  capabilities,  but 
nobody  to  suggest.  I  would  have  had  a  paper- 
mill  in  this  here  valley : — water  the  clearest 
I  ever  saw  :"  casting  hi«  eye  upon  one  of  the 
limpid,  little  runnels,  which  crossed  the  road ; 
"  plenty  of  it  for  either  undershot  or  overshot 
wheels :  eh  !  Doctor,  eh  !"  Then  looking  down 
the  glen,  he  suddenly  exclaimed,  "Demit! 
the. girls  are  out  of  sight — verily  believe  they 
have  run  off  with  Dick  Laurel ! — he  !  he !  he  ! 
Good  bye,  Doctor!  good  bye — will  be  glad  to 
see  you  in  Russell  Square — not  so  snug  as  the 
old  place — good  bye ! — will  be  glad  to  see  you*" 
And  away  this  amiable  pair  strutted  before  I 
could  reply. 

The  Veteran,  who,  during  this  conversation, 
had  taken  his  umbrella  from  under  his  arm,  his 
usual  prelude  to  some  remark,  now  broke  forth — 

"  By  Gad !  Doctor !  that  little  man  is  con- 
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foundedly  out  of  his  reckoning  in  coming  here  ; 
yet,  I  like  him  better  than  his  wife  : — who  and 
what  are  they  ?" 

"  Why,  my  dear  Colonel,"  replied  I,  "  he 
is  a  substantial  citizen  of  London.  Old  Tom 
Wetherell,  for  he  is  so  called  although  he^  ha^ 
scarcely  turned  sixty,  is  a  rich  sugar-baker  in 
Rotherhithe,  where  he  resided,  until  his 
daughters  returned  home,  at  the  termination 
of  a  very  expensive  school  education.  It 
is  true,  ias  you  must  have  observed,  that  Old 
Wetherell  has  little  scholastic  lore  himself,  yet 
he  has  spared  no  expense  in  the  education  of 
his  children.  The  Captain,  his  only  son,  my 
friend,  is  an  accomplished  gentleman ;  but  I 
fear  that  the  girls  have  too  much  of  the  mother 
in  them  ever  to  acquire  the  manners  and  the 
real  politeness  of  gentlewomen. 

"  The  idea  of  living  on  the  sugar-baking 
premises  was  too  shocking  to  be  endured  by  the 
young  ladies,  who  persuaded  their  father  to 
take  a  house  in  Russell  Square ;  for  he  stoutly 
resisted  all  attempts  to  get  him  father  West  : 
and  they  succeeded  also  in  persuading  him  to 
set  up  an  equipage.  Mrs.  Wetherell,  who  was 
the  daughter  of  a  hatter,  of  the  name  of 
Stapleton,  in  the  Borough,  and  who  had  assi- 
duously aided  her  better  half  in  accumulating 
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the  ample  fortune  which  he  now  possesses,  had 
no  objection  to  this  change.  The  ambition  of 
the  good  woman  led  her  to  aim  at  being  as 
fashionable  as  Deputy  Laurel's  lady,  who  had 
left  their  neighbourhood  to  occupy  a  handsome 
mansion  in  Park  Place,  Regent's  Park. 

"  The  other  lady  of  the  trio  is  Miss  Mary 
Stapleton,  Mrs.  Wetherell's  sister ;  she  was 
left  with  a  very  slender  provision,  owing  to  the 
failure  of  old  Stapleton,  a  short  time  before  his 
death.  She  is  one  of  those  sharp-faced  spin- 
sters, who,  by  making  themselves  useful  in  a 
thousand  little  ways  in  a  family,  are  prized  for 
their  services  by  the  heads  of  it,  and  equally 
detested  by  the  younger  branches  for  their  ob- 
sequiousness ;  who  bear  quizzing  as  a  spaniel 
stands  beating,  and  who  revenge  themselves 
by  carrying  gossip  from  family  to  family,  and 
setting  people  by  the  ears. 

"  How  unlike  dear  Aunt  Bridget,"  said 
Miss  Standard,  who  had  been  greatly  amused 
by  the  Wetherells.  "  With  all  her  eccentri- 
cities, Aunt  Bridget,"  continued  she,  "  is  full 
of  gentle  and  sympathetic  feelings :  she  is  a 
child  in  simplicity ;  open,  warm-hearted,  and 
benevolent  in  all  her  thoughts  and  deeds." 

"  Yes,  by  Gad !"  said  the  Veteran,  «  Biddy 
is,  indeed,  full  of  the  milk  of  human  kindness : 
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I  never  heard  her  utter  an  illnatured  remark 
on  any  one.  Her  foible,  goood  old  soul!  is 
vanity :  and,  like  most  old  maids,  she  will  not 
permit  herself  to  see  the  wrinkles  which  time 
is  daily  indenting  on  her  forehead.  But,  she 
is  a  general  favorite,  Doctor ! — what  say  you 
Carry,  my  dear  ?  Why,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
your  vivacity  has  beaten  a  retreat : — you  look 
as  demure  as  a  quaker." 

I  was,  indeed,  astonished  at  the  complete 
change  in  Miss  Ashton's  manner ;  she  had 
courtsied  politely  to  Mrs.  Wetherell,  when  we 
stopped ;  but,  from  what  I  had  observed  of  her 
quick  perception  of  the  ludicrous,  and  the  feli- 
citous manner  in  which  she  could  render  it 
perceptible  to  others,  in  description,  I  expected 
some  pointed  remarks  from  her  on  the  absurdi- 
ties  of  the  Wetherells.  She,  however,  conti- 
nued silent :  it  was  evident  that  something  had 
gained  full  possession  of  her  mind  ;  I  had  no 
hesitation  in  ascribing  it  to  the  same  circum- 
stance which  had  so  excited  my  astonishment ; 
especially  as  it  was  coupled  with  the  extraordi- 
nary and  sudden  cessation  of  Mr.  Mordaunt's 
attentions.  But  why  such  a  circumstance  should 
occur,  were  Mr.  Mordaunt  aware  of  the  indivi- 
dual who  had  shewn  himself,  if  that  individual 
were  really  flesh  and  blood,  was  inconceivable : 
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— that  he  must  have  had  suspicions  of  another 
kind  was  clear.  I  had  no  doubt  of  the  feelings 
of  the  clergyman  towards  Caroline  Ashton  ;  but 
I  was  ignorant  whether  his  sentiments  were 
known,  beyond  mere  conjecture,  to  the  object 
of  his  affection.  Turning  the  matter  over  in 
my  mind,  I  recollected  that  Burton,  in  his 
Anatomy  of  Melancholy,  has  quoted  the  fol- 
lowing passage  from  Picolemineus :  —  "  Ami- 
ableness  is  the  object  of  love ;  the  scope  and 
end  is  to  obtain  it,  for  whose  sake  we  love,  and 
which  our  mind  covets  to  enjoy."  Now,  if  we 
add  beauty  to  amiableness,  and  intelligence  to 
both,  and  enrich  one  individual  with  the  whole, 
we  shall  have  an  object  truly  capable  of  ex- 
citing, fixing,  and  exalting  love :  and  such  was 
Caroline  Ashton.  As  the  lover  sees  all  these 
qualities  in  the  idol  at  whose  shrine  he  worships, 
Mr.  Mordaunt  no  doubt  had  done  so :  yet,  it  is 
equally  certain  that  your  true  lover  is  always 
prone  to  jealousy  ;  and  this,  thought  I,  may  be 
the  unfortunate  state  of  poor  Mordaunt.  I 
longed  for  the  moment  to  arrive  when  I  should 
have  the  opportunity  of  speaking  to  Colonel 
Standard  on  the  subject. 

It  was  evident  that  Miss  Standard  was  the 
only  person  aware  of  the  true  cause  of  her 
cousin's  feelings ;  but,  with  the  tact  of  a  woman, 
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she  instantly  drew  ofiF  the  attention  of  her 
father,  by  turning  to  me,  and  remarking  "  that 
nothing  surprised  her  more,  than  that  people 
should  take  so  long  a  journey  merely  to  say 
that  they  had  been  at  the  Trosachs,  without  re- 
ceiving any  real  gratification  from  their  visit.*' 

"  The  Miss  Wetherells,  I  suppose,"  replied 
I,  "  have  been  reading  Sir  Walter  Scott's  poem 
of  the  Lady  of  the  Lake,  and  have  filled  their 
imaginations  with  the  scene  of  its  adventures." 

"  But  you  must  admit,"  said  she,  "  that 
before  the  resolution  to  undertake  so  long  a 
journey  for  such  an  object  can  be  formed,  the 
imagination  must  be  powerfully  impressed  by 
the  perusal  of  the  poem  :  you  must  also  admit 
that  such  a  circumstance  implies  a  certain  de* 
gree  of  sensibility  and  refined  taste  in  the  per- 
sons who  can  be  so  impressed;  and,  if  you 
allow  that  the  Miss  Wetherells  possess  these 
qualities,  surely  it  is  reasonable  to  suppose  that 
the  striking  scenery  in  this  romantic  glen,  so 
full  of  beauty  and  sublimity,  is  suflBcient  to 
rouse  the  sympathies  of  our  common  nature, 
and  to  fill  the  mind  with  pleasure :  yet  those 
people  appear  neither  to  see  nor  to  feel  them." 

I  was  pleased  with  the  justice  of  these  re- 
nmrks ;  yet  I  ventured  to  argue  the  point  a 
little  with  my  accomplished  companion ;  and, 
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therefore,  replied  that  I  should  have  no  difficulty 
in  proving  my  position. 

"  I  can  readily  suppose,*'  continued  Mis« 
Standard,  "  that  the  parents  are  dragged  into 
the  expedition  to  humour  their  children ;  but 
that  such  lively  and  animated  young  persons 
as  the  daughters  appear  to  be,  should  pass  with- 
out observing  such  objects  as  now  surround 
them,  is  indeed  to  me  extraordinary." 

"  So  far  we  are  agreed,"  said  I,  «  in  ima- 
gining that  the  parents  are  passive  agents :  now, 
with  respect  to  the  young  ladies  themselves, 
their  perusal  of  the  Lady  of  the  Lake  has  pic- 
tured in  their  minds  two  objects,  which  have 
been  much  talked  of,  and  are  believed  by  many 
to  exist  as  they  are  described :  their  curiosity 
to  see  these  is  awakened,  and  it  is  sufficient  to 
induce  them  to  undertake  the  journey,  and  to 
drag  their  parents  into  the  scheme :  then  why, 
you  demand,  does  not  this  curiosity  also 
interest  them  in  the  numerous  other  objects  so 
capable  of  exciting  it,  which  every  where  pre- 
sent themselves  ?  I  reply,  that  a  more  powerful 
jwinciple  than  curiosity  influences  their  general 
feelings  and  actions  ;  I  mean  habit.  It  is  this 
power  which  has  deadened  the  parents  to  every 
thing  not  connected  with  business  and  the  city ; 
and  it  is  the  same  principle,  although  less  fixed, 
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operating  through  the  town-education  of  these 
young  people,  whose  minds  are  so  occupied 
with  artificial  objects,  dress,  parties,  concerts, 
the  theatre  and  the  opera,  that  they  have  be- 
come completely  sophisticated,  and  have  ima- 
gined a  world  of  their  own,  which  renders 
them  indifferent  to  that  which  is  real.  I  have 
no  doubt  the  conversation  in  which  they  seemed 
so  deeply  engrossed  related  to  some  party." 

"  But  you  have  admitted,  said  Miss  Standard, 
"  that  the  curiosity  of  these  young  ladies  may 
be  awakened  by  the  description  of  natural  ob- 
jects ;  why,  then,  is  it  not  by  the  sight  of 
them  ?" 

"  Your  remark  is  correct,"  replied  I ;  "  but 
we  must  recollect  that  a  spirited  verbal  descrip- 
tion, besides  raising  ideas  in  the  mind  which 
perhaps  are  more  pleasing  from  being  obscure, 
is  also  calculated  to  produce  a  stronger  emotion 
than  the  sight  of  the  objects  which  it  paints. 
The  pleasure,  derived  from  descriptive  poetry, 
depends,  in  a  great  measure,  on  the  ideas  which 
it  awakens  in  the  mind  of  the  reader ;  he  makes 
the  scenes  his  own  creation  ;  consequently,  they 
are  dearer  and  more  interesting  to  him  than 
the  objects  themselves,  were  they  seen  by  him 
without  his  imagination  having  been  previously 
excited. 
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"  I  will  illustrate  my  argument  by  a  quo- 
tation from  one  of  the  most  imaginative  of  our 
living  bards* ;  it  is  the  description  of  a  coun- 
tenance such  as  you  have  often  contemplated : — 


'  One  face  is  pale 


In  its  own  pensiveness,  bat  paler  seems 
Beneath  the  nnn-like  braidings  of  that  hair 
So  softly  black,  accordant  with  the  cahn 
PiTine  that  on  her  melancholj  brow 
Keeps  deepening  with  her  dreamsf !' 

**  The  prototype  of  this  picture  would  not, 
generally,  excite  an  emotion  equal  to  the  descrip- 
tion ;  and,  yet,  who  can  look  upon  such  a  face 
without  being  deeply  affected  ?" 

Miss  Standard  gazed  at  me,  for  an  instant, 
with  an  air  of  surprise — whilst  a  slight  blush 
Overspread  her  countenance. 

"  The  Miss  Wetherells,"  continued  I, 
"  have  thus  formed  their  ideas  of  the  place  they 
have  come  here  to  see ;  they  are  anxious  to 
realize  these  ideas  ;  but,  until  the  opportunity 
of  doing  so  arrives,  their  thoughts  are  occupied 
with  their  usual  pursuits,  and  they  may  be  said 
to  be  blind  to  all  other  scenery,  however  well 
calculated  to  excite  the  most  lively  interest, 
and  a  high  species  of  delight." 

*  Wilson.  t  Unimore.     A  Dream  of  the  Highlands. 
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"  Perhaps,"  rejoined  Miss  Standard,  "  after 
all,  their  only  object  is  to  be  able  to  boast  in 
company  of  having  seen  places  so  much  read 
and  talked  of." 

«  By  Gad!  Letty,"  said  the  Veteran,  «  you 
have  fired  a  point  blank  shot  into  the  citadel ; 
the  Doctor's  hypothesis,  in  my  opinion,  is  at 
least  a  league  distant  from  the  truth." 

Conversing  in  this  manner,  we  arrived  at  the 
Inn.  Caroline  Ashton,  who  had  all  along 
seemed  absorbed  in  the  reverie  which  had  so  sud- 
denly overpowered  her,  the  moment  we  reached 
the  door,  withdrew  her  arm  from  the  Veteran's, 
and  hurried  to  her  apartment,  followed  by 
Miss  Standard.  I  lingered  behind  until  Mr* 
Mordaunt  came  up :  he,  also,  seemed  anxious 
to  escape  from  observation,  and  evidently  was 
aware  that  his  emotion  had  been  noticed  by 
me.  He  hurried  into  the  inn,  and  did  not 
again  appear  until  dinner  was  announced.  An 
apology  was  made  by  Miss  Bridget  for  the 
absence  of  the  other  ladies. 

"  Caroline,"  said  the  good  old  maid,  "  has 
a  headache,  which  will  be  better  in  the  evening : 
but  she  is,  Mr.  Mordaunt !"  addressing  herself 
to  the  clergyman,  "  such  a  favorite  of  her  aunt 
and  cousin,  that  they  cannot  leave  her.  They 
will  all,  I  hope,  appear  at  tea." 
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«  What  is  the  matter,  Biddy  ?"  said  the 
Veteran,  laying  down  the  knife  and  fork  which 
he  had  just  used,  in  making  the  first  incision  in 
a  leg  of  boiled  mutton  ;  "  what  is  the  matter  ?" 

"  Nothing  of  great  importance,  Augustus ! 
you  will  know  by  and  bye,"  said  Aunt  Bridget, 
with  a  nod,  and  the  most  significant  look. 

"  Surely,  Carry  has  not  again  seen  the 
scoundrel  who  annoyed  her  at  Killin  ?  By 
Gad !  now  I  recollect  that,  when  that  movement 
took  place  among  the  bushes  near  the  dell,  where 
that  singular  being,  who  frightened  Letitia, 
appeared  and  attracted  the  attention  of  us  all, 
Carry  became  pale,  and  clung  to  my  arm  ;  but 
I  saw  nothing : — did  you,  Mr.  Mordaunt  ?" 

The  Clergyman,  whose  attention  was  roused 
by  the  remark  of  the  Veteran,  replied  that  he 
had  faintly  seen  the  figure  of  a  man  glide 
among  the  bushes ;  and  immediately  afterwards 
Miss  Ashton  fainted.  .  "  Pray,  Colonel!  may 
I  enquire  what  happened  at  Killin  ?" 

"  Why,  my  dear  Sir !  Caroline  is  a  fear- 
less person,  and  used  frequently  to  stroll  out 
alone,  to  sketch.  One  day,  last  week,  when 
employed  in  this  way,  near  the  waterfall  at 
Killin,  a  scoundrel  stole  behind  her,  and,  raising 
her  in  his  arms,  would  have  carried  her  off, 
by  Gad  !  if  she  had  not  been  rescued  by  some 
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Highlanders  who  were  passing  at  the  time. 
The  scoundrel  escaped ;  but,  as  he  had  been 
looking  at  her  for  some  time,  and  had  been  ob- 
served by  her,  she  said  that  she  should  always 
know  him  again." 

This  explanation  seemed  to  clear  the  coun- 
tenance of  Mr.  Mordaunt  from  the  expression 
of  anxiety  which  it  previously  wore ;  it  seemed 
as  if  a  load  had  been  removed  from  his  mind. 
He  cannot,  then,  thought  I,  have  seen  the  ap- 
parition as  it  appeared  to  me.  This  supposition 
involved  the  whole  affair  in  deeper  mystery ; 
and  my  anxiety  to  unfold  my  doubts  to  the 
Veteran  became  increased,  the  more  I  reflected 
upon  the  subject. 

The  events  of  this  day,  and  the  absence  of 
Caroline  Ashton,  whose  vivacity  and  wit  were 
the  life  of  the  whole  party,  threw  a  languor 
over  the  dinner  table;  and  the  cloth  was 
scarcely  removed  before  each  person  betook 
himself  to  his  peculiar  occupations.  The 
Veteran,  even  before  his  second  tumbler  was 
replenished,  and  his  third  cigar  was  half  smoked 
out,  reclined  back  on  his  chair  and  fell  into  a 
sound  nap :  the  Cantab  scarcely  felt  energy 
enough  to  spread  between  folds  of  blotting- 
paper  the  plants  which  he  had  collected  in  the 
morning ;  and  Mr.  Sketchly,  whilst  humming 
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a  tone,  looked  oftener  at  his  sketdies  than  be 
toocbed  CO  tbem.  Mr.  31ordaiuit  had  fetiied, 
aod  was  traTersing  the  little  e§]Jaiiade  io  finont 
of  the  inn,  with  Miss  Asbton  hanging  on  his 
arm,  and  Mrs.  Standard  and  her  dang^ter  and 
Aunt  Bridget  in  close  conrersation  after  them  ; 
so  that  the  Advocate  and  myself^  having  nothing 
better  to  engage  as,  were  seated  in  a  kind  of 
half-reverie,  pictoring  figures  in  the  embers  of 
a  peat  fire,  which  now  rendered  the  little  room 
oppressively  hoL 

^<  What  an  odd  circumstance,"  said  Mr. 
Oatlands,  as  he  beheaded  a  tork  with  the  point 
of  the  poker  which  he  had  thrast  into  tbe  fire 
on  commencing  bis  remark:  ^'what  an  odd 
circumstance  that  Aliss  Ashton  dioold  faint 
when  that  man  passed  through  the  thicket,  as 
we  left  the  dell  to-day." 

^^  Did  you  see  bim"  said  I ;  ^^  what  kind  ot 
a  person  was  be  ?" 

"  The  view  I  obtained  of  bim  was  very  in- 
distinct," replied  the  Advocate  ;  ^^  be  seemed  as 
if  be  was  observing  the  party,  and  wishing  to  be 
concealed.  But  why  Miss  Ashton  should  faint 
because  a  man  passed,  I  cannot  comprehend." 

I  was  about  to  answer  bis  remark,  when  the 
Colonel  awoke  with  an  audible  yawn;  and, 
seeing  the  tea  equipage  upon  the  table,  and  the 
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hissing  vase  throwing  up  its  curling  clouds,  as 
he  stretched  himself,  asked  "  where  are  the 
womenkind  ?" 

In  a  few  minutes  the  ladies  entered,  with 
the  exception  of  Caroline  Ashton,  who  con- 
tinued upon  the  esplanade  with  Mr.  Mordaunt ; 
but,  soon  afterwards,  both  made  their  appear- 
ance. Miss  Ashton  never  looked  more  lovely ; 
and  her  vivacity  had  returned  with  all  its  de- 
lightful accompaniments.  After  bestowing  a 
smile,  and  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head  to 
each  of  the  party,  "  Doctor !  I  fear,"  said  she, 
as  she  shook  me  warmly  by  the  hand,  "  you 
must  have  thought  me  very  rude,  or  very  un- 
grateful, in  leaving  you  so  abruptly  this  after- 
noon, and  not  thanking  you  for  your  attention 
when  I  was  taken  ill ;  be  assured  I  truly  felt 
your  kindness,  and  I  shall  never  forget  it ;  nor 
that  of  Mr.  Mordaunt." 

A  smile  of  encouragement,  I  observed, 
beamed  upon  her  countenance  as  she  turned  to 
Mordaunt  in  speaking  these  words.  He,  in- 
deed, seemed  to  require  some  ^comfort :  he 
looked  most  unhappy,  and  displayed  an  in- 
quietude and  anxiety  which  ill  accorded  with 
the  renewed  vivacity  and  the  sunny  light  of 
Miss  Ashton 's  countenance.  The  evening  still, 
however,  passed  heavily  along :  the  ladies  with- 
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drew  from  the  group  around  the  fire  to  confer 
with  themselves. 

It  is  on  such  occasions  as  that  which  now 
damped  the  spirits  of  us  all  that  the  value  of 
female  companionship  is  strongly  fdt.  At  all 
times,  indeed,  when  ladies  are  absent,  it  must 
be  admitted  that  conversation  slackens  and  be- 
comes less  animated ;  blanks  are  left  in  it  which 
their  presence  fills  up  ;  it  is,  in  truth,  feminine 
wit,  not  less  than  beauty  and  grace,  which  con- 
fers a  charm  on  society  that  nothing  else  can  sup- 
ply. One  of  these  long  and  dreary  pauses  had 
taken  place,  when  the  Veteran,  turning  suddenly 
round,  addressed  me  :  You  had  a  noble  army 
in  Sicily,  Doctor !" 

"  It  was  truly  so,"  replied  I ;  "  the  enemy, 
under  Murat,  lay  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
strait:  we  used  to  see  him  every  morning 
riding  along  his  line  with  his  white  feather 
streaming  behind  him." 

"  He  was  an  excellent  cavalry  officer,"  re- 
joined the  Colonel,  leaning  forwards,  and  rest- 
ing his  left  elbow  on  the  thigh  of  the  same  side, 
whilst  his  right  hand  grasped  firmly  the  oppo- 
site knee,  his  favorite  attitude  when  he  was  de- 
sirous to  enforce  a  point  or  commence  an  argu- 
ment ;  "  but  he  was  nothing  more." 

He   was   vain,  and  immoderately  con- 
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ceited,"  said  the  Advocate,  rousing  from  his 
reverie. 

**  I  remarked  that  he  was  brave  to  the 
highest  degree." 

"  I  have  heard,"  interposed  the  Veteran, 
'*  that  no  man  could  manage  a  horse  so  well ; 
and  that,  when  seated  on  horseback,  his  appear- 
ance impressed  the  idea  of  one  of  the  imagi- 
nary heroes  of  romance." 

"  He  then  realized  the  description  of  Percy  : 

To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegasus 

And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horsemanship," 

said  the  Cantab,  affectedly  ;  "  I  have  no  doub|; 
that  the  organs  of  courage  and  pugnacity  were 
very  largely  developed." 

"  He  must  have  had  a  fine  military  air :  yet, 
by  Gad!  Doctor!"  rejoined  the  Colonel, rising 
up,  and  taking  two  strides  across  the  floor,  and 
wheeling  round  as  he  made  the  remark,  "  he 
could  not  command  an  army." 

"  Nor  manage  a  kingdom,"  said  the  Ad- 
vocate. 

"  Nor  conduct  a  retreat,"  added  the  Vete- 
ran ;  "  but  we  must  allow,  by  Gad  !  that  a  re- 
treat is  the  test  of  generalship." 

In  admitting  the  justice  of  this  remark,  I 
delivered  my  opinion  freely  on  the  folly  which 
VOL.  II.  C 
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led  to  Mural's  operations  in  the  north  of  Italy, 
and  his  wretched  retreat  upon  Naples  with  the 
remnant  of  his  army.  **  As  a  king,  however," 
I  added,  "  he  had  a  most  difficult  part  to  pliy 
at  Naples." 

"  True,"  said  the  Advocate :  "  but,  to 
gain  his  object,  he  adopted  the  worst  feature  of 
royalty — duplicity :  although  he  endeavoured  to 
put  down  the  Carbonari  when  they  opposed  his 
measures,  yet,  he  afterwards  courted  them, 
when  he  thought  they  would  be  serviceable  in 
forwarding  his  views  in  the  conquest  of  Italy. 
He  has  left  behind  him  no  fame  but  that  of  a 
military  partizan  and  a  witless  monarch  ;  a 
character  for  no  virtue  except  that  of  generosity ; 
and  nothing  to  interest  posterity  in  him, 
save  the  romance  attached  to  the  conclusion  of 
his  career,  in  his  escape  from  France  to  Corsica, 
and  the  wild  adventure  which  cost  him  his 
life." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Colonel,  erecting  his  tall 
figure  as  if  at  the  head  of  his  regiment, 
**  although  I  regard  him  as  one  of  those  vaga- 
bond adventurers  who  have  inflicted  such  incal- 
culable evils  upon  Europe,  yet  I  cannot,  by 
Gad!  help  feeling  some  pity  for  him  in  the 
manner  of  his  death.  What  has  become  of 
his  widow  and  family  ?" 
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I  replied  that  his  widow  resided  for  many 
years  in  Trieste,  where  she  was  much  liked  by 
the  English  merchants,  one  of  whom  had  in- 
troduced me  to  her  son  Achille,  in  London. 

«  Eh !  eh !  to  Achille  Murat !  by  Gad  !" 
ejaculated  the  Veteran,  laying  a  most  marked 
emphasis  on  his  usual  oath :  "  Pray  is  he 
like  his  father  ?" 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  replied  I ;  "he  more 
resembles  Napoleon  than  Joachim.  In  stature 
he  is  a  little  below  the  middle  size ;  has  the 
countenance  of  a  Buonaparte,  and  a  quick, 
sparkling,  intelligent  eye.  A  good-humoured 
smile  constantly  plays  round  his  mouth  ;  and, 
although  he  is  fond  of  disputation,  and  can 
make  severe  and  sarcastic  remarks,  particu- 
larly if  theology  be  the  subject  of  conversation' 
yet  his  dissent  is  gentlemanly,  and  his  argu- 
ments demonstrate  both  a  sound,  thinking  mind, 
and  considerable  extent  of  information.  He 
has  nothing  of  a  military  air  about  him,  and 
looks  more  like  a  plain  country  gentleman  than 
the  son  of  a  Sovereign." 

"  Of  an  adventurer,"  said  the  Colonel. 

"  Nay,  my  dear  friend,"  replied  I ;  "  you 
must  not  enquire  too  closely  into  the  origins  of 
royal  families  ;  like  scene  painting,  they  require 
to  be  looked    at   from    a   distance.     Colonel 
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Murat,  for  80  he  designates  himself,  infiMrmed 
me  that  he  was  a  cotton-planter  and  a  lawyer 
in  Florida,  where  he  osoally  resides,  and  whkh 
is  the  place  of  nativity  of  his  wife,  a  very 
pretty  little  woman;  who  seems,  however, 
better  adapted  to  look- after  and  manage  his 
domestic  affairs,  in  bis  present  condition  of 
life,  than  to  grace  a  throne  if  he  coold  even 
recover  that  of  his  father." 

^^  God  forbid !"  ejaculated  the  Veteran ; 
'^  bat  pray.  Doctor,  bow  does  he  live  ?  in  what 
degree  of  style  ?" 

^Mn  a  somewhat  retired  manner,  bat  very 
genteel :  bis  pecaniary  resources  from  his  plan- 
tation and  bis  legal  practice  in  Florida,  are,  I 
presume,  not  great ;  but  they  were  aided  by  an 
annual  allowance  from  his  mother,  who  is 
anxious  that  be  should  steer  clear  of  all  the 
rocks  and  shoals  of  political  intrigue." 

^^  I  bad  no  idea,"  said  Mrs.  Standard,  who, 
with  the  other  ladies,  now  again  joined  the  group 
round  the  fire,  ''  that  any  of  the  Buonaparte 
family  could  cherish  such  sensible  opinions." 

I  assured  her  that  the  description  of  Madame 
Murat,  which  I  had  received  from  my  mercan- 
tile friend,  was  highly  favourable.  Her  pro- 
priety of  conduct,  agreeable  manners,  numerous 
accomplishments,  and  sound,  good  sense,  had 
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rendered  her  very  popular  in  Trieste ;  and 
although,  like  her  brother,  with  respect  to  the 
title  of  Emperor,  she  had  the  vanity  to  expect 
still  to  be  called  Queen,  when  spoken  of  or 
addressed,  yet,  in  every  other  respect,  she  was 
unpretending,  and  displayed  the  greatest  pro- 
priety and  moderation. 

"  Well !  well !  I  would  not  grudge  her 
that  empty  display  of  vanity,"  exclaimed  the 
Veteran  :  "  a  travelling  ensign  you  know. 
Doctor,  is  always,  by  Gad !  a  captain." 

During  this  conversation,  the  Advocate,  who 
had  not  before  observed  the  depression  in  the 
countenance  of  his  friend  Mordaunt,  perceived 
that  he  felt  no  interest  in  the  subject  under  dis- 
cussion ;  and,  therefore,  he  hastened  to  change 
it  as  soon  as  possible. 

"  I  fear,  my  dear  Colonel !"  said  he,  ad- 
dressing the  Veteran,  "  if  this  conversation 
proceed,  we  shall  get  entangled  in  the  net  of 
political  controversy,  which  I  detest.  You 
know  we  hold  opposite  opinions  :  but  what  of 
that  ?  You  believe  with  me  that  the  extreme 
animosity  of  political  parties  towards  each 
other,  only  envelopes  the  question  betwixt 
them  in  a  darker  mist  of  delusion,  so  that  tbey 
often  fight  for  a  mere  visionary  object ;  but 
whilst  they  are  thus  opposed,  however  severe 
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their  attacks  upon  one  another  may  be  in  pablic, 
that  they  may,  nevertheless,  feel  the  kindliest 
affection  towards  one  another  as  men.  I  know 
some  Radicals,  even,  who  are  kind-hearted 
men ;  yet,  as  a  party,  I  think  them  nltra, 
hot-beaded,  jarring,  conceited,  hypothetical 
speculators :  more  anxious  even  than  the 
Tories  for  place ;  fall  of  selfishness ;  and,  when 
they  talk  of  firiendship,  as  much  to  be  suspected 
as  the  fellow  who  impadently  throsts  himself 
forwards  and  politely  offers  to  hold  yoor 
writing-case  for  yon,  whilst  you  settle  with  the 
guard  on  stepping  out  of  a  stage  coach ;  and 
runs  off  with  it  as  you  are  feeling  for  a  shilling 
in  the  bottom  of  your  purse." 

"  By  Gad !  Mr.  Oatlands,"  rejoined  the 
Veteran,  ^^  your  remarks  are  correct.  Th^re 
are  no  good  reasons  why  political  animodties 
should  disturb  the  harmony  of  private  society. 
I  was  born  and  bred  a  Tory :  and  I  was  early 
taught  that  an  aristocracy  is  essential  to  our 
welfare  ;  that  the  immense  property  of  our 
nobles  ought  to  give  them,  as  it  assuredly 
does,  power  and  influence ;  and  that  the  liberty 
which  would  render  property  insecure,  must 
tend  to  demolish  itself.  I  believe  that  a  state, 
which  does  not  guarantee  the  security  of  pro- 
I)erty,  is  little  better  than  a  horde  of  robbers 


31 

preying  upon  one  another.  But,  nevertheless, 
I  have  friends  even  amongst  the  Radicals.  I 
believe  that  honesty  is  more  natural  to  mankind 
than  is  usually  admitted ;  and  I  rejoice,"  looking 
at  the  Cantab  as  he  spoke,  *<  that  my  ignorance 
does  not  permit  me  to  find  out  a  rogue  by  the 
markings  on  his  head,  or  by  any  other  means, 
until  he  violate  those  compacts  in  the  observance 
of  which  honesty  consists.  But,  like  you,  my 
dear  Sir !  I  hate  politics ;  and,  therefore,  let 
us  change  the  subject." 

"  Let  us  have  another  tale,"  exclaimed  the 
Advocate.  "  I  told  mine  this  forenoon  ;  and, 
having  fulfilled  that  part  of  our  compact,  I 
have  a  right  to  name  the  story-teller  for  this 
evening.  I  call  upon  one  of  the  ladies :  it  is 
to  the  fair  sex  that  we  must  look  for  the  cultiva- 
tion of  the  imaginative  faculty  in  the  present  day. 
We  live  in  a  period.  Colonel,  in  which  the  march 
of  utilitarianism  is  narrowing  the  genius,  and 
levelling  every  lofty  and  romantic  sentiment  in 
men." 

These  remarks  of  Mr,  Oatlands  roused  the 
attention  of  the  ladies,  who  had  hitherto  seen 
him  only  displaying  the  fire  and  playfulness  of 
his  nature,  the  buoyancy  and  spirit  of  boyhood, 
under  the  garb  of  manhood  :   they  now  heard 
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bim  giving  utterance  to  sentiments  accordant 
with  tlie  sobriety  of  bis  years. 

"  Come,"  said  be,  "  Mordaunt !  you  sball 
bave  a  story  from  Miss  Standard.  Wby,  my  dear 
fellow  I  do  you  look  so  tbougbtful  ?  Am  I  to 
imagine  that  you  bave  dreamt  of  another  bene- 
fice ;  and,  on  awaking,  lo !  it  was  a  dream. 
Never  mind!  you  know  I  bave  promised  to  iii- 

troduce  you  to  Lord  B .     Now,  suppose 

bis  Lordship  before  you :  what  will  be  say  ?  Let 
me  see — aye !  in  the  first  place,  be  will  take  you 
thus  by  the  hand,  not  like  a  Lord  Chancellor, 
but  like  a  kind-hearted  man ;  and  then  be  will 
address  you  in  this  manner :  ^  Mr.  Mordaunt, 
I  sball  be  most  happy  to  second  the  wishes  of 
my  friend  Mr.  Oatlands.  There  are  unhappily 
few  men  of  talent  and  energy  in  the  church ; 
but,  Sir !  the  vacancies,  on  that  account,  are 
less  frequent  than  they  would  otherwise  be. 
The  order  of  Nature  is  reversed  in  that  sacred 
hive :  the  drones  live, — and  the  working  bees 
die.'  " 

Mr.  Mordaunt  smiled,  and  was  about  to 
reply — ^wben  he  silenced  him  by  saying—"  no 
thanks  are  requisite,  my  dear  Sir !  the  recom- 
mendation of  my  friend  Oatlands  is  suflBcient^" 
And,  then  turning  to  Miss  Standard,  he  re- 
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.  minded  her  that,  as  he  had  the  privilege  of 
naming  the  story-teller,  he  hoped  she  was  pre- 
paring to  comply  with  the  demand  made  upon 
her  for  the  amusement  of  the  party. 

Miss  Standard,  in  vain,  attempted  to  excuse 
herself  on  the  score  of  incapacity ;  and, 
although  her  mother  also  affirmed  that  Letitia 
never  had  displayed  any  imaginative  talent, 
yet  the  Advocate  was  inexorable.  At  length. 
Miss  Standard  recollected  that  she  had  two 
letters  of  considerable  interest  which  she  had 
received  from  a  friend,  who  was  since  dead ; 
and  she  begged  to  be  permitted  to  read  them, 
instead  of  drawing  upon  her  own  resources,  or 
detailing  any  incidents  that  had  come  under  her 
own  notice. 

Whilst  Miss  Standard  retired  to  fetch  the 
letters,  Mrs.  Standard  opened  her  work-box, 
and  took  out  her  knitting :  Aunt  Bridget 
brought  some  worsted  work,  which  her  brother 
affirmed  had  been  five  years  in  hand  :  Caroline 
Ashton  drew  her  chair  close  to  that  of  her 
uncle,  who  lighted  his  third  cigar ;  and,  spread-' 
ing  his  handkerchief  on  his  left  knee,  crossed 
his  right  leg  over  it,  and  placed  himself  in  an 
attitude  for  listening :  Mr.  Sketchly ,  the  Cantab, 
Mr.  Oatlands,  and  myself,  drew  our  chairs 
around  the  fire,  and  Mr.  Mordaunt  placed  him- 
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self  at  the  table,  with  bis  cbeek  resting  apon 
tbe  thamb  and  fore-finger  of  his  right  band,  in 
a  position  which  enabled  him  to  read  every 
change  of  expression  on  the  countenance  of 
Caroline  Ashton,  without  the  intensity  of  its 
gaze  attracting  particular  notice. 

The  group  was  scarcely  seated,  when  tbe 
face  of  a  person,  apparently  the  same  which  I 
saw  in  the  morning,  appeared  at  the  window : 
at  that  moment  Mr.  Mordaunt  hastily  rose  ; 
and,  beckoning  Mr.  Oatlands,  they  both  left  the 
room.  I  lost  no  time  in  following  them,  deter- 
mined, now,  that  so  &vourable  an  opportunity 
offered  of  resolving  my  doubts,  not  to  lose  it 
by  delay.  It  was  in  vain :  on  reaching  the 
esplanade,  no  person  was  in  view,  no  re- 
treating step  was  heard ;  the  moon,  which 
was  rising,  round  and  bright,  had  thrown  the 
deep  shadow  of  the  mountain  half  across  Loch 
Achray,  over  which  a  light  vapour  floated  ;  and, 
except  the  monotonous  drum  of  the  waterfall 
behind  the  inn,  the  surrounding  scene  was  as 
silent  as  the  grave. 

For  a  few  seconds,  we  gazed  at  each  other,  with 
that  expression  which  indicates  astonishment : 
at  length,  Mr.  Mordaunt  enquired  whether  I 
had  not  observed  a  person  looking  in  at  the 
window.     "  Yes,"  replied  I :  "  and  it  was  a 
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face  familiar  to  my  recollection — I  have  seen  it 
once  before  to-day."  He  looked  surprised  ; 
and  then  said  that  he  also  thought  he  had  seen 
it  before,  but  he  could  not  recollect  when  or 
where.  "  But  where  is  the  person  ?"  con- 
tinued he ;  "  if  he  had  entered  the  house,  we 
must  have  met  him  ;  if  he  had  fled  in  either 
of  the  only  directions  open  to  him,  we  must 
have  heard  or  seen  him  :  every  thing  is  silent; 
it  is,  indeed,  most  mysterious."  The  Advocate, 
who  treated  the  circumstance  as  an  optical  illu- 
sion, added,  "  perhaps  it  is  one  of  those 
familiar  spirits  which  Jason  Pratensis  informs 
us  enter  into  human  bodies,  cause  melancholy, 
excite  jealousy,  terrify  our  souls  with  fearful 
dreams,  and  shake  our  minds  with  furies. 
Mordaunt,  if  it  is  an  evil  spirit,  you  shall  exor- 
cise the  devil,  should  we  meet  him." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  smiled  at  the  raillery  of  his 
friend :  but  he  looked  at  me  with  an  earnest- 
ness which  seemed  to  say  "  there  is  something 
very  mysterious  in  this  circumstance  which  we 
cannot  explain."  I  felt  as  much.  The  Advocate 
proposed  to  walk  round  the  house.  All  was 
repose:  nothing  in  the  smallest  degree  aided 
in  resolving  our  doubts  ;  on  the  contrary,  the 
mystery  in  my  mind  was  deepened. 
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On  re-entering  the  parlour,  we  found  Miss 
Standard  waiting  our  return. 

"  Come,  Letty  !'*  said  the  Veteran,  "  now 
your  audience  is  collected,  begin  your  firiend's 
letters. 

"  There  are  two  letters,"  said  she:  "  I 
shall  endeavour  to  do  justice  to  them ;  but 
it  requires  some  nerve  to  read  before  so 
many."  Mrs.  Standard  and  the  Veteran  gave 
her,  each,  kindly  looks  of  encouragement ;  and, 
taking  up  the  first  letter,  she  began  the  narra- 
tive which  forms  the  subject  of  the  following 
chapter. 


The  Editor  has  given  these  letters  as  he 
found  them  in  his  deceased  friend's  portfolio, 
with  the  addition  only  of  an  appropriate  motto. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

*^  Let.me  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds 

Admit  impediment." 

Shakspeare. 


THE  PARISH   clerk's   DAUGHTER. 


LETTER  I. 

"  So,  my  dear  Letitia,  you  do  not  find  your 
initiation  into  the  beau  monde  as  interesting  as 
you  expected :  your  remarks  upon  it  are,  how- 
ever, vastly  diverting ;  and,  as  there  is  a  natural 
love  of  biography  in  all  minds,  1  did  not  find 
the  description  of  your  company  tedious ;  in- 
deed, I  should  have  been  glad  of  a  little  more 
of  your  gossip.  How  different  is  my  situation 
here  to  yours,  my  dear  friend!  No  person, 
residing  solely  in  the  metropolis,  or  even  in  a 
detached  country  residence,  can  form  an  ade- 
quate idea  of  the  society  in  a  small  town 
remote  from  London  ! 

"  My  early  life  having  been  diversified  rather 
more  than  that  of  most  young  women  of  my 
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age,  I  am,  perhaps,  more  competent  than  many 
to  form  a  comparative  estimate  of  the  pecu- 
liarity, the  prejudice,  the  want  of— (I  must 
borrow  an  expression  from  our  lively  rivals) — 
the  savoir  tnwe,  which  pervade  these  provincial 
dens  of  lean  parsons,  and  leaner  old  maids,  of 
small  attorneys,  and  of  fat  dowagers. 

^^  It  was  on  a  Saturday  afternoon  that  I  was 
ushered  into  the  new  scene  which  this  ancient 
borough  presents  for  my  contemplation.  A 
rich,  sunny  gleam  tinged  the  waters  of  the 
small  and  smooth  river  from  which  Averford 
derives  its  name ;  and  threw,  over  the  broad 
meadows  contiguous  to  the  town,  that  glow  of 
warmth  and  cheerfulness  which  seemed  to  invite 
the  young  peasantry  into  the  ample  meadows. 
"  There  are  many  goodly  houses  in  Averford ; 
some,  indeed,  of  large  dimensions,  and  ap- 
proachable by  handsome  gates,  and  broad,  old- 
fashioned  stone  steps.  Bat  these  spacious 
abodes  lack  tenants ;  and  as  scarcely  any  trade 
is  carried  on  in  this  aristocratic  little  town, 
there  are  few  inducements  to  new  settlers. 
The  owner,  perhaps  a  crabbed  old  bachelor, 
or  a  widower  with  only  one  child  (and  that  not 
a  young  man,  a  thing  unheard  of  in  Averford), 
dwells  in  the  house  of  his  forefathers;  culti- 
vates a  large,  old-fashioned  garden  ;    hunts ; 
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goes  to  church  ;  attends  parish  meetings  ;  and 
does  anything  bal  give  parties,  or  enliven  the 
long,  long  street,  by  causing  a  little  stir  of 
carriages  within  it.  One  inspiring  sight,  how- 
ever, greeted  my  inquiring  glances  as  the 
carriage  slowly  drove  through  the  town.  The 
sound  of  the  church  chimes,  proclaiming  the 
hour  of  six,  summons,  in  this  primitive  place, 
to  their  respective  tea-drenchings,  all  the  visit- 
ing and  visitable  inhabitants  of  Averford.  Fain 
would  I  term  this  holy  monitor  a  cat-call^  from 
the  number  of  tabbies  which  it  rouses  from 
their  afternoon  slumbers,  to  enter  upon  the 
agitating  divertisements  of  a  pool  of  commerce, 
or  the  intricate  mazes  of  a  Cassino  table.  I 
must  not,  however,  be  severe,  lest  my  strictures 
upon  the  maiden  gossips  of  this  town  may 
seem  to  convey  some  general  reflections  upon 
the  venerable  body  of  spinsters  to  which  I  am, 
alas !  but  too  likely  to  belong ;  if  some  one, 
whom  you  know,  returns  from  Spain,  altered 
in  affections  as  he  doubtless  will  be  in  person." 

Aunt  Bridget  here  interrupted  the  reading 
with  a  remark  on  the  heat  of  the  room  ;  and 
took  out  from  her  reticule  a  green  fan  of  very 
ample  dimensions,  which  she  moved  with  great 
rapidity. 

"  But  to  resume  my  description.     These 
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important  chimes  baying  jnst  doled  oat  the  last 
notes  of  **  Oh  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be  ?" 
as  I  entered  Averford,  one  of  the  osoal  parties 
bad  assembled,  and,  as  we  drew  op  to  my 
aant*s  door,  I  had  an  ample  opportunity  of  ob- 
serving the  arrangement  of  an  Averford  root ; 
for  in  the  boose  next  to  that  ci  my  annt  sat  a 
drcle  of  nine  ladies,  each  with  a  tea-cap  and 
saacer  in  her  hands ;  a  reverend  gentleman,  by 
no  means  a  chicken,  forming  ibe  only  bean  of 
the  party. 

^  I  sighed  as  I  entered  my  aant's  abode, 
and  thoagfat  ci  by-gone  days ;  bat  I  was  con- 
soled by  the  kindness,  the  affectionate  wel- 
come, with  which  my  aant  greeted  my  first  visit 
to  her  residence.  Too  are  still,  I.  believe,  not 
only  ignorant  of  my  aant's  precise  situation 
and  character,  bat  of  ibe  circumstances  which 
attended  her  youth.  She  is  now  a  pladd  and 
somewhat  pretty  old  woman ;  and,  by  the 
serenity  of  her  demeanour,  and  the  still,  un- 
ruflSed  appearance  of  her  humble  tenement, 
you  would  suppose  that  neither  care,  nor  any 
great  excitation  of  gaiety,  had  ever  either  caused 
her  gentle  heart  to  throb,  or  had  disturbed  her 
low-roofed  apartments  with  sounds  of  agitation. 

"  I  have  never  disguised  fi-om  you,  my  dear 
friend,  that  my  ancestors,  though  respectable. 
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were  lowly ;  yet  may  I  enter  fully  into  tbe 
beaatiful  sentiment  of  Cowper,  who,  though  by 
no  means  a  favourite  poet  of  mine,  has  touched 
some  of  the  finest  feelings  of  our  nature  in  his 
lines  on  his  mother's  picture.  What  is  it  that 
he  says  ?  I  am  not  very  apt  at  a  quotation — 

''  Tet  higher  far  mj  proud  pretensions  rise, 
.  The  child  of  parents  raised  into  the  skies." 

^^  My  aunt,  the  sole  remaining  member  of 
my  family,  except  myself,  was  the  daughter  of 
the  Parish  Clerk  of  Averford.  She  had  one 
sister,  my  mother,  on  whom  my  fondest  recol- 
lections still  rest  with  an  aching,  longing  de- 
sire to  recall  to  my  memory  the  fading  traces 
of  her  countenance,  her  kindness,  her  manner. 

^^  My  mother,  though  of  humble  birth,  was 
the  toast  and  belle  of  Averford ;  for  she  had 
been  early  selected  as  a  companion  by  one  of 
the  proudest  Averford  spinsters,  and  had  re- 
ceived a  careful,  and  perhaps,  for  her  situation, 
a  too  refined  education.  My  aunt,  although 
good-looking,  was  far  inferior  in  person,  and 
especially  in  grace,  both  of  form  and  manner, 
to  her  sister ;  but  the  fondest  affection  subsisted 
between  them,  not  only  unmingled  with 
jealousy  on  the  partof.iay  aunt,  but  heightened 
by  the  pride  with  which  she  viewed  tbe  accom- 
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plidnnents  and  attractioDs  of  her  dsler.  Alas ! 
tor  what  piupoee  were  such  gifts  ci  natore  con- 
ferred upon  her,  bat  to  raise  her  from  a  station 
in  which,  if  despised,  she  was  yet  contented ; 
and,  if  lowly,  she  was  secore? 

^  It  happened  that  the  young  curate  ci  the 
parish  church  lodged  in  the  house  of  his  derk, 
abont  the  time  when  my  mother  had  jost  at- 
tained her  eighteenth  year.  Of  Mr.  PerdTal, 
my  fiither,  yon  have  <rflen  heard  me  qieak; 
bat  my  acqaaintance  with  you,  my  dear 
Letitia,  has  been  of  too  recent  a  date  to  allow 
of  my  communicating  all  the  particulars  of  his 
sad  history.  Of  him  I  speak  from  hearsay ; 
finr  his  short  career  was  closed  before  I  had 
the  power  of  obsenration,  or  oi  recollection. 
He  was  an  elegant  and  highly  hned  young 
man,  of  quiet,  contemplative  habits,  and,  at 
that  time,  as  I  have  been  assured,  of  ttie 
strictest  practical  piety.  Unfortunately,  he 
was,  by  birth,  connected  with  nobility,  being 
the  nephew  of  an  Earl,  and  thus  allied  to  one 
of  the  loftiest  of  those  old  aristocratic  fBimilies, 
of  which  perhaps  soon  even  the  traces  will  be 
lost ;  fiince  the  sons  of  Dukes  are  now  allied 
with  vocalists,  and  the  theatrical  heroines  of 
tragedy  are  in  our  day%  te  so  many  instances, 
raised  to  the  dignity  which  they  have  sustained 
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with  mimic  excellence  on  the  stage.  In  my 
father's  youth,  such  elevations  were  at  least 
unfrequent,  if  not  unheard  of;  and,  nurtured 
in  the  loftiest  notions  of  an  ancient  house,  the 
poverty  of  that  branch  from  which  he  sprung 
only  added  in  his  mind  an  additional  motive 
not  by  any  low  connection  to  add  degradation 
to  the  other  mortifications  which  his  family  was 
sometimes  destined  to  endure. 

"  Without  any  certainty  of  rising  in  the 
church,  my  father  had  been  bred  up  to  that 
profession  ;  and  he  was,  at  the  period  of  which 
I  am  speaking,  merely  a  curate,  upon  eighty 
pounds  a  year,  with  a  small  allowance  from  hiis 
father.  He  was  now  seveif  and  twenty  years 
of  age.  As  I  have  said  before,  I  have  no  re- 
collection of  him  ;  but  I  am  told  that  he  was 
tall  and  personable,  and  bore  on  his  counte- 
nance the  impress  of  that  high  descent  which 
was  his  misfortune,  and  the  expression  of  that 
gifted  and  ardent  mind  which  ought  to  have 
sustained  him  in  his  troubles.  At  first,  the 
young  Curate  was  little  seen  by  my  grand- 
father's family;  and,  although  an  object  of 
extreme  curiosity  and  speculation  in  the  town,  he 
was  seldom  visible  in  the  streets,  where  every 
passing  footstep  might  be  counted.  His  chief 
inducement  for  taking  up   his  abode  at  my 
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grandfather's,  had  been  the  good  character  of 
his  clerk,  and  the  quiet  and  orderly  appearance 
of  his  apartments.  His  sitting  room  is  still 
almost  in  the  same  state  as  when  he  first  occu- 
pied it,  and  it  still  constitutes  the  principal 
receiving  room  of  my  aunt;  for  to  call  it  a 
drawing,  or  withdrawing-room,  would  seem 
absurd  in  a  house  where  a  dinner  party  is  a 
thing  unheard  of,  and  where  there  is  no  one  to 
withdraw  from  but  the  cat  and  the  servant. 
This  parlour,  in  short,  is  a  long,  low-roofed 
room,  leading  into  one  of  those  irregular  and 
yet  delicious  gardens  which  are  often  met  with 
in  houses  of  a  mediocre  description,  where  the 
word  horticulture  has  not  yet  been  deemed 
translatable,  and  where  experience,  and  not 
system,  regulates  the  arrangement  of  a  garden. 
Of  arrangement,  indeed,  there  is  little  enough ; 
the  multiplicity  and  abundance  of  flowers,  and 
of  flowering  shrubs,  being  the  chief  points  con- 
sidered. Hence  that  luxuriant  flush  of  bloom 
along  the  sunny  borders  which  gratifies  the 
sight  without  dazzling  ;  and  hence  that  superb 
variety  of  the  gay,  the  rich,  the  delicate,  and 
the  soft,  which  is  presented  by  the  careless  suc- 
cession of  our  commonest  plants. 

^^  My  Aunt  still  tends  her  small  domain  with 
uncommon  care  and  skill.     It  is  her  only  active 


45 

amusement ;  yet  she  tells  me  that,  gay  as  is  her 
larkspur,  rich  and  majestic  her  crown-imperialsyr 
and  delicately  fair  her  Provence  roses,  her 
garden  now  falls  far  short  of  what  it  was  in  her 
father's  time ;  for  he,  good  man,  between  his 
duties  of  burying  and  christening,  was  thankful 
enough  to  doff  his  demi-clerical  character,  and 
to  assume  that  occupation,  our  taste  for  which 
we  are  said  to  derive  from  Adam.  But  I  must 
not  digress;  for  I  have  materials  to  engage 
your  attention  more  than  snflScient  to  fill  several 
letters. 

"  My  father,  as  I  have  observed,  was  of  a 
grave  and  somewhat  reserved  disposition  ;  and, 
when  he  entered  my  grandfather's  family,  as 
little  thought  of  becoming  companionable  with 
any  member  of  it,  as  of  ringing  the  church 
bells  himself  instead  of  his  host.  Yet  his 
pride,  I  suppose,  was  soothed  by  the  respectful, 
but  not  obsequious  manner  of  the  old  man,  and 
his  reserve  dissipated  by  the  unobtrusive  ye^ 
cheerful  aspect  of  the  daughters.  I  know  not 
how  it  was;  nor  by  what  witchery  such  a 
change  could  be  wrought  in  the  sentiments  of  one 
whose  only  inheritance  was  his  pride  of  ancestry, 
and  whose  sole  worldly  consideration  rested 
upon  an  unblemished  genealogy.  It  was  even 
still  more  singular,  that,  during  two  years,  my 
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father,  neither  by  word  nor  look,  revealed  that 
Attachment  which  he  had  been  enable  to  sab- 
due.  Often  has  be  avoided  my  mother  in  her  • 
evening  walk  along  the  avenues  of  the  Priory, 
or  on  the  green  meadows  which  are  watered 
by  the  river  Aver.  Sought  and  admired  by 
others,  and  by  many  superior  in  wealth,  and 
equal  in  connections  to  my  father,  my  mother 
sometimes  wondered,  and  perhaps  with  regret, 

at  the  reserve  and  even  dislike  manifested  to 
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her  by  the  young  and  handsome  Curate.  Yet, 
as  no  woman  can  remain  entirely  ignorant  of 
the  sentiments  with  which  she  has  inspired  a 
man  who  loves  her,  it  is  probable  that  she  may 
have  divined  and  secretly  approved  the  honour- 
able motives  which  impelled  Mr.  Percival  to 
avoid  obtruding  his  attentions  upon  one  to 
whom  he  was  unable  to  offer  his  hand.  It  was 
not,  however,  long,  before  the  gossips  of  Aver- 
ford  discovered  a  reason  for  that  increasing 
seriousness  which  rendered  Mr.  Percival,  not- 
withstanding all  the  good  qualities  which  he 
possessed  as  a  Christian  minister,  by  no  means 
a  favourite  among  them  ;  they  had  also  ascer- 
tained the  cause  that  he  was  "  high,"  and 
eschewed  their  pools  of  commerce,  their  rub- 
bers of  Cassino,  and  the  parties  of  loo;  and 
that  he  listened  with  an  indifference,  which 
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they  thought  contumacious,  to  the  interesting 
disquisitions  upon  sequences,  flushes,  great 
Casses,  and  little  Casses,  "  Pam,  be  civil,"  et 
caetera,  upon  which  they  rung  changes,  and  in 
which  the  three  Miss  Pontains,  and  the  seven 
Miss  Perkins's,  were  not  only  au-fait  themselves, 
but  the  causes  .of  au-faitness  in  others ;  witness 
the  dexterity  and  celerity  of  Mr.  Waker,  the 
Curate  of  another  village,  and  the  aptitude  of 
Mr.  Simpkins,  junior,  son  and  heir  to  a  Simp- 
kins  who  had  long  flourished  in  the  higher 
circle  of  the  whist-tables. 

**  My  father,  I  have  said,  was  no  favourite 
with  the  venerable  spinsters  of  Averford  ;  how- 
ever some  of  the  most  juvenile  of  them  might 
have  laid  traps  for  him." 

Here  Aunt  Bridget  shifted  her  chair,  and 
furled  and  unfurled  her  fan  with  unusual  activity. 

"  He  was  not,  however,  the  only  object  of 
their  speculations,  and  of  their  scandalous  sur- 
mises ;  for  higher  game  was  at  hand :  nor  was 
it  disregarded  by  the  dexterous  markswomen, 
who,  if  the  days  of  archery  were  over,  could 
c*  shoot  out  their  arrows  privily,"  as  David  says, 
"  with  their  tongues." 

"  About  two  miles  from  Averford  there  is  a 
house,  now  deserted  and  desolate,  of  respect- 
able antiquity,  and  of  considerable  importance. 
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both  in  point  of  situation  and  of  magnitade. 
This  mansion,  which  has  now  fidlen  into  the 
hands  of  one  who  loves  it  not,  is  seated  apon 
a  small  eminence,  and  is  backed  by  very  con- 
siderable woods,  of  the  finest  timber  in  the 
neighboarhood.  It  belonged,  in  my  father's 
day,  to  a  young  lady,  the  sole  sunriving  mem- 
ber of  an  opulent  and  ancient  family,  who  had 
long  possessed  the  bouse  and  fisdr  domain  in 
question. 

"  The  heiress,  who  was  the  envy  of  the  ma- 
licious part  of  the  country,  and  the  admiration 
of  the  goodnatured  portion,  had  succeeded  to 
her  honours  by  the  death  of  two  brothers,  both 
older  than  herself.  Of  these,  one,  the  most 
promising  and  exemplary  of  characters,  had 
died  of  consumption,  and  had  imparted  that 
heart-rending  disease,  by  Infection,  to  his  mo- 
ther, who  had  tended  his  last  days  of  gloom  and 
of  hopeless  decline,  with  that  bursting  solicitude 
and  unwearied  minuteness  of  attention  which 
none  but  a  mother  evinces.  It  was  not  long 
after  the  eldest  hope  of  the  family  had  been 
conveyed  to  the  tomb  of  his  fathers,  that  his 
sorrowing  parent  betrayed  symptoms  of  the 
fatal  complaint  by  which  even  the  maturer 
blossoms,  as  well  as  the  tender  buds,  are  some- 
times cut  off  with  a  relentless  hand.     It  is  pro- 
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bable  that  the  progress  of  the  disorder  was 
accelerated,  not  only  by  grief  for  the  dead,  but 
by  the  most  poignant  sorrow  and  anxiety  with 
regard  to  the  living. 

"  The  surviving  son  of  Mrs.  Courtenay  was 
a  young  man  of  a  most  singular  character. 
Destined  for  the  army,  he  had  been  separated 
early  from  the  domestic  circle,  to  which  his 
brother  had  been  devotedly  attached,  both  from 
habit,  from  a  principle  of  duty,  and  from  a 
feeling  of  aflFection.  The  younger  brother 
(alas !  if  report  speak  true,  how  common  is 
the  easel),  corrupted  by  depraved  associates  in 
a  public  school,  had  lost  all  congeniality  with 
that  home  where  aflFection  was  the  household 
deity,  and  where  innocence  was  the  pervading 
genius.  Accustomed  early  to  all  descriptions 
of  vice,  and  inured  to  the  language  of  the  dis- 
sipated, arid  to  the  folly  of  the  fool  "  who  hath 
said  in  his  heart  there  is  no  God,"  the  young 
Courtenay  had  yet  a  peculiarity  in  his  mode  of 
acting  and  «of  thinking  viciously,  that  distin- 
guished him  from  that  herd  of  the  gay,  the  in- 
temperate and  the  abandoned,  who,  like 
Comus's  band,  display  but  little  variety  in  their 
debased  condition  of  wickedness.  There  was 
a  degree  of  headstrong  selfishness  in  the  younger 
Courtenay,  which  seemed  to  have  been  engen- 
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dered  in  him  to  make  the  wretched  more 
wretched,  and  to  plunge  the  sinking  spirit  into 
the  deepest  abyss  of  misery.  After  a  course 
of  profligacy,  which  it  is  of  no  use  to  describe, 
he  died  also,  and  the  estate  of  Sudley  Park 
devolved  upon  his  sister. 

"  Miss  Courtenay  had  possessed  it  four  years, 
as  a  minor,  when  Mr.  Percival  went  to  reside 
at  Averford,  and  had,  at  that  time,  just  attained 
what  are  called  years  of  discretion.  The  mis- 
fortunes of  her  youth,  the  loss  of  some  friends, 
the  misconduct  of  others,  the  indifference  of 
those  that  remained  to  her,  and  the  conscious- 
ness that  there  existed  in  the  family  constitution 
the  seeds  of  a  fell  disease,  had  all  contributed 
to  form  in  her  an  uncommon  character.  Whilst 
the  deprivation  of  those  whom  she  most  loved 
had  softened  and  saddened  her,  the  bad  con- 
duct of  another  member  of  her  family  had 
excited  her  ambition  to  rescue  her  name  from 
the  disgrace  which  that  member  had  brought 
upon  it.  Subsequently,  the  necessity  of  think- 
ing, and  the  power  of  acting  for  herself,  gave 
her  an  independance  of  character  which  some 
might  call  eccentricity.*  It  is  one  of  the 
advantages  of  wealth  and  rank,  that  it  is  easy 
to  those  who  possess  them  to  be  disinterested. 
Generosity,    and   a  perfect  devotion   to   her 
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friends,  were  strong  points  in  Miss  Courtenay's 
nature.  With  all  this,  she  was  proud,  and 
sometimes  satirical :  but  it  was  the  pride  of 
habit,  and  of  early  instruction  ;  for  the  great 
land-holders,  whether  male  or  female,  are,  in 
our  country,  and  perhaps  in  most  others,  taught 
to  cherish  pride  as  a  necessary  accompani- 
ment to,  and  manifestation  of,  their  dignity. 
With  regard  to  her  satire,  it  never  proceeded 
from  her  consciousness  of  superior  talents,  nor 
of  her  ascendancy  over  others,  but  was  the  in- 
stinctive display  of  a  vigorous  and  discerning 
mind,  acute  in  seeing  imperfections,  and  averse 
to  any  concealment  of  its  crudest  perceptions. 
It  was  generally  thought  that  the  stings  of  her 
sarcasm  were  inflicted  with  justice,  and  that, 
when  she  thought  them  merited,  she  was  no 
respecter  of  persons.  The  affluent,  the  self- 
righteous,  the  proud,  the  fashionable,  shared 
alike ;  and  it  is  wonderful  with  what  patience 
even  those  people,  who  are  generally  on  such 
happy  terms  with  themselves,  will  sustain  the 
attacks  of  the  well-born,  and  the  beautiful,  and 
the  opulent.  "  It  was  her  way" — "  she  meant 
nothing  by  it" — "  it  was  all  the  exuberance  of 
high  spirits :"  such  were  the  excuses  often 
made  for  slights,  and  even  ridicule,  which,  had 
they  proceeded  from  lowly  or  unpopular  mem- 

d2 


52 

bers  of  society,  would  have  been  afifronts  of 
the  first  magnitude. 

"  It  was  not  until  after  Mr.  Percival  had  been 
two  years,  or  rather  more,  at  Averford,  that 
Miss  Courtenay  came  of  age.  This  event  was 
to  be  celebrated  with  the  utmost  splendour  upon 
her  own  picturesque  estate  ;  and,  even  in  this, 
she  shewed  her  peculiar  nobleness  of  character. 
Whilst  she  allotted  to  her  tenantry  their  own 
place  in  the  gala,  and  assigned  them  the  abund- 
ance in  which  they  alone  found  satisfaction, 
she  rigidly  precluded  any  distinctions  being 
manifested  in  the  invitations,  which  were  ex- 
tended to  all  the  visiting  neighbourSpod  alike, 
regardless  whether  this  person  was  disdained 
by  that,  whether  the  man  of  faultless  escutcheon 
was  seated  side  by  side  with  him  who  had  soiled 
his  fingers  in  a  reputable  trade.  For  once,  she 
said,  she  would  have  her  own  way.  Her  guar- 
dians and  her  chaperon  had  kept  her  long 
enough  in  a  cage,  and  encircled  her  with  a 
fence-work  of  exclusion.  What  was  the  use 
of  seven  thousand  a  year,  but  to  make  oneself 
beloved,  and  others  happy  ? 

"  Of  course,  my  mother,  whom  1  shall  call 
henceforth  by  her  name  Grace  Middleton,  and 
her  sister,  were  not  considered  as  forming  a 
portion  of  the  visiting  neighbourhood.     Their 
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father's  inmate,  however,  went ;  and  Grace,  as 
I  have  heard,  looked  wistfully  after  him  as  he 
drove  away  to  the  resort  of  the  gay,  and  doubt- 
less of  the  attractive  assemblage.     It  was  not, 
however,  very  late  when  he  returned  ;  and,  as 
it  was  a  glorious  summer's  evening,  Grace  had 
loitered   long   amid  the   flowery  domain  into 
which  his  sitting  room  opened,  and  was  enjoy- 
ing, until  a  late  hour,  the  splendour  of  the 
moon-beams,  whilst  luxuriant  nature  around 
her  poured  forth  its  scented  tributes  of  noctur- 
nal sweets  to  evening.     A  step  entering  from 
the    house    aroused   her,    and   she    saw   Mr. 
Percival   approaching.     His  eye  was  lighted 
with  the  excitement  so  recently  passed,  of  lively 
society,  and  agreeable  interest.     Yet  his  man- 
ner   to    Grace,    as    ever,    even   in   his   most 
unguarded  moments,  was   respectful ;   for   he 
knew  no  aristocracy  of  modesty  and  virtue. 
But,  on  this  evening,    an  unwonted   softness 
characterized  his  mode  of  addressing  her  ;   her 
very  deprivation  of  those  enjoyments,  which  she 
was  eminently  calculated  to  share,  her  exclusion 
from  scenes  which  she  was  formed  to  adorn, 
seemed  to  draw  forth  an  interest  towards  her 
which  he  had  hitherto  vainly  endeavoured  to 
conceal,  if  not  to  subdue. 

"  '  Grace,'  he  said,  *  I  have  seen  many  lovely. 
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many  accomplished,  and  attractive  women, 
among  the  gay  throng  which  I  have  jnst  left ; 
but  I  have  seen  none  whom,  had  you  been 
there,  you  would  not  have  equalled,  if  not  ex- 
celled. Your  lot  seems  to  have  been  cast  amid 
the  humbler  scenes  of  life;  but  believe  me  that 
the  time  may  come  when  it  may  not  be  so. 
Give  me  your  word,  Grace,'  pursuing  her  as 
she  moved  along  somewhat  quickly,  *  that  you 
will  not  bind  yourself  to  any  man  till  all  hope 
of  our  being  united  is  irrecoverably  lost. 
When  that  hour  of  despair  comes,  when  hope- 
lessness succeeds  to  the  exertions  which  I  shall 
make,  I  will  release  you,  if  you  then  wish  it.' 

"  It  were  folly  to  say  that  Grace  was  sur- 
prised at  this  language,  or  that  she  had  not  had 
ample  reason  to  believe  that  this  engagement 
would  be  urged  upon  her.  She  knew  that 
the  proud  heart  of  the  young  Clergyman  had, 
for  some  time,  been  devoted  to  her  with  an 
affection  firm  as  it  was  generous.  For  herself, 
those  who  have  been  similarly  situated  can 
only  know  her  sentiments.  Well-assorted  en- 
gagements have  their  enjoyments,  their  many 
advantages.  The  course  of  their  true  love  is 
smooth,  and  reflects  nothing  but  pleasant 
images  on  its  glassy  wave.  But  the  devotion 
of  unpropitious  love  is  heightened  by  the  very 
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consciousness,  that  it  has  no  auxiliaries  to  look 
for  from  others.  The  disapprobation  of  some, 
the  opposition  of  others,  the  indiflFerence  of 
many,  to  our  inmost  feelings,  makes  us  cherish 
the  more  fondly  the  object  which  it  requires  so 
firm  a  grasp  to  hold.  To  this,  in  the  case  of 
Grace  Middleton,  and  of  those  circumstanced 
like  her,  additional  considerations  give  force. 
A  woman  of  generous  feelings  is  deeply 
penetrated,  when  a  man,  greatly  her  superior 
in  rank,  professes  an  honourable  and  disinte- 
rested attachment  to  her.  His  preference  of 
her,  to  those  with  whom  fate  seems  to  have 
associated  him,  flatters  not  only  her  vanity,  but 
engages  her  gratitude  ;  and  a  secret  triumph  is 
naturally  felt,  that,  whilst  the  rich  and  proud 
would  gladly  receive  the  homage  of  that  indi- 
vidual, his  warmest  affections  are  given  to  one 
who  has  not  worldly  advantages  to  bestow  in 
return. 

"  It  was,  however,  with  apprehension  and 
reluctance  that  Grace  gave  the  pledge  required 
of  her.  She  feared  to  involve  one  whom  she 
idolized  in  the  miseries  of  parental  displeasure  ; 
she  feared  to  bring  upon  him  the  minor  annoy- 
ances of  animadversion  and  contumely.  She 
dreaded,  above  all,  lest  the  time  should  come 
when  he  might  himself  repent  of  a  precipitate 
and    ill-omened    engagement.     All    this    she 
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urged,  and  jet  (what  arguments  has  not  lore !) 
she  was  persuaded  Into  gifiog  an  assurance 
which  was  fatal  to  the  repose  of  both.  But  I 
hare,  I  am  smre,  saflficientlT  stayed  yoor 
cariosity  til]  the  next  pacqaet 

^  My  aont's  little  tea-table  is  arranged ; 
the  bright  brass  tea-am  is  singing;  and  she 
summons  me  to  infuse  the  tea — a  task  I  would 
gladly  decline^  as  it  is,  in  her  opinion,  one  of 
little  less  importance  than  the  passing  of  an 
Act  of  Parliament,  or  an  order  in  council  at 
least.     Adieu." 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  letter,  the  eye  of 
Caroline  Ashton,  which,  during  its  perusal,  had 
rested  on  her  cousin,  met  that  of  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt.  It  was  instantly  withdrawn ;  but  a 
blosb  overspread  the  countenance  of  the  lovely 
girl,  and  discovered  what  she  could  no  longer 
conceal.  Mr.  Mordaunt's  countenance  ex- 
pressed a  marked  surprise.  What  can  this 
mean  ?  thought  I :  but  the  question  had  scarce- 
ly arisen  in  my  mind  when  Miss  Standard 
proceeded. 

LETTER  n. 

<<  Since  I  last  wrote,  my  dear  Letitia,  I  had 
hoped  that  the  air  of  this  bouse  might  be  in- 
fluential in  producing  adventures  ;  but,  if  the 
genius  of  romance  once  presided  over  it,  be 
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has  fled,  and  yielded  bis  domain  to  that  of 
celibacy,  wbo  presides,  I  believe,  over  Averford. 
I  have  seen  but  two  of  the  male  species  since 
I  wrote  to  you  :  the  one  was  the  postman,  the 
other  the  hair-dresser.  So  you  see  I  am  likely 
to  exercise  the  virtue  of  constancy  without 
much  diflSculty.     But  to  return  to  my  story. 

"  You  may  readily  suppose. that  the  attach- 
ment of  Grace  and  Mr.  Percival  was  kept 
secret  from  all  except  her  sister,  for  she  posi* 
tively  refused  to  have  any  concealments  from 
that  beloved  companion  of  her  infancy.  To 
tell  you  the  anxieties,  the  hopes,  the  perplexi- 
ties attendant  upon  their  mutual  secret  during 
the  course  of  the  ensuing  year,  requires  far 
more  skill  than  my  untutored  pen  can  command 
into  its  service :  one  source  of  uneasiness  to 
Grace  she  suffered  unknown  to  him  who  was 
most  concerned  in  it.  This  was  the  strong  re- 
port which  began  to  prevail  in  Averford,  of  the 
attentions  paid  by  Mr.  Percival  to  the  heiress 
of  Sudley  Park.  It  was  impossible  that  Grace 
could  shut  her  ears  to  this  report,  although 
her  sister  kindly  endeavoured  to  keep  it  from 
her  ;  and,  when  it  reached  her,  strove  to  avert 
its  bitterness  by  professions  of  perfect  confi- 
dence in  the  honour  and  attachment  of  Mr. 
Percival.     It    was    not   until    long  after    my 
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mother's  marriage  that  she  heard  how  the  affair 
really  was, 

*•  Her  pride,  however,  was  nettled  by  the 
suspicion  that,  whilst  her  lover  was  amusing 
himself  in  her  society,  his  serious  views  were 
fixed  on  one  much  more  suitable  to  his  rank 
and  expectations.  It  was,  unforttmately,  just 
at  this  time  that  Mr.  Percival  was  summoned 
on  some  business  to  London,  whither  Miss 
Courtenay  had  gone  to  pass  the  winter  months, 
— I  mean  the  actual  Winter,  not  that  impostor. 
Spring,  who  now  passes  in  fashionable  language 
for  his  hoary-headed  predecessor.  All  the 
town  rang  with  anticipations  of  their  approach- 
ing wedding.  The  encouragement  which  had 
been  already  given  to  Mr.  Percival  was  of  a 
character  too  decided  to  be  mistaken ;  and,  if 
he  had  shewn  no  demonstrations  of  attachment, 
still  it  was  well  known  that  he  had  never  paid 
attentions  to  any  other  lady.  How  did  poor 
Grace's  spirit  sink  within  her!  she  clung  to 
hope  ;  but  that  state  in  which  hope  is  alternately 
succeeded  by  despair  is  worse  than  a  certainty 
of  wretchedness.  Her  mother  noticed  that 
she  became  thin,  and  that  her  Hebe-like  coun- 
tenance was  shadowed  '  o'er  with  that  pale  cast 
of  thought'  which  memory  of  the  absent,  and 
regret  for  the  past,  induces.     It  was  in  vain 
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that  letters,  glowing  with  soch.  affection  as  is 
felt  by  an  ardent  but  refined  mind,  and  couched 
in  such  terms  as  such  a  mind  chuses  to  express 
afifection,  came,  more  frequently  than  angel 
visits,  to  soothe  her  anxious  spirit :  reading, 
unhappily,  with  a  jaundiced  eye,  she  found,  in 
those  expressions  of  fondness,  some  alteration, 
some  coolness,  which  justified  her  apprehen- 
sions, and  rendered  every  thing  short  of  an 
interview  unsatisfactory. 

^^  Meantime,  let  us  look  a  little  into  the 
state  of  Miss  Courtenay's  heart.  Placed  upon 
such  a  pinnacle  of  prosperity,  she  had  yet  re- 
tained the  passions  of  an  enthusiastic  girl, 
whilst  she  acquired  the  determination  of  an  in- 
dulged, self-willed,  and  independant  woman. 
Adulated,  and  really  admired  as  she  was  on  the 
day  of  her  first  meeting  with  Mr.  Percival,  by 
a  contrariety  not  unusual,  she  turned  with  in- 
difference from  those  who  paid  her  homage,  to 
him  whose  pride  it  was  never  to  flatter.  She 
was  struck  by  his  personal  attractions,  but  still 
more  with  that  grace  and  dignity  of  deport- 
ment, without  which  mere  excellence  of  flesh 
and  blood  challenges  no  other  species  of  ad- 
miration than  that  which  is  due  to  a  fine  breed  of 
horses  or  a  prize  ox.  She  was  interested,  upon 
nearer  acquaintance,  by  the  evident  traces  of 
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reflection,  aided  by  sedulous  culture,  which 
were  manifested  in  Mr.  Percivars  conversation, 
although  without  the  slightest  display ;  for  his 
taste  was  too  fastidious  to  admit  of  that  which, 
either  in  man  or  woman,  betrays  a  deficiency 
in  real  delicacy  of  feeling.  Miss  Courtenay 
was  further  disposed  to  consider  all  these  points 
as  heightened  in  her  romantic  mode  of  viewing 
them,  by  the  circumstance  that  Mr.  Percival 
was  poor,  but  of  high  descent.  Of  wealth,  a 
mere  accidental  distinction,  she  thought  little, 
and  less,  that  she  had,  of  late  years,  associated 
nothing  with  it  in  her  own  mind  but  care  and 
responsibility  ;  but  high  birth  was,  from  the 
very  romance  of  her  character,  a  considerable 
adjunct,  if  not  a  requisite  feature,  in  her  delinea- 
tion of  imaginary  excellence.  This  foible  of 
hers  is  not  to  be  justified ;  and  a  skilful  utili- 
tarian might  have  demolished  it  at  once  in 
argument ;  but  he  would  never  have  been  in- 
vited to  Sudley  Park  again  ;  for  the  fair 
Amabel  was  a  despot  in  her  faith,  and  would 
have  cordially  hated  the  whole  sect,  had  they 
existed  in  her  time.  No  :  middle-aged,  hard- 
hearted men,  hot  from  the  counting-house,  or 
turned  into  marble  from  Cambridge,  may  advo 
cate  doctrines  which  justify  their  own  disagree 
ableness,  and  make  selfishness,  dryness,  and 
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calculation  fashionable  ;  but  the  young  and 
generous  will  long  resist  such  indigestible 
mental  food  as  their  dogmas  offer,  and  will  form 
a  barrier,  I  trust,  against  such  methodical 
innovations  upon  our  natural  perceptions  of 
what  is  right." 

"  She  writes  well,"  said  the  Cantab,  inter- 
rupting the  reader ;  "  but  she  knows  little  of 
political  economy  :  but  go  on." 

"  1  digress  sadly,  and  must  pray  for  your 
indulgence,    with    the    usual    child-like    pro- 
mise that  1  will  do  so  no  more.     Since  even  the 
learned  and  philosophical  Bishop  Watson  ac- 
knowledges his  satisfaction  that  his  ancestors 
were  '  neither  hewers  of  wood,  nor  drawers  of 
water,'  I  do  not  think  Miss  Courtenay  so  very 
inexcusable  in  her  predilection  for  high  birth. 
But,  if  she  loved  rank,  she  valued  nobility  of 
soul  far  more.     She  fancied  that  Mr.  Percival 
possessed  this  ;  and  she  yielded  to  her  predilec- 
tion for  him  with  that  carelessness  of  conse- 
quences which  was  a  part  of  her  character. 
Accustomed  to  obtain  every  thing  that  she  de- 
sired, she  never  dreamt  of  not  receiving  a  full 
measure  of  return  for  her  disinterested  devo- 
tion.    She  listened  to  him  with  eagerness  from 
the  pulpit :    she  thought  of  him,  and  of  him 
only,  in  private.     Every  wish  of  her  heart  was 


62 

centered  in  obtaining  his  approbation.  She 
dressed  to  his  taste,  she  sang  his  favoorite 
songs,  she  read  his  favourite  poets ;  if  he  sug- 
gested an  improvement  in  her  grounds,  it  was 
begun  instantly  ;  if  he  offered  the  slightest 
counsel  upon  her  behaviour,  it  was  received 
with  unfeigned  gratitude,  and  acted  upon  with- 
out delay. 

"  So  marked  a  preference  could  not  escape  the 
observation  of  her  chaperon,  and  of  humble  de- 
pendants, who  are  ever  on  the  look  out  to  know 
which  way  the  wind  blows :  neither  could  it  be 
altogether  unperceived  by  Mr.  Percival.  Not 
to  be  flattered  by  it,  was  not  in  human  nature, 
and  he  appreciated,  as  a  gentleman  ought  to  do, 
regard  so  disinterested ;  but  never  did  his 
fidelity,  still  more  his  affections,  waver  between 
the  humble  object  of  his  secret  love  and  the 
rich  and  beautiful  Miss  Courtenay.  Mean- 
while, still  detained  in  London  by  some  family 
matters,  he  was  not  only  exposed  frequently  to 
what  would  have  been  to  other  men  temptation, 
but  he  was  the  cause  of  much  misery  to  Grace, 
and  eventually  to  himself.  It  was  now,  for 
the  first  time  during  her  short  life,  that  her 
health  began  to  decline.  That  mysterious  irri- 
tation produced  on  our  bodily  frame  by  mental 
sufferings  began  to  wear  away  a  constitution 
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naturally  vigorous,  although  linked  with  a  mind 
of  strong  sensibility.  When  my  father  re- 
turned, he  was  shocked  at  the  change  in  her : — 
her  bloom,  often  still  bright,  but  evanescent,  was 
succeeded  by  the  pallidness  of  a  statue ;  the 
tremulous  walk  ; — her  spirits  too  easily  excited 
to  joy,  too  readily  depressed  till  the  weakened 
frame  relieved  itself  by  tears. 

"  These  indications  alarmed  Mr.  Percival 
greatly,  both  for  the  present  and  the  future ; 
for  he  saw  how  inadequate  Grace  now  was  to 
contend  with  the  undiminished  obstacles  to  their 
marriage,  or  to  sustain  the  possible  final  result 
of  a  secret  and  imprudent  union,  embittered  by 
poverty. 

"  Spring  came  ;  but  it  found  the  once 
blooming  and  happy  Grace  still  languishing  and 
declining.  Her  fears  of  Percival's  constancy 
were  indeed  exchanged  for  a  renewed  reliance 
upon  his  faith ;  but  the  dread  of  embroiling 
him  in  difficulties,  and  the  thousand  nameless 
anxieties  attendant  upon  a  long  engagement, 
were  too  great  for  a  mind  of  no  vulgar  stamp. 
Her  father,  between  the  duties  of  burying  and 
christening,  never  thought  of  love  ;  and,  when 
he  said  'Amen'  to  the  marriage  service,  thought 
far  less  of  the  cause  of  that  ceremony  than  of 
its  effects:  for  the  marriage  fees,  doled  out 
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slowly  and  perhaps  reluctantly  by  the  poor,  and 
bestowed  with  ostentation  of  love  and  money 
by  the  rich  and  genteel ,  added  to  the  sort  of 
importance  which  the  deputy  manager  of  the 
sacred  performance  obtains,  were  fiir  more  in 
his  thoughts  than  the  sentiments  of  the  res* 
pective  parties  towards  each  other.  He  helped 
on  his  clerical  master  with  his  surplice,  rever- 
berated his  words  through  the  long-drawn  aisles, 
or  waddled  after  him  into  the  church-yard, 
without  ever  dreaming  that  the  proud  young 
Curate  could  condescend  to  bestow  a  thought 
on  any  one  of  his  family. 

<*  Meantime  the  romantic  attachment  of  Miss 
Courtenay  was  increased  by  uncertainty,  and, 
strange  to   say,  by  the  evident  reluctance  of 
Mr.  Percival  to  unfold  his  sentiments  to  her. 
As  she  had   unconsciously  learned  never  to 
doubt  that  all  she  wished  must  be  hers,  she  un- 
resistingly indulged  the  idea  that  he  was  secret- 
ly devoted  to  her ;  but  that  his  laudable  pride, 
and  his  hatred  of  fortune-hunters,  alone  pre- 
vented an  avjowal.     Her  nature  was  also  proud, 
and  replete  with  womanly  feelings.     She  could 
not  resort  to  any  little  contrivances,  or  indelicate 
demonstrations  of  passion,  to  draw  forth  the 
sentiments  which  she  fondly  hoped  one  day  to 
hear.     Whilst  things  were  in  this  state,  an 
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incident  occurred  which  tore  the  veil  from  the 
eyes  of  this  generous  and  enthusiastic  young 
lady,  and  placed  her  in  a  situation  of  all  others 
the  most  trying  to  our  sex. 

"  It  was  on  a  fine  evening,  in  the  month  of 
May,  that  Miss  Courtenay  took  it  into  her  head 
to  enjoy  a  solitary  walk.  She  often  loved  to 
escape,  in  this  manner,  from  the  hired  assi- 
duities of  the  people  about  her,  to  whom  she 
was  a  lavish,  but  not  a  partial  mistress ;  for  she 
could  not  persuade  herself  that,  whilst  their 
interest  forms  so  predominant  a  motive  to  their 
services,  aflFection  could  have  any  great  share 
in  them.  Milton  loved  to  walk  '  by  hedge-row 
elms  on  hillocks  green,'  and  so  did  Miss  Courte- 
nay ;  for  the  walk  she  chose  had  no  other  re- 
markable features.  It  was,  however,  a  favorite 
resort  of  the  Averford  old  maids,  on  account  of 
its  general  dryness  (a  quality  perfectly  in 
unison  with  them), — and  also  because  its  well- 
trodden  path — not  wide  enough  for  four,  but  a 
little  too  wide  for  three — was  well  adapted 
for  scandal." 

Here  Aunt  Bridget  half  rose  from  her  seat, 
then  sat  down  again,  spread  smooth  her  apron, 
and  looked  at  Mr.  Oatlands: — a  spoke  was 
broken  in  her  fan. 

"  It  was  likewise  intersected,  at  sundry  dis- 
tances, by  little  gates,   which   afforded   sweet 
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opportunities  for  a  little  gallantry,  when  the 
two  Miss  Sprats,  a&tat  58  and  52,  happened  to 
be  escorted  by  the  beau  of  our  Parish,  Mr. 
Nicholas  (commonly  called  Old  Nick),  aetat. 
61. 

"  Miss  Courtenay  had  proceeded  half  way 
through  this  terrace  walk,  towards  Averford, 
when  her  course  was  arrested  by  a  sight  which 
plunged  her  into  an  agitation,  such  as  those  who 
know  what  it  is  to  be  suddenly  undeceived  in  a 
cherished  hope  can  only  tell.  She  beheld  the 
idol  of  her  aflfections  walking  slowly  towards 
her,  in  earnest  conversation  with  a  young  and 
beautiful  woman,  who  leaned  fondly  on  his 
arm,  and  whom  he  seemed  to  be  supporting 
and  soothing  with  that  tenderness  towards  the 
gentle  and  the  sick  which  forms  so  lovely  a 
trait  in  the  manly  character.  At  times  they 
stopped,  and  leaned,  as  for  support,  upon  the 
little  gates  just  mentioned,  when  Miss  Courte- 
nay saw,  with  heart-thrilling  conviction,  that 
the  hand  of  the  fair  sufferer  was  warmly  pressed 
in  that  of  Mr.  Percival,  that  her  eyes  were 
turned  to  his  with  that  expression  with  which 
an  early  and  pure  attachment  lights  the  counte- 
nance of  beauty. 

"  To  return  unperceived  was  not  imprac- 
ticable ;  because  the  attention  of  the  lovers  was 
so  much  engrossed  with  each  other,  that  they 
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bad  not  seen  her.  But  to  return  was  not  in 
character  with  Miss  Courtenay's  disposition. 
'  I  will  not  retire,'  thought  she,  '  as  a  spy — 
wretched  and  hopeless  as  I  am.  Since  all  is 
lost,  I  will  show  him  nobly  that  I  know  his 
secret,  and  nobly  that  I  can  bear  it.'  The 
effort  was  made ;  and,  as  she  passed  Mr.  Per- 
cival,  and  showed  him  that  courtesy  which  was 
habitual  in  her  to  all,  his  cheek  was  far  more 
suifused  by  blushes  than  her  own.  Yet  her 
smile,  though  bright,  was  transient;  and  her 
bright  eye,  lighted  up  as  it  was  when  she  passed 
him  by  the  excitation  of  the  moment,  was  al- 
most immediately  afterwards  suffused  with 
tears. 

"  *  Who  is  that  beautiful  creature  ?'  en- 
quired Grace,  as  she  passed  rapidly  by. 

«  *  It  is  Miss  Courtenay,'  replied  my  father. 

"  *  Then,'  said  Grace,  half  playfully,  half 
reproachfully,  *  I  do  not  wonder  that  you  stayed 
so  long  in  London.'  " 

Mr.  Mordaunt  fixed  a  determined  gaze  on 
Caroline  Ashton,  whilst  a  tear  half  started  into 
his  eye. 

"  It  was  some  weeks  after  this  little  occur- 
rence, that  Mr.  Percival  received  a  note  from 
Miss  Courtenay.  I  have  formerly  read  it, 
and,  as  far  as  I  remember,  it  ran  thus : 


68 


"  *  Do  not  accuse  me  of  impertinent  in- 
terference in  your  concerns,  if  I  wish  to  see 
you,  relative  to  the  living  of  Chorley :  it  has 
become  mine  by  recent  purchase.  I  say  no 
more  until  I  see  you.' 

"  You  may  now  guess  the  result ;  for  I 
think  a  woman  can  enter  into  the  generous 
motives  by  which  Miss  Courtenay  was  actu- 
ated. The  interval  after  her  meeting  my  father 
with  Grace  was  passed,  first,  in  learning  to 
think  of  him  as  one  whom  she  had  no  right  to 
love,  and  for  whom  she  was  not  allowed  to  feel 
an  interest.  This  was  a  hard  lesson,  and  she 
found  that  nothing  is  so  difficult  as  to  cease 
hoping.  Fortunately  for  her,  a  call  was  made 
upon  her  generosity ;  and  it  is  more  easy  for 
such  characters  as  hers  to  act  well,  than  to  re- 
gulate their  feelings  in  a  state  of  repose  from 
action.  By  her  inquiries  she  learned  who  Grace 
was,  and  then  the  whole  truth  flashed  upon 
her.  She  contrived  also  to  make  my  Aunt 
aware  that  she  had  some  scheme  to  benefit  Mr. 
Percival,  in  which  her  sister  was  included. 
She  then  took  her  measures  accordingly ;  and, 
as  to  the  rich  all  things  of  that  nature  are  easy, 
she  shortly  accomplished  the  object  of  her 
desire. 

Mr.  Percival  reached  Sudley  Park  in  no 
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small  degree  of  agitation.     With  what  various 
feelings  he  entered  the  spacious  and  tasteful 
library,  in   which   he   expected  to  find  Miss 
Courtenay,  it  is  impossible  to  do  more  than  con- 
jecture.    He  found  her   not  there,  however ; 
but  in  a  few  minutes  she  entered.     Her  dark 
and  beaming  eye  sank  beneath  his  inquiring 
glance  as  she  came  towards  him ;  but  it  was 
the  cpnfusion  of  the  moment.     Yet  her  cheek 
flushed  as  she  extended  her  hand  towards  him. 
In  that  hand  she  held  the  documents   relative 
to  a  valuable  living,  which  she  had  sacrificed  a 
considerable  portion  of  her  property  to  purchase. 
She  briefly   explained  to   him  the  particulars 
necessary  to  make  him  aware  that  the  rectory 
was  his,  and  then  awaited  his  reply.     Mr^  Per- 
cival  was  overpowered   with  contending  feel- 
ings :  he  felt,  but  feared,  the  debt  of  gratitude ; 
for  he  had  partly  guessed  the  sentiments  to- 
wards himself  which  the  beautiful  heiress  had 
but  little  endeavoured  to  conceal.     The  title 
deeds  almost  dropped  from  his  hand.     Miss 
Courtenay,  however,  quickly  relieved  his  per- 
plexities. 

"  '  My  motives,'  she  said,  '  may  be 
strictly  questioned  by  many,  and  doubtless  will 
be  so,  when  I  shall  have  to  render  an  account 
of  the  talents  entrusted  to  me.     They  are  sim- 
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ply  these :  I  believe  that  you  will  conscientiously 
discharge,  in  this  new  ofGce,  those  daties  which 
you  have  so  well  fulfilled  here.  I,  for  one, 
have  to  thank  you  for  some  serious  impressions 
which  may,  perhaps,  avail  me  in  hours  of  sor- 
row.' The  tear  stood  in  her  eye  ;  but  she  pro- 
ceeded. *  But  I  believe,  I  hope,  that  you  will 
also  have  the  happiness  of  sharing  your  duties 
with  a  being  deservedly  beloved.'  She  paused; 
for  a  deep  crimson  suffused  the  face  of  her  au- 
ditor. '  I  am  right,  am  I  not  ?  Forgive  me 
for  touching  on  a  subject  so  dear  to  you.'  Her 
voice  faultered  as  she  spoke,  and  her  trembling 
lips  refused  almost  to  do  their  office.  *Mr» 
Percival,'  she  resumed,  in  an  earnest  and  al- 
most solemn  tone,  '  your  family  will  be  averse 
to  this  union  ;  your  pride  of  birth,  your  early 
prejudices,  are  against  it ;  but,  oh  !  be  faithfal 
to  a  heart  whose  first  affections  you  have 
gained ;  place  her  in  your  own  rank — support 
her  in  it  courageously,  firmly !'  Mr.  Percival 
raised  his  eyes  to  gaze  on  the  noble-hearted 
woman,  but  she  was  gone. 

"  Well !  in  a  month  the  bells  of  Averford 
rang  merrily  for  the  wedding  of  the  handsome 
young  Curate  to  the  Clerk's  daughter.  My 
grandfather  was  so  overcome  at  the  circum* 
stance  that  he  could  not  have  said '  Amen'  at  his 
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daughter's  wedding.  Luckily  for  the  propri- 
eties of  the  thing,  he  fell  into  a  grave  the  week 
before,  'sprained  his  ankle,  and  was  obliged  to 
have  a  deputy,  both  to  give  his  daughter  away, 
and  to  perform  the  responses.  The  bride  looked 
more  than  usually  beautiful,  although  there  was 
a  delicacy  in  her  complexion  which  still  au- 
gured ill  health  ;  and  it  was  even  then  prophe- 
sied, by  some  of  the  croakers  of  the  place,  that 
she  would  not  enjoy  her  prosperity  long :  but 
the  more  favourable  observation  was,  that  her  ill 
health  made  her  look  the  more  like  a  lady,  and 
fitter  to  be  the  parson's  wife.  My  Aunt  has 
still  a  picture  of  her  in  her  wedding  dress.  By 
the  bye,  I  think  wedding  dresses  in  general  the 
most  tawdry,  ill-fitting  things.  I  have  a  friend 
who  wears  hers  regularly  every  year,  and  sup- 
poses that  a  dress  made  for  her  when  she  was 
thin  and  pretty  can  suit  her  when  she  has  had 
a  dozen  children.  But  my  mother's  was  a 
very  simple  attire.  Her  rich  hair,  untutored 
by  the  fashion  of  the  time  to  travel  upwards, 
when  nature  intended  it  to  shade  her  fair  fore- 
head, was  suffered  to  appear  in  unadorned 
ringlets  under  a  white  lace  veil,  the  present  of 
my  great  great  Aunt  Tabitton,  who  sent  it  to 
her  from  Northamptonshire.  I  forget  the  other 
details  of  her  dress ;  nor  will  you  expect  me  to 
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give  you  a  dissertation  on  her  dress  with  the 
same  precision  as  the  Ladies'  Magazine,  or  the 
Belle  Assembl^e.  But  thi^  I  know,  that  she 
not  only  looked  so  lovely,  that  the  ladies,  in  al- 
lusion to  a  novel  of  Miss  Burney's,  called  her 
Evelina,  but  also  so  elegant,  Hiat  some  of  the 
genteelest  people  in  Averford  were  proud  to 
speak  of  her  afterwards  as  their  acquaintance. 
Indeed,  it  was  remarkable  that  those  who  had 
not  deemed  her  worth  a  glance,  as  they  passed 
her,  now  began  to  speak  of  her  as  '  their  friend 
Miss  Middleton,  their  charming  protegee,  their 
sweet  and  interesting  early  acquaintance.' 

"  For  my  father,  I  am  told  that  he  was  the 
handsomest  bridegroom  that  had  been  seen  in 
Averford  for  a  century  :  but  that  is  not  saying 
much.  However,  he  looked  like  what  he  was, 
the  Honourable  and  Reverend  Mr.  Percival ; 
and,  I  may  say,  conducted  himself  as  such. 
My  mother  trembled  as  the  solemn  service 
proceeded ;  but  the  tears  were  all  shed  by  her 
sister  and  her  fond  mother,  the  latter  especially, 
who  foresaw,  in  her  child's  elevation,  estrange- 
ment from  her  humble  home.  Miss  Courtenay 
was  not  present ;  for  she  was  absent  from  her 
home,  on  a  hasty  excursion  to  the  Lakes. 

"  Well,— -and  here  my  story  might  end  well, 
and  you  might  be  lefl  to  conjecture  years  of 
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happiness  to  the  fond  pair  whom  I  have  de- 
scribed at  the  altar.  But,  alas !  how  few  years 
have  elapsed  since  that  period,  and  here  am  I 
alone,  an  orphan, — my  poor  Aunt  and  I  only 
remaining  of  that  generation  of  her  family ! 

"  The  first  affliction  that  my  parents  sus- 
t£dned  was  in  the  untimely  death  of  Miss 
Courtenay.  She  lived  but  little  at  the  Park 
after  their  marriage,  but  entered  into  the  gai- 
eties of  a  London  life, — happy,  perhaps,  to 
escape  her  own  thoughts ;  and,  being  idolized 
in  society,  she  enjoyed  it  with  the  enthusiasm 
natural  to  her  age  and  character.  Yet,  I  am 
told,  that,  even  in  her  brightest  moments,  traces 
of  sadness  were  perceived  upon  her  counte- 
nance when  the  neighbourhood  of  Averford 
was  remarked  upon.  Her  kindness  to  my  pa- 
rents continued  unabated ;  and  by  her  request 
I  received  her  name.  How  shall  I  commu- 
nicate the  fate  of  this  lovely  and  beloved  lady, 
my  father's  sole  benefactress,  who  befriended 
him  at  the  expense  of  her  own  happiness  ? 
She  died  in  consequence  of  breaking  a  blood- 
vessel, the  prelude  to  that  ravaging  malady  to 
which  her  mother  and  brother  had  fallen  a  sa- 
crifice. By  her  will  I  am,  as  you  know,  en- 
titled to  what  is  termed  a  gentlewoman's  for- 
tune— £200  a  year.    In  some  memoranda  found 
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amongst  her  papers,  she  specified  that  she  felt 
no  desire  to  enrich  me,  even  if  the  claims  upon 
her  estate  had  enabled  her ;  for  she  had  herself 
experienced  how  little  happiness  a  large  fortone 
entailed  opon  woman.  The  rest  of  her  per- 
sonal property  was  divided,  with  some  eccen- 
tricity, amongst  relatives  and  friends ;  bat  the 
same  concern  for  the  lowly  and  unfortunate, 
and  indifference  to  the  great  and  prosperous 
members  of  her  family,  was  apparent  in  this 
last  memento.  Taught  from  my  infancy  to 
love  her  name  and  memory,  you  must  forgive 
my  dwelling  upon  her  last  actions  with  fond 
prolixity. 

"  The  rest  of  my  narrative  is  a  painful  one. 
My  mother  became  more  and  more  feeble  after 
my  birth;  yet  I  had  attained  my  fifth  year 
when  I  lost  her.  Of  this  event  I  have  a  con- 
fused remembrance.  I  recollect  awaking  in  the 
night ;  a  ringing  of  bells,  a  running  to  and  fro, 
for  a  time  aroused  me,  and  then  I  fell  asleep 
again.  In  the  morning,  they  told  me  I  had  a 
little  sister  born ;  but  scarcely  was  I  dressed 
than  they  whispered  to  each  other  that  she  was 
dead.  I  have  a  faint  recollection  of  seeing  a 
little  baby  in  a  neatly  ornamented  cradle,  and 
remember  wondering  at  its  stillness,  and  touch- 
ing its  cold  cheek  with  my  finger.  It  was  in- 
deed dead !  yet  its  little  cap  was  neatly  plaited 


76 

round  its  face  ;  and,  by  its  pretty  bed-gown  so 
carefully  armnged,  I  th6ugbt  at  first  they  had 
Itiid  it  down  to  sleep  :  so  slow  is  the  apprehen- 
sion of  children  concerning  death  ! 

"  Then  I  was  sent  away  from  home,  and 
was  told  my  mamma  was  very  ill,  and  that  it 
was  thought  better  that  she  should  not  see  me ; 
but  I  found  afterwards  that  she  had  asked  for 
me.  Alas !  I  soon  forgot  her,  in  new  scenes 
and  with  new  companions.  I  was  brought 
back  to  console  my  father  on  the  day  of  my 
mother's  funeral.  Well  do  I  even  now  re- 
member his  altered  face ;  the  work  of  years 
seemed  to  have  been  effected  on  his  counte- 
nance. I  remember  his  kissing  me  hurriedly, 
and  then  sending  me  away  again.  I  remember 
too  the  deep,  muffled  tones  of  the  church  bells, 
the  association  with  which  is  sometimes  re- 
vived by  similar  tones,  and  never  fails  to  pro- 
duce, even  in  my  gayest  moments,  a  serious- 
ness almost  amounting  to  awe. 

"  And  so  my  father  and  I  were  left  alone 
together.  It  was  many  years  after  my  mother's 
death,  that  he  put  upon  my  finger  a  ring. 
'  Amabel,'  he  said,  *  in  a  calm  but  solemn  tone, 
*  a  few  hours  before  your  mother  was  taken  to 
eternal  rest,  she  took  from  her  finger  the  rings 
which  I  had  placed  upon  it  at  the  moment  of 
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oar  union.  One  of  these  she  gave  to  me, — 
the  first,  last  pledge  of  that  love  which  will 
never  die  in  me, — which  now,  I  trast,  yet  ex- 
ists in  her,  in  her  purified  and  Messed  state* 
Another  she  gave  to  yoar  Aunt ;  this  one,  my 
child,  she  begged  me  to  reserve  for  you.* 

*'  It  was  not  long  after  this,  that  I  was  left 
an  orphan.  The  seeds  of  death  were  in  my 
father's  frame  when  he  for  the  first  time  brought 
himself  to  speak  to  me  of  my  mother;  for  be 
was,  as  yon  know,  a  reserved  man,  and,  to  me, 
an  object  of  fear  as  well  as  of  love. 

"  When  he  believed,  and  humbly  hoped, 
that  his  time  of  rejoining  those  that  are  dead  in 
the  Lord  was  about  to  arrive,  he  spoke  often, 
and  indeed  loved  to  talk  to  me  of  ray  mother. 
He  spoke  of  the  time  when  we  should  all  three 
be  united.  He  laboured  hard,  and,  I  trust,  not 
ineffectually,  to  promote  in  me  an  habitual  de- 
pendance  on  that  Being  who  is  to  the  desolate 
*  Father  and  Mother,  and  Brother  and  Sister.' 
By  his  desire,  I  received  the  last  sacrament 
with  him,  although  1  was  then  scarcely  fifteen 
years  of  age.  You  may  believe  how  indelibly 
that  solemn  occasion  is  impressed  upon  my 
memory.  You  will  not,  I  hope,  too  soon  be 
made  to  comprehend  with  what  angnish  of 
heart  I  followed  my  last  remaining  parent  to 
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the  grave.  Alas  !  Letitia,  it  was  long  before  I 
could  bring  my  mind  into  that  holy  state  that 
I  could  thank  God  '  for  all  his  servants  departed 
this  life  in  his  fear  and  love.' 

"  Adieu.  You  asked  for  a  letter  ;  I  have 
sent  you  a  volume.  Write  soon;  and  believe 
me  to  be  ever — ever  yours, 

Amabel  Percival." 

The  male  part  of  the  auditory  were  greatly 
delighted  with  the  easy  and  pleasing  style  of 
these  letters ;  and  the  display  of  good  sense 
and  right  feeling  which  they  indicated  as  cha- 
racterizing the  mind  of  the  fair  writer.  I 
confess  that  I  felt  all  the  mother  mounting  to 
my  eyes,  on  listening  to  the  high  and  generous 
conduct  of  Miss  Courtenay ;  and,  in  the  ex- 
posure of  my  weakness,  I  was  consoled  to  see 
that  the  most  apparently  volatile  of  the  party, 
the  Advocate,  was  also  melted  into  tears. 

I  can  listen  to  tales  of  distress  and  misery, 
which  harrow  up  the  feelings  and  bring  tears 
into  the  eyes  of  others,  without  being  subdued  ; 
but  I  never  yet  heard  the  recital,  nor  read  of 
any  act  of  warm  benevolence,  or  of  noble  phi- 
lanthropy, without  finding  my  eyes  instantly 
suffused  with  moisture.  I  can  read  of  Lefevre's 
distress  unmoved;  but,  when  my  Uncle  Toby 
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in  parting  with  his  son^  slips  into  his  hand  sixty 
guineas,  tied  ap  in  an  old  purse  of  his  father, 
in  which  was  his  mother's  ring,  and  bids  <*  God 
bless  him,"  I  am  utterly  unnerved,  and  cry  like 
a  child. 

"  I  am  undetermined.  Miss  Standard,"  said 
the  Advocate,  "  whether  most  praise  be  due  to 
the  fair  writer  of  these  excellent  letters,  or  to 
her  friend  who  has  done  them  so  much  justice  in 
the  reading.    What  think  you.  Miss  Bridget  ?" 

"  Indeed,  Mr.  Oatlands,"  replied  the  good 
old  maid,  '^  the  diction  of  the  letters  is  beautiful ; 
but  it  is  to  be  lamented  that  there  is  less  of  the 
true  Christian  spirit  in  Miss  Percival  than  ought 
to  be :  I  could  not  have  thought  that  she  had 
so  much  satirical  acrimony  in  her  composition. 
She  might  have  spared  a  little  of  the  cayenne 
in  her  remarks  upon  old  maids." 

"  True,  my  dear  Miss  Bridget,"  said  the 
Advocate  ;  "  but  they  are  darts  which  fall 
harmless  in  the  present  day,  when  no  such 
beings  exist.  I  am  advancing  into  the  vale  of 
years  myself,  and  do  not  see  so  well  as 
formerly  ;  but,  truly,  I  have  not  traced  a  grey 
hair  on  any  lady  above  forty,  for  many  years." 

Miss  Bridget  looked  confused  ;  and  per- 
ceived that  more  eyes  than  one  were  turned 
towards  her  curls. 
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"  Wigs  all — by  Gad !"  said  the  Veteran, 
"  but  they  cannot  fill  up  the  wrinkles." 

"  Why  should  they  ?"  rejoined  Mr.  Oat- 
lands,  "  I  even  prefer  grey  hair  to  blacic 
wigs  ;  and,  in  my  humble  opinion,  no  character 
is  more  respectable,  or  more  agreeable,  than  a 
well-informed  woman  of  fifty  or  upwards, 
whether  spinster  or  wife,  who  has  the  good  sense 
to  support  her  years  with  sobriety  and  dignity." 

Mrs.  Standard  bowed ;  and  Aunt  Bridget 
smiled  in  a  manner  which  was  creditable  to  her 
good  sense  and  natural  feelings. 

>As  it  was  now  late,  a  plan  was  proposed  for 
ascending  Ben  Venue  on  the  following  day, 
and  for  previously  breakfasting  in  the  beautiful 
pass  of  Bulloch-nam-Bo. 

"  As  I  shall  not  accompany  the  party,"  said 
Mrs.  Standard,  "  I  shall  have  every  thing  pro- 
vided for  a  comfortable  breakfast." 

The  ladies  soon  retired,  and  the  whole 
group  separated  for  the  night. 


Having  brought  up  my  journal  to  this  point, 
I  contemplated  the  indulgence  of  my  customary 
quarter  of  an  hour's  nap  in  my  chair  before 
retiring  to  bed.     I  was  lulled  to  sleep  by  the 
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monotonous  sound  of  the  waterfall  behind  the 
inn,  which  Dngald  had  not  incorrectly  con- 
eluded  would  suit  my  fancy  ;  but  the  drowsy 
power  had  scarcely  pressed  upon  my  eyelids, 
when  I  dreamt  that  one  whom  I  had  long  en- 
deavoured to  forget  stood  before  me  iu  all  her 
original  loveliness  and  purity,  smiling  like  an 
angel.  She  laid  her  hand  softly  upon  mine, 
and  her  lips  moved  as  if  she  was  about  to 
speak,  when  I  awoke.  The  impress  of  her 
presence  had  been  so  vivid  that  I  gazed  around 
me  to  determine  its  reality  ;  and  some  minutes 
elapsed  ere  I  could  convince  myself  that  it  was 
a  picture  of  the  imagination.  It  had  brought 
with  it,  however,  recollections  of  the  most 
painful  kind  ;  I  rose  from  my  chair,  and  threw 
up  the  window  of  my  little  room  to  change  the 
train  of  thought  by  looking  out  into  the  night. 

Whoever,  to  fill  up  an  idle  hour,  shall  cast 
his  «ye  over  these  notes,  may  smile  at  this 
movement ;  but  it  is  one  of  a  few  peculiarities 
which  I  have  fostered  on  principle ;  and  which 
have  been  the  sources  of  much  of  the  little 
comfort  which  has  sustained  me  amidst  the 
cares  and  corroding  anxieties  which  have  tainted 
my  cup  of  life.  When  any  thing  occurs  to  annoy 
or  to  vex  me,  when  my  mind  is  irritated  or  my 
temper  ruffled,  in  order  to  sooth  the  one  and  to 
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calm  the  other,  to  stifle  discontent  or  to  mitigate 
suffering,  I  endeavour  to  withdraw  as  it  were 
from  the  affairs  of  man  ;  and,  by  the  contem- 
plation of  Nature,  to  elevate  my  thoughts  above 
the  little  perturbations  of  human  society,  by 
those  feelings  of  gratitude  and  humility  which 
are  ever  awakened  in  reflecting  on  the  supreme 
wisdom  and  the  boundless  benevolende  of  the  . 
Deity,  as  displayed  in  his  works.  I  rose,  there- 
fore, and  threw  open  the  window. 

It  was  the  same  lovely  night  as  the  pre- 
ceding, except  that  the  stillness  and  solitude 
were  increased  by  the  lateness  of  the  hour, 
for  it  was  near  mid-night ;  and  a  broader 
stream  of  light  was  reflected  from  Loch  Achray, 
owing  to  the  altitude  of  the  moon,  which  was 
now  approaching  the  zenith.  The  freshness  of 
the  air,  and  the  contemplation  of  the  peaceful 
scene  upon  which  I  gazed  with  delight,  soon 
composed  the  agitation  of  my  spirits ;  and  I 
was  considering  the  propriety  of  retiring  to 
rest,  when  a  boat  slowly  crossed  the  light  on 
Loch  Achray,  and  the  sound  of  a  flute,  as  if 
played  upon  the  water,  attracted  my  attention. 

"  What  strange  beings  love  makes  of  us," 
thought  I :  for  it  instantly  occurred  to  me  that 
the  flute-player  was  Mr.  Mordaunt,  who  had 
adopted  this  method  of  indulging  the  romance 
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of  bis  passion  for  flie  lovely  girl  so  exdasifely 
the  object  of  bis  attention.     Tbe  air  was  die 
''  Di  tanti  palpiti"  of  Rossini :    I  had  oe^er 
heard  it  executed  with  more  expression  and 
delicacy  of  feeling.     It  was  soon  followed  \fj 
one  of  those  lively  and  engaging  Swiss  aiTB 
which  I  bad  often  listened  to  with  additional 
delight  from  tbe  charms  which  they  acquire 
when    sung  amongst    their   native  moantains. 
As  I  perceived  that  the  boat  neared  the  shore, 
and  three  individuals  landed,  I  expected  to  see 
the  Clergyman  return  to  the  inn;  but, after 
waiting  upwards  of  half  an  hour,  I  was  con- 
vinced that  my  conjecture  was  incorrect ;  yel# 
who  else  would  visit  the  Lake  at  that  boar? 
Mr.  Mordaunt  had  also  given  us  a  specimen  of 
his  skill  in  touching  the  instrument  which  I  baa 
just  heard  ;  nevertheless,  why  did  he  not  return 
to  tbe  inn  ?     Where  could  he  be  gone  ?   Tbefic 
were  questions  that  presented  themselves,  wbicb 
I  could  not  solve,  and  which  threw  a  mystery 
over  this  little  incident     Has  this  serenading) 
again  thought  I,  any  connection  with  the  myste- 
rious appearances  of  tbe  individual  who  has  twice 
shewn  himself  to-day  ?     The  question  could  not 
be  answered ;  but  it  did  not  tend  to  lessen  tbe 
obscurity  which  hung  over  both  incidents.    I 
might  puzzle  myself  with  endeavouring,  to  re- 
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raove  the  veil  which  darkened  them  ;  but  no 
eflFort  of  thought  could  lead  to  the  truth :  I 
determined,  therefore,  to  wait  until  time  and 
opportunity  performed  what  could  not  be  af- 
fected at  present ;  and,  closing  the  window,  I 
retired  to  bed,  and  soon  sank  into  a  sound  and 
refreshing  sleep. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"  The  innocent  Mom — 
When,  from  the  slow  unfolding  arms 
Of  Night,  she  starts  in  all  her  charms, 
And  o'er  the  glorious  earth  is  borne, 
With  orient  pearls  beneath  her  feet ; 
All  round  her  music  warbling  sweet, 
And  o'er  her  head  the  fulgent  skies 
In  the  fresh  light  of  Paradise." 

Wilson. 


I    WAS  conning  over    in    my    mind  these 
beautiful  and  appropriate  lines  of  Wilson  as  I 
descended  to  the  esplanade,  where  those  who 
proposed  to  climb  Ben  Venue  had  already  as- 
sembled.    It  was,  indeed,  such  a  morning  as 
the  poet  describes  ;  and  its  influence  was  per- 
ceptible upon  every,  face  of  the  little  group : 
the  smile  on  the  lovely  and  open  countenance 
of  Caroline  Ashton,  as  if  the  offspring  of  the 
pure,  deep,  blue  ether,  over  which  the  rising 
sun  now  shot  his  radiance,  beamed  with  a  reno- 
vated,  "  gladdening  grace ;"   the    meek  and 
pensive  look  of  her  cousin  seemed  tempered 
with  a  greater  depth  of  serenity ;  the  buoyant 
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spirits  of  the  Advocate  were  expending  their 

exuberant  playfulness    in    gamboling    with  b 

greyhound,  the  property  of  the  landlord  ;  the 

expression  of  Mr.  Sketchly  denoted  the  inward 

satisfaction  of  a  truly  benevolent  heart,  happy 

in  itself ;  the  Cantab's  countenance  indicated,  to 

use  the  language  of  the  Cantab  himself,  a  large 

development  of  the  organs  of  gratification  and 

anticipated  enjoyment;  the  only  individual  who 

did  not  harmonize  with  the  feelings  which  the 

morning   inspired,  was    Mr.   Mordaunt,   who 

looked  grave.     He  looked,  indeed,  as  if  sleep 

had  not  pressed  his  eyelids ;  and  again  arose 

the  idea  in  my  mind  that  he  was  the  musician 

on  Loch  Achray  :  but  where  had  he  spent  the 

night  ?     That  was  a  question  which  was  to  be 

resolved  before  my  suspicion  could  be  received 

as  fact. 

"  What  ails  you,  Mordaunt  ?"  said  Mr. 
Oatlands,  commencing  a  train  of  good-natured 
raillery  on  his  friend's  melancholy  visage.  As 
he  concluded  his  tirade,  he  looked  into  the  face 
of  Caroline  Ashton  :  and  then,  without  waiting 
for  a  reply  from  Mr.  Mordaunt,  he  turned 
round  and  informed  me  that  he  had  taken  the 
liberty  of  sending  forward  honest  Dugald, 
along  with  the  Colonel's  servant,  with  the 
sumpter  basket,  cloaks,  and  umbrellas.     "  You 
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will  find,"  said  he,  turning  to  the  ladies,  '*  a 
glorious  breakfast  ready  for  you  in  the  pass ;" 
and  then  scampered  oflF  down  the  glen  with 
the  fleetness  of  a  deer,  and  the  greyhound 
bounding  at  his  heels. 

"  What  an  extraordinary  person,"  said  I, 
gazing  after  him  ;  "  he  retains  all  the  buoyancy 
of  early  youth." 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Mordaunt,  whom  this  re- 
mark on  his  friend  seemed  to  awaken  from  a 
reverie  ;"  age,  in  Oatlands,  has  augmented  the 
powers  of  a.  most  extraordinary  intellect,  with- 
out, in  the  smallest  degree,  impairing  the 
youthful  vigour  of  his  bodily  frame,  or  deaden- 
ing the  fire  and  playfulness  of  his  boyhood. 
You  have  never  heard  him  plead.  Doctor ;  I 
wish  I  could  obtain  for  you  an  opportunity  of 
judging  of  his  powers  of  oratory." 

I  bowed  ;  and,  not  seeing  my  old  friend  the 
Colonel,  enquired  whether  he  and  Miss  Bridget 
had  deserted  us  ? 

"  They  have,"  replied  Miss  Standard ;  "  but 
my  father  has  sent  a  commission  for  you  to 
supply  his  place ;  and  to  take  Caroline  under 
your  care." 

"  I  feel  highly  flattered,"  replied  I ;  "  but" 
— and  I  cast  my  eye  upon  the  Clergyman,  who 
seemed  again  absorbed  in  thought. 
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"  Nay,  Doctor !"  said  the  lively  girl,  placing 
her  arm  in  mine ;  "  Letty  has  delivered  her 
orders :  there  is  no  declaring  off:  my  uncle, 
you  know,  is  your  superior  oflBcer ;  therefore, 
you  must  obey,  and  take  me  for  better  for 
worser." 

This  remark  raised  a  faint  smile  in  Mr. 
Mordaunt,  as  he  offered  his  arm  to  Miss 
Standard :  the  Cantab  and  Sketchly  had  already 
paired  off;  and,  in  this  manner,  we  proceeded 
down  the  glen. 

I  had  now  an  opportunity  of  judgiog  of  the 
character  of  my  lovely  and  animated  com- 
panion ;  for,  hitherto,  I  had  observed  her  only 
at  a  distance.  I  found  that  the  excess  of  her 
animal  spirits- was  tempered  by  a  high  and  ele- 
vated tone  of  mind,  richly  stored  from  the  best 
sources  of  both  ancient  and  modern  Englififh 
literature ;  that  she  was  an  enthusiastic  admirer 
of  Nature;  possessed  a  chaste  and  correct 
taste  for  poetry,  her  acquaintance  with  which 
was  not  confined  to  English  or  rather  British 
Poets,  but  extended  to  that  of  Italy  and  Ger- 
many ;  whilst,  at4;he  same  time,  her  disposition 
was  so  open  and  unsuspecting  as  to  introduce 
you  at  once  into  the  knowledge  of  all  that  she 
thought  and  felt.  I  have  already  described  the 
character  of  her  beauty ;  it  was  heightened  in 
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conversation  by  a  sparkling  brilliancy  of  ^e, 
and  a  smile  which  spread  over  her  features  an 
impress  of  angelic  sweetness,  perfectly  enchant- 
ing. "  No  wonder  that  Mr.  Mordaunt  is 
captivated,"  thought  I :  "  except  in  one  ^  other 
individual,  never  have  I  beheld  such  an  ap- 
proach to  that  which  is  surely  the  semblance  of 
an  inhabitant  of  heaven.  Is  it  possible  that 
falsehood  or  deception  can  ever  dwell  in  such 
a  frame  ?  O,  Amelia ! — but  I  will  not  upbraid 
your  memory !  You  were  unhappy  in  the 
wrong  you  did  me ;  and,  now  that  the  silence 
of  the  grave  covers  your  errors,  my  injuries 
shall  never  disturb  its  repose."  As  these 
thoughts  passed  through  my  mind,  a  suppressed 
sigh  escaped  me,  which  was  observed  by  my 
companion. 

"  My  uncle.  Doctor !"  said  she,  not  daring 
to  look  up  while  she  spoke,  "  has  so  often 
talked  of  the  liveliness  and  inexhaustible  hila- 
rity of  your  spirits,  that  I  am  almost  tempted 
to  put  a  very  rude  question  to  you ;  and  that 
deep  sigh  emboldens  me  still  more  to  do  so  t 
— mc^y  I  inquire  what  has  caused  an  alteration 
so  striking  in  you  ?" 

"  Your  uncle.  Miss  Caroline,"  replied  I, 
"  has  too  highly  coloured  the  portrait  which  he 
has  drawn  of  his  friend ;  when  we  were  first 
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acquainted,  I  was  young,  thoughtless,  and  had 
experienced  few  of  the  cares  of  life." 

"  Does  so  short  a  course  of  life  (for  you 
cannot,  Doctor,  plead  age)  so  overpress  the 
mind  as  to  force  it  to  vent  its  wretchedness  in 
sighs  ?  if  so,  1^  never  wish  to  see  forty." 

"  God  forbid !  my  dear  young  lady !  I  trust 
you  may  never  experience  those  feelings  which 
produced  the  evidence  of  their  existence  in  my 
bosom :  it  was  not  intended  for  your  obser- 
vation." 

"  Pardon  me,  Doctor!"  rejoined  she;  "  I 
am  rude  to  remark  upon  it ;  but  my  uncle  has 
spoken  so  often  and  so  much  of  you,  that  I 
almost  imagine  that  I  have*  known  you  from 
my  infancy,  and  am  privileged  to  ask  you  so 
impertinent  a  question.  Tell  me,"  said  she, 
changing  the  subject,  "  how  you  like  Mr. 
Oatlands  ?" 

"  I  scarcely  know  what  to  think  of  him," 
replied  I. 

"  He  has  been,"  continued  Miss  Ashton, 
"  our  travelling  companion  for  nearly  three 
weeks :  the  more  we  see  and  know  of  him, 
the  more  singular  and  amiable  he  appears. 
Although  he  looks  so  juvenile,  yet,  he  is  a 
married  man,  has  a  large  family,  and,  I  am 
told,  a  most  agreeable  wife ;  but  I  understand 
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(hat  she  is  wholly  devoid  of  that  vivacity  which 
is  his  characteristic." 

"  Indeed !"  said  I. 

"  He  is  esteemed,"  continued  my  fair  com- 
panion, '^  one  of  the  commanding  orators  of 
the  Scottish  bar.  I  long  to  hear  him  speak  in 
court ;  for,  occasionally,  when  he  becomes  ener- 
getic in  argument,  his  manner,  and  his  lan- 
guage, mingled  as  it  is  with  Scottiscisms,  ia 
so  forcible,  that  I  am  satisfied  he  must  be  very 
eloquent  when  earnestly  engaged  in  his  pro- 
fession." 

"  His  friend  Mr.  Sketchly,"  said  I,  "  has 
informed  me  that  his  public  influence  is  great 
in  the  Scotch  metropolis.  He  says  that  his 
talents  early  displayed  themselves ;  and  that 
he  has  fully  realized  the  promise  of  his  youth. 
He  was  one  of  a  constellation  of  distinguished 
characters,  who,  at  the  close  of  the  last  century, 
were  pursuing  their  studies  at  the  University 
of  Edinburgh,  and  constituted  the  members  of 
a  literary  society,  the  Speculative^  which  has 
been  long  celebrated  for  sending  forth  extraor- 
dinary men  ;  those  brilliant  lights,  in  the 
literary  and  scientific  world,  whose  radiance 
sheds  such  lustre  on  Scotland,  as  poets,  histo- 
rians, statesmen,  and  philosophers.  His  asso- 
ciates there  have  all  efiFected  something  to  secure 
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their  names  from  oblivion  ;  while  some  of  them, 
by  the  power  of  talent  and  unwearied  industry, 
have  attained  situations  of  high  distinction  in 
the  state  ;  nevertheless,  Mr.  Sketchly  alBrms 
that  fame  is  not  the  idol  of  his  friend's  ambi- 
tion ;  that  he  might  have  possessed  both  place 
and  power,  had  he  aimed  at  them  ;  but  that  his 
desire  is  to  be  thought  an  honest  man,  leaving 
greatness  to  follow  as  it  may." 

My  lovely  companion  here  interrupted  me 
by  stating  that  she  had  received  the  same  ac- 
count from  Mr.  Mordaunt. 

"  His  highest  pleasure,  Mr.  Mordaunt  in- 
forms me,"  continued  she,  "  is  in  the  periodical 
visits  of  a  few  of  his  earliest  friends,  the  com- 
panions of  his  boyhood,  who  meet  once  in 
three  or  four  years,  at  his  residence,  to  retrace 
former  enjoyments  in  their  school-day  haunts, 
and  to  indulge  in  those  vagaries  which  be  calls 
high  jinks,  so  much  prized  by  you  Scotsmen, 
Nothing  astonishes  me  more,"  added  she, 
"  than  the  contrast  between  your  countrymen 
at  home  and  abroad.  I  have  seldom  seen  a 
Scotsman  beyond  the  border  who  was  not  aa 
demurs  as  a  quaker." 

"  I  admit  the  accuracy  of  your  remark," 
my  dear  Madam,"  replied  I :  "  may  I  venture 
to  infer  that  it  is  only  abroad  that  you  have 
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fimnd  my  coantrymen  so  insipid  ?  at  least, 
Mr.  Oatlands  is  an  exception." 

*^  A  notable  one,  indeed/'  exclaimed  the 
laughing  girl ;  '^  I  like  bis  very  absurdities ; 
there  is  so  much  of  nature  in  every  thing  he 
does :  althoagh  I  sometimes  imagine  that  he 
supposes  heaven  to  be  a  Highland  mountain ; 
for  he  declares  that  be  knows  no  happiness 
greater  than  that  produced  by  ranging  over  the 
heathy  shoulders,  as  he  expresses  himself,  of 
these  giants  of  the  north.  You  will  see  him 
to-day  in  all  his  glory." 

I  ventured  to  remark,  that  the  feeling  re- 
specting mountainous  districts  is  not  peculiar 
to  Scotsmen,  but  common  to  all  mountaineers. 

'^  Come,  Doctor,  you  must  explain  that  to 
me,"  said  she,  looking  in  my  &ce  with  a  smile 
so  fiiscinating  as  to  convert  her  request  into  an 
irresistible  command.  ''  I  have,"  continued 
she,  ^^  so  often  heard  the  saying,  that  I  am 
dying  to  learn  its  explanation." 

The  smile,  the  musical  sweetness,  the  de- 
licacy, of  her  voice,  as  it  struck  my  ear,  and  the 
playful,  yet  earnest  manner  of  her  request, 
startled  me,  and  renewed  those  painful  recol- 
lections which  had  drawn  forth  the  sigh  which 
attracted  her  notice.  I  involuntarily  stopped 
and  gazed  at  her  ;  but  it  was  Caroline  Ashton 
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who  hung  upon  my  arm.  She  was  too  polite 
to  notice  my  confusion  ;  and,  quickly  recover- 
ing myself,  I  remarked  that  the  explanation 
which  she  requested  was  by  no  means  easy ; 
and,  although  I  had  the  most  complete  convic- 
tion of  the  truth  of  the  feeling,  yet,  I  had 
scarcely  reflected  on  its  causes. 

"  Nay  then,"  said  she,  "  give  me  your 
opinion,  such  as  it  is." 

"  Well,"  replied  I,  "  you  will  not  deny  that 
all  our  most  firmly  rooted  predilections  are 
those  formed  in  boyhood  and  youth ;  and,  ad- 
mitting this,  you  wish  to  know  what  those  are 
which  implant  a  stronger  affection  for  home  in 
mountaineers  than  in  the  inhabitants  of  less 
elevated  regions  ?" 

"  That  is  exactly  my  object." 

"  Well  then,  in  my  opinion,  they  may  be 
resolved  into  two;  namely,  the  impression 
which  mountain  scenery  makes  upon  the  mind, 
and  that  necessity  which  a  thinly  peopled  coun- 
try, difficult  of  access,  and  seldom  visited  by 
strangers,  imposes  upon  its  inhabitants  to  form 
close  bonds  of  amity  with  one  another.  With 
respect  to  the  first  of  these  causes,  which  may 
be  considered,  if  not  the  most  powerful,  at 
least  the  most  natural,  it  is  evident  that  a  moun- 
tainous district  is  better  calculated  to  fill  both 
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.the  eye  and  the  imagination  than  a  'flat  one. 
The  mind,  also,  shares  in  the  expansiveness  of 
the  visual  boundary :   in  ascending  a  mountain, 
we  experience  a  loftier  elevation  of  soul ;  we 
seem  to  ourselves  greater  and  more  important 
beings,  as  a  portion  of  that  Nature  which  is  so 
amply  spread  out  before  us.     There  is,  besides, 
another  mental  feeling  more  powerfully  roused 
in  a  mountainous  than  in  a  fiat  country,  arising 
from  the  nature  of  the  region  preventing  almost 
the  possibility  of  enclosure  :  it  is  that  of  liberty, 
of  a  higher  degree  of  freedom,  and  the  absence 
of  that  exclusion  which  is  invariably  experienced 
in  a  cultivated  and  well-peopled  district     In 
climbing  the  heathy  summits,  and  ranging  the 
wooded  tracts  on  the  mountain  brow,  although 
we  are  aware  that  it  belongs  to  some  one,  yet, 
it  appears  as  if  it  were  common  property  ;  we 
roam,  therefore,  free  and  unrestrained,  and  re- 
cognize ourselves,  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the 
expression,  as  the  lords  of  the  creation.     This 
feeling  of  liberty  is,  also,  favorable  to  the  in- 
dulgence of  that  indolence  which  an  ancient 
philosopher   has  regarded  as  the  chief  good; 
and  that  pride  which  not  only  prevents  the 
Highlander  from   engaging  in  any  thing  like 
steady  labour,  but  makes  him  indifierent  about 
those  comforts  which  are  the  reward  of  industry 
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in  more  civilized  and  less  romantic  regions. 
The  pastoral  life,  which  is  common  to  all  mouQf 
taineers,  greatly  favors  these  habits." 

"  But  how  does  your  position,  Doctor,"  said 
my  fair  companion,  <'  accord  with  the  military 
habits  of  the  Highlanders?" 

"  All  warlike  nations,"  replied  I,  "  are 
rude  nations;  for  war  has  always  been  the 
occupation  of  a  proud  and  an  indolent  people : 
indeed,  it  may  almost  be  defined,  a  state  of 
irregular  excitement  and  inaction;  and,  pro- 
bably, from  this  condition  of  the  mind  may  be 
traced  the  honorable  idea  which  is  attached  to 
the  business  of  war.  Idleness  has  been,  in  all 
ages,  the  characteristic  of  the  gentleman  and 
the  soldier  ;  and  the  pride  of  sentiment,  which 
elevated  localities  cherish  in  mountaineers,  is 
favorable  both  to  the  indolence  of  peace  and  to 
the  excitement  of  war.  With  these  feeling^, 
how  strongly  is  the  impression  of  every  object 
of  the  sublime  and  beautiful  imprinted  on  the 
youthful  mind.  The  rivers,  the  lakes,  the 
glens,  the  rocks,  and  the  mountains,  alike  at- 
tract and  rivet  the  affections :  and  even  the 
mists,  the  storms,  and  the  superstitions  con- 
nected with  them,  enhance  these  attachments." 

"  True,"  said  Miss  Ashton,  "  your  remark 
is  correct :  it  is  the  same  feeling  which  gives 
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childhood  its  buoyancy  ; ^but,   I   interrupt 

you." 

"  On  the  contrary,"  my  dear  lady,  replied 
I ;  "  you  honour  me  by  your  attention.  I  fear, 
however,  that  my  explanation  is  dilating  to  a 
sermon,  and  will  fatigue  you." 

*'  Far  from  it ;  I  feel  the  most  intense  in- 
terest in  evpry  word  you  utter,"  said  she, 
smiling  ;  I  can,  occasionally,  be  as  attentive  bb 
a  judge  : — do  proceed. 

"  Well  then,"  continued  I,  "  such  impres- 
sions made  in  youth  are  indelible.  In  every 
step  of  our  progress  in  life,  the  retrospect  af- 
fords the  highest  gratification  ;  and,'  when 
absent  from  our  beloved  mountains,  we  long  to 
renew  the  enjoyment  of  those  pleasures,  the 
separation  from  which  we  never  cease  to  re- 
gi*et.  The  rude  music  of  the  country,  a  song 
or  a  traditionary  tale,  touches  this  sympathetic 
cord  of  our  aflFections ;  in  a  moment,  the  recol- 
lection of  the  past  awakens  with  all  its  busy 
train  of  associations  ;  the  desire  of  returning 
home  takes  firm  possession  of  our  thoughts ; 
and,  in  some  instances,  so  powerful  is  the  in- 
fluence of  these  desires  on  the  nervous  system 
and  the  corporeal  frame,  that  actual  disease 
steals  upon  us,  if  the  wish  of  returning  home 
cannot  be  gratified  ;  and  the  consequences  are 
frequently  fatal. 
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"  With  regard  to  my  second  position,  it 
cannot  be  denied  that  the  inhabitants  of  a 
thinly  peopled  district,  of  difficult  access,  have 
greater  reasons  for  drawing  closer  the  bonds  of 
amity  than  those  of  more  peopled  countries. 
TJie  strong  character  of  the  friendships  of  moun- 
taineers is  owing,  also,  in  a  great  measure,  to 
their  living  in  small  communities  almost  resem- 
bling families  :  thence  hospitality  is  the  plant  of 
the  soil,  and  is  almost  as  essential  to  the  existence 
of  the  Highlander  as  the  heath  and  the  peat  of 
his  mountains  and  bogs.  The  necessity  of  union 
among  the  scattered  families  of  such  pastoral 
districts  for  the  sake  of  natural  protection,  pro- 
bably gave  origin  to  clanships  ;  and  the  bonds 
which  linked  the  families  and  the  individuals 
of  a  clan,  all  bearing  the  same  name,  became 
indissoluble.  The  amities  thus  formed,  being 
cherished  through  life,  the  heart  of  the  High- 
lander has  always  been  powerfully  attracted  to 
the  spot  of  his  nativity.  Such  feelings  are  un- 
known where  friendships  are  founded  upon 
casual  incidents,  and  loosely  cemented." 

"  Your  idea  of  the  origin  of  clanships  sug- 
gests to  me,"  said  my  fair  and  attentive  auditor, 
"  a  question.  How  do  you  reconcile  the  love  of 
liberty,  which  you  affirm  is  created  and  fostered 
among  the  mountains,  with  feudal  servitude,  a 
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remnant  of  which  still  exists  in  the  Highlands  ?" 
"  Your  question,  my  dear  madam,"  replied 
I,  "  is  a  natural  one.  The  servitude  in  feudal 
clans,  although  a  species  of  slavery,  is  yet  an 
agreeable  bondage.  The  Highlander,  who 
takes  arms  at  the  command  of  his  chief,  or 
conforms  to  his  orders  in  peace,  is  not  like  a 
mercenary  alien  who  serves  merely  for  pay. 
He  considers  himself  a  relation  of  his  chief; 
he  probably  bears  the  same  name,  he  has  climbed 
the  same  rocks,  forded  the  same  rivers,  and 
joined  in  the  same  sports  with  him  when  young ; 
and  he  still  regards  himself  as  his  kinsman. 
Feudal  aristocracy,  therefore,  is  much  less 
galling  and  less  opposed  to  liberty  than  that  of 
more  civilized  communities,  in  which  the  ser- 
vice is  paid  in  money.  In  the  feudal  system, 
the  service  resembles  that  of  a.  son  ;  it  is  re- 
garded as  an  act  of  duty  and  respect  to  one 
who  the  party  thinks  is  naturally  his  superior  ; 
in  more  civilized  communities,  it  is  an  affair  of 
barter :  when  the  service  has  been  paid  for, 
all  interest  in  the  hireling  ceases.  The  feudal 
lord,  also,  is,  in  a  great  measure,  dependent  on 
his  retainers  ;  and,  therefore,  he  cannot  maltreat 
or  neglect  them  with  impunity :  on  the  contrary, 
the  wealthy  aristocrat,  who  pays  for  the  ser- 
vices of  his  inferiors,  considers  that  his  money 
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clears  all  scores  between  him  and  them ;  and, 
considering  that  he  is  bound  by  no  obligation, 
he  carries  himself  with  more  haughtiness  to- 
wards them  ;  whilst  they,  on  their  part,  are  as 
indifferent  to  him  as  he  to  them  :  and  thus,  con* 
tempt  and  pride  prevail  on  one  side  ;  envy, 
hatred,  and  a  wish  to  pull  down,  operate  on  the 
other.  The  consequence  of  all  this  is  a  proud 
and  more  overbearing  aristocracy,  and  a  more 
turbulent  and  unmanageable  commonalty,  in 
countries  otherwise  free,  than  in  feudal^  states." 

I  had  scarcely  concluded  my  prosing  ex- 
planation when  we  arrived  at  the  loch.  The 
whole  party  was  already  in  the  boat,  with  the 
exception  of  Mr,  Mordaunt,  who  was  evidently 
waiting  to  hand  Caroline  Ashton  into  it.  As 
she  gave  him  her  hand,  the.  blood  mounted  to 
her  face  ;  and,  although  the  politeness  of  the 
Clergyman  led  him  to  .seat  himself  beside  Miss 
Standard,  yet,  I  could  perceive  something  more 
than  usually  expressive  of  comfort  in  his  look, 
from  this  trifling  incident.  Sketchly  and  the 
Cantab  having  taken  the  oars,  in  a  few  minutes 
we  landed  in  a  little  creek  at  the  base  of  Ben 
Venue. 

As  Mr.  Oatlands  had  promised,  we  found 
breakfast  prepared  for  us  in  the  pass,  close 
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to    a    beautiful    cascade,   formed   by   one  of 
the  mountain  streams. 

"  You  have  never,  I  presume,"  said  the 
Advocate,  as  he  handed  Miss  Standard  to  one 
of  the  stone  seats  which  he  had  pitched  around 
the  table-cloth  spread  upon  the  swarth,  "  break- 
fasted in  such  a  parlour  before." 

"  Never,"  replied  she  ;  "  but  I  greatly  ad- 
mire the  taste  which  selected  such  a  spot  for 
our  repast." 

The  breakfast,  to  which  ample  justice  was 
done  by  all,  was  greatly  relished  ;  especially  a 
dish  of  fresh  mushrooms  which  had  been 
gathered  by  Dugald,  and  peeled  and  boiled  in 
their  own  juice,  a  mode  of  cooking  this  deli- 
cious, edible  fungus  which  I  strongly  recom- 
mend to  all  true  gastronomes,  as  superior  to 
any  other. 

Having  left  Dugald  and  the  boatmen,  the 
rear  guard  of  the  party,  to  employ  a  phrase  of 
the  Veteran,  in  possession  of  the  remnant  of 
our  repast,  we  were  led  by  the  Advocate  to  a 
little,  leafy  recess,  to  rest  for  a  short  interval  be- 
fore ascending  the  mountain,  as  I  had  pro- 
nounced it  hazardous  to  encou-nter  so  much 
fatigue  immediately  after  our  meal.  We  had 
scarcely  reached  the  spot,  when  the  attention  of 
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every  one  was  arrested  by  a  lively  Spanish 
air  on  the  flute,  played  evidently  at  no  great 
distance. 

"  I  shall  see  who  this  musician  is,"  said 
Mr.  Oatlands,  as  he  quickly  sprung  from  the 
ground,  and  procee^ded  towards  a  rock  in  the 
direction  of  the  music.  The  air  and  the  styl^ 
of  the  music  was  not  new  to  me :  it  was,  in  fact, 
the  same  which  had  excited  ray  surprise  in  the 
night ;  but,  as  Mr.  Mordaunt  was  at  my  side,  my 
curiosity  was  greatly  raised  to  seethe  performer ; 
1  therefore  followed  Mr.  Oatlands  closely  ;  and, 
on  looking  down  from  the  summit  of  the  rock, 
which  we  had  ascended,  we  perceived  three 
men  seated  at  its  base.  Two  of  this  party 
were  habited  as  Highlanders:  the  third,  who 
was  the  flute-player,  was  a  tall,  dignified 
looking  man,  seemingly  on  the  verge  of  fifty, 
with  a  plaid  thrown  around  him  in  the  graceful- 
folds  of  the  Roman  toga.  We  could  not  see 
his  face,  owing  to  a  large,  slouched,  Spanish 
hat,  which  he  wore,  shading  it  in  the  direction 
whence  we  looked  at  him.  *  He  held  the  flute 
in  his  hand  ;  and,  resting  upon  the  rock  beside 
him,  was  a  basket-hilted  Highland  sword,  or 
claymore ;  and,  at  his  feet,  lay  a  noble  Spanish 
hound,  which  started  up,  and  seemed  uneasy,  a& 
if  suspicious  of  the  approach  of  strangers. 
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"  Down,  Carlo !  down !"  said  his  master ; 
"  you  prick  up  your  ears,  old  boy — what  has 
alarmed  you  ?  there  are  no  guerillas  here." 

"  He  snuffs  the  wind  of  a  red-deer  among 
the  brakes,  perchance" — said  one  of  the  High- 
land gentlemen. 

"  He  would  display  no  alarm  in  that  case," 
added  the  other :  "  some  one  must  be  near." 

"  And  were  it  so,"  said  the  first  speaker, 
laying  his  hand  on  the  swurd  near  him,  "  what 
then  ?  Tell  me,  Mr.  Mackenzie,  what  is  your 
opinion  of  the  position  in  which  we  are  placed, 
should  our  scheme  not  succeed  ?" 

"Why,"  replied  the  person  addressed,  who, 
from  his  language,  was  apparently  a  Scotch 
lawyer — "  if  what  you  say  be  correct,  the  act  can- 
not be  illegal :  no  caveat  put  in  by  the  opposite 
party  could  stand — their  appeal  would  fall  to  the 
ground,  seeing  that  we  have  a  right  to  claim 
restitution  of  authority — the  lords  would  refuse 
an  inhibition :  but,  if  you  are  on  the  wrong 
scent,  then  we  shall  find  a  snug  birth  in  the 
Heart  of  Mid  Lothian,  and  your  neck,  maybe, 
will  feel  the  pressure  of  a  hempen  collar." 

"  I  will  risk  it,"  rejoined  the  tall  man, 
rising,  and  drawing  up  his  whole  figure ;  "  I 
would  risk  my  salvation  for  it." 

"Well!   well!"  said  the   other  Highland 


103 

gentleman,  "  let  us  change  the  subject ;"  and 
he  remarked  that  the  air  which  we  had  heard 
was  extremely  beautiful. 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  flute-player,  "  it  is  my 
greatest  favorite :  you  know  it  well,  Captain 
Mac  Alister ;  you  have  heard  it  on  the  Penin« 
sula  from  the  very  lips  that  first  «ung  it  to 
me  :"  and  he  breathed  a  deep  sigh. 

"  Come,  come,  my  good  friend  !  let  us  have 
no  relapse  into  your  melancholy  mood  :  we 
have  no  such  music  amongst  our  hills." 

"  Yet,"  said  the  first  speaker,  "  your 
national  music  pleases  me ;  and  the  more  so 
as  the  words  and  the  air  generally  accord  ad- 
mirably. Your  plaintive  music,  however,  is 
better  than  your  lively  airs.  Do  sing  me, 
again,  the  ballad  of  the  Chieftain's  daughter, 
which  delighted  me  so  much  yesterday  in  the 
dell,  between  the  lakes." 

"  It  is  too  melancholy  for  your  present 
mood,"  said  Mac  Alister. 

"  Not  at  all ;  I  am  in  a  melancholy  mood, 
and  you  must  humour  me,"  was  the  reply. 

Captain  Mac  Alister  requested  the  use  pf 
the  flute  to  aid  him  to  give  the  propel*  pitch  to 
his  voice  ;  it  would  not  do.  "  I  cannot  indeed 
sing  to-day,"  said  he,  returning  the  instrument ; 
"  but  I  will  recite  to  you  some  lines  of  a  friend 
of  mine,  composed  in  this  very  spot."     He 


104 

then  looked  caatiously  around  him,  as  the  dog 
seemed  still  uneasy  and  starting,  and  recited 
the  following  stanzas  in  a  manly,  clear  voice : 

The  morning  rose  without  a  cloud 

On  heaven's  etherial  blue ; 
The  fleecy  mists  that  faintly  shroud  ^ 

The  brow  of  Ben  Venue 
^ere  melting  in  the  liquid  air, 

Like  the  tows  of  faithless  man, 
Sworn  to  some  fond,  confiding  fair. 

Who  pausea  not  to  scan 
The  truth  of  vows  ; — ^for  love  is  blind, 
And  unsuspecting  woman's  mind. 

The  dew  was  glist'ning  on  the  thorn, 

And  hung  with  gems  the  heath'ry  brae  ; 
The  wild  bee  wound  his  tiny  horn, 

While,  pois'd  upon  the  limber  spray 
Of  graceful  drooping  birch,  her  song 

The  linnet  trill'd : — a  matin  lay. 
High  over  bead,  with  quaver  long, 

CaroU'd  the  lark  in  air  mid-way ; 
And  the  murmuring  runnels  o'er  their  bed 
In  many  a  playful  ripple  sped. 

Why  leaves  the  maiden  her  downy  bed 

To  brave  the  mountain  air  ? 
Why  lifts  she  now  her  pillow'd  head  ? 

Is  she  oppress 'd  with  care  ? 
Or  does  she,  like  the  timorous  hind, 

So  onward  speed,  and  haste 
Some  fond  expected  step  to  find 

Amid  the  dewy  waste  ? 
—Nor  star,  nor  compass,  lovers  need 
Their  bark  to  guide,  their  steps  to  speed. 
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No  love  the  maiden's  bosom  heaves 

With  sighs  in  stifl^^  moan  ; 
As  autumn's  widely  scattered  leaves 

Speak  of  the  summer  gone ; 
Tell  of  affection  now  no  more, 

Of  plighted  faith  flown  by, 
Like  the  broken  wave  upon  the  shore, 

Or  the  rack  in  the  evening  sky.: 
Her  sparkling  eye  is  glistening  bright, 
Her  look  is  joy,  and  her  step  is  light. 

Yet,  who  can  tell  ? — Within  that  breast, 

That  pure  and  hallow'd  cell 
Of  a  heart,  where  grief  should  never  rest, 

Some  latent  woes  may  dwell : 
For  grief  may  lurk  in  the  throbbing  .heart 

That  is  pure  as  the  mountain  sjream  ; 
And  tears  from  the  fount  of  eyes  depart 

That  are  bright  as  the  morning  beam  ; 
And  the  bosom  may  seem  as  light  as  air, 
Tet  misery  find  a  dwelling  there  ! 

The  maiden  sought  not  the  heath'ry  brae. 

Love's  steps  to  trace  amid  the  dew ; 
Nor  burst  through  the  birchen  groves  her  way 

To  the  hour  of  trysting  true ; 
The  arm  of  an  eilden  man  sustain'd 

Her  feet  upon  the  height ; 
And  be  smil'd  as  if  her  words  enchain'd 

His  ear  with  fond  delight ; 
He  watch'd  her  steps  with  a  parent's  eye. 
And  she  clung  to  his  side  when  danger  was  nigh. 

Onward  they  trod,  like  pilgrims  twain, 

And  often  raisM  the  eye. 
Where  the  rugged  head  of  high  Binean 

Points  tow'ring  to  the  sky ; 
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Or,  where  soipe  grey,  femtastic  rock, 

Partmg  the  leafy  screen 
Of  weeping  hirch  and  gnarled  oak, 

Starts  forward  to  he  seen ; 
And,  dropping  lovely  o'er  its  face, 
The  wild  rose  finds  a  resting  place. 

The  rose  perfomes  the  sommer  air 

That  kisses  its  bads  in  pasnng  hy : 
It  dies  ;  bat  the  grey  rode  still  is  there, 

And  other  rose-bods  charm  Ute  eye : 
But  the  arm  that  props  the  tim'rons  maid. 

The  side  to  which  she  clings, 
Shall  long  in  the  silent  grave  be  laid, 

While  she  hails  other  springs ; 
And  finds  another  arm  to  guide 
Her  steps  upon  the  mountain's  side. 

The  musician  heaved  a  deep  sigh.  His 
head  which  had  rested  upon  his  band  during 
the  recital,  was  now  suddenly  raised ;  for  the 
dog  was  not  only  restive,  but  began  to  growl, 
and  his  master  grasped  his  sword. 

"  It  is  time  for  us  to  be  oflF,"  whispered  the 
Advocate  ;  and,  as  I  thought  so  too,  we  hastily 
rejoined  our  party. 

"  What  a  singular  group !"  said  the  Advo- 
cate, as  he  finished  his  account  to  the  ladies  of 
what  we  had  observed :  "  there  was  both  pathos 
in  the  music,  and  feeling  in  the  recitation." 

"  I  should  like  to  have  heard  it,"  said  Caro- 
line Ashton,  looking  at  her  cousin,  with  an  ex- 
pression  which  seemed  to  imply  something  un- 
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derstood  between  them.  Mr.  Mordaunt  swd 
nothing;  but,  after  the  party  moved  on,  he 
lingered  behind,  and  I  saw  him  climb  the  rock 
where  we  had  stood :  but  he  left  it  immediately, 
and,  on  joining  us  again,  he  informed  the 
Advocate  that  be  had  seen  nobody^ 

"  They  will  probably  come  again  within 
the  range  of  our  eye,"  said  Mr.  Oatlands,  "  b» 
we  ascend.  We  shall  have  many  resting 
points.  Miss  Caroline,  and  then  we  can  make 
our  observations." 

From  the  circuitous  and  steep  nature  of  the 
path,  our  progress  was  slow ;  and  the  Advo- 
cate seemed  resolved  to  lead  the  Cantab  into 
as  many  dangers  as  possible,  by  daring  him  to 
follow  him.  The  rest  kept  the  beaten  track, 
still  winding  among  the  close  scenery  of  woods 
and  rocks,  with  now  and  then  an  openings 
which  afforded  views  of  the  Trosachs  and  the 
lake  of  the  wildest  and  most  romantic  character* 
I  was  astonished  at  the  intrepidity  and  per- 
severance of  the  ladies,  as  our  path  often  lay 
along  the  ledge  of  precipices,  with  scarcely  a 
footing,  where  the  body  was  supported  only 
by  catching  hold  of  the  birches  and  other  shrubs 
which  shot  out  from  the  face  of  the  rocks: 
whilst  the  depth  of  the  intervening  hollows, 
the  broken  rocks,  and  the  shattered  trees  ar- 
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rested  in  the  fissures  of  the  tremendous  cliffs, 
made  it  truly  fearful  to  look  below.  At  length, 
emerging  from  this  wilderness  of  wooded  crags, 
we  reached  the  naked  face  of  the  mountain ; 
and,  continuing  our  toilsome  ascent,  after  many 
a  pause,  we  mastered  every  diflSculty  and  gained 
the  summit.  I  believe  that  we  were  all  disap- 
pointed :  the  wild  scenery  of  the  Trosachs,  and 
the  extremity  of  Loch  Cateran,  which  we  ex- 
pected to  look  down  upon,  were  hidden  from 
our  sight ;  and,  like  every  view  from  the  tops  of 
mountains,  the  height  greatly  lessened  the  in- 
terest of  the  scene.  The  eye,  indeed,  ranged 
over  an  immense  track  of  rich  and  beautiful 
country  :  the  Clyde  on  one  hand,  and  the  Firth 
on  the  other,  could  be  traced  afar  through 
their  winding  course,  yet,  the  whole  was  too 
map-like  to  please. 

"  I  told  you,"  said  Mr.  Sketchly,  addressing 
himself  to  the  Advocate,  "  that  the  view  which 
you  painted  in  such  brilliant  colours  to  the 
ladies,  would  not  recompense  the  toil :  nothing 
at  such  an  elevation  is  picturesque." 

"  Sketchly  !"  replied  his  facetious  friend — 
"  have  you  gained  the  use  of  your  tongue  ? 
that  unruly  member  to  many,  but  useless  organ 
to  thee,  merely  to  give  vent  to  the  peccant 
humours  which  thy  taciturnity  has  smouldered 
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so  long :  thou  shall  be  denounced  ;"  and,  climb- 
ing up  the  face  of  a  rock  which  rose  above  the 
spot  where  the  party  now  rested,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  execute  his  threat. 

"  At  length,"  said  Mr.  Mordaunt,  ad- 
dressing Caroline  Ashton,  "  you  will  have  a 
specimen  of  my  eccentric  friend's  rhetorical 
powers." 

He  had  already  ascended  about  forty  feet 
from  the  base  of  the  precipice,  and  advancckl 
to  a  jutting  point,  where,  fearlessly  placing 
himself  erect  in  the  attitude  of  a  graceful 
orator,  with  the  left  arm  as  if  holding  the 
drapery  of  a  gown,  and  the  right  stretched  out 
and  raised  before  him,  he  thus  reproved  the 
discontent  of  his  friend  the  artist. 

"  Stand  forth,  thou  disturber  of  the  enjoy- 
ments of  thy  neighbour  ;  thou  cherisher  of  dis- 
tempered sensibility  and  ill-regulated  imagina- 
tion ;  thou  proselyte  to  the  deceitful  suggestions 
of  ambition  and  vanity ;  thou  sacrificer  of  the  du- 
ties and  comforts  of  life  to  romantic  hopes  and  ex- 
pectations ;  thou  dauber  of  colours,  who  dares 
to  fancy  that  the  grand,  the  magnificent,  the 
sublime  of  Nature,  can  be  bounded  by  the  limits 
of  thy  paltry  canvass — stand  forth,  I  say,  and 
let  me  develope  to  thy  contrlicted  understanding 
the  sources  of  that  enjoyment  which  this  caga- 
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cious  scene  inspires  ;  impress  upon  thy  mind 
noble  and  expanded  conceptions ;  and  lead  thee 
beyond  the  narrow  scope  of  thy  feeble  genius 
to  the  contemplation  of  the  immense  and  infi- 
nite." 

At  this  point  of  his  rhapsody,  the  Advocate 
suddenly  paused  ;  and,  calling  to  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt,  he  directed  his  eye  to  the  opposite  side 
of  the  loch.  The  three  men  and  the  dog, 
whom  we  had  seen  at  the  base  of  the  rock, 
were  observed  slowly  wending  up  the  moun- 
tain, whilst  the  tallest  of  them  frequently 
stopped,  and  seemed  to  reconnoitre  our  party 
through  a  telescope.  At  length  they  disap- 
peared amongst  the  trees,  and  we  commenced 
our  descent. 

We  had  scarcely  arrived  within  sight  of  the 
cove  in  which  we  had  left  the  boat,  when  I  ob- 
served Dugaid  advancing  to  meet  me  as  fast 
as  his  lame  knee  admitted.  He  put  the  back  of 
bis  hand,  in  true  military  form,  to  his  forehead, 
and,  coming  close  up  to  me,  said  in  a  whisper, 
"  may  I  speak  to  ye're  honour  in  private  ?" 
As  the  honest  creature's  countenance  was  evi- 
dently labouring  with  something  which  seemed 
to  oppress  him,  I  fell  back  from  the  rest  of 
the  party,  and  begged  him  to  inform  me  what 
he  had  to  communicate.     He  told  me  that  thrcQ 
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persons,  one  of  whom  was  dressed  somewhat 
like  a  Spaniard,  and  whose  face  he  had  seen 
before,  but  he  could  not  recollect  where,  had 
closely  questioned  him  and  the  boatmen  re- 
specting the  names  of  our  party. 

"  They  gat  naething  out  o'  me,"  said 
Dugald,  taking  off  his  bonnet,  and  stroking 
down  his  grey  locks  as  he  spoke :  <^  a  higb- 
landman,  ye're  honour  kens,  ne'er  speaks  when 
he  should  nae  speak :  she  merely  tauld  him  that 
she  was  ye're  honour,  Dr.  Mc.  Alpin's  servant, 
and  wad  be  proud  to  carry  her  commands.  She 
thought  she  looked  astounded  when  she  men- 
tioned ye're  honour's  name,  and  she  speared 
how  lang  it  was  syne  ye  came  to  the  Hielauds ; 
but  she  did  nae  tell  her :  did  she  nae  do  richt, 
an  please  ye're  honour  ?" 

I  could  not  deny  nay  approbation  to  Dugald. 

"  Ye're  honour  kens  I  had  nae  orders  to 
expose  ye're  honour's  movements  to  any  one : 
and  she  thought  the  questions  o'er  closely 
pushed ;  so  she  said  naething :  and  then  the 
Spanish  shentleman  went  to  the  boatman.  That 
man,"  said  Dugald,  again  touching  his  bonnet 
and  speaking  in  a  whisper,  ^^  is  nae  to  be 
trusted  ;  she  walked  aff  wi'  the  Spaniard  in  a 
close  confab,  and  then  ferried  the  hale  set  o'er 
the  loch,  although  it  was  nae  her  boat,  as  ye're 
honour  kens,  for  the  time  being." 
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I  enquired  if  the  boatman, had  informed 
him  what  the  Spanish  gentleman  had  said  to 
him. 

"  Well  a  wat — na,"  replied  Dugald — "  feint 
a  thing  wad  she  say  :  I  dinna  fancy  her  at  all." 

Trifling  as  Dugald's  communication  was, 
it  tended  to  confirm  the  opinions  which  the  cir- 
.  cumstances  of  yesterday  had  awakened  in  my 
mind ;  but,  as  no  farther  information  could  be 
acquired  at  this  time,  I  thanked  Dugald  for  his 
caution  and  integrity,  and  joined  the  party.  I 
intended  to  cross  question  the  boatman  when 
we  landed ;  but  the  moment  this  was  effected, 
he  pushed  off,  and  thus  defeated  my  purpose. 

"  She  kens  whare  she  is  ganging,'*  said 
Dugald,  giving  me  a  significant  look,  as  he  took 
up  the  cloaks  and  proceeded  to  follow  us  up 
the  glen. 

"  I  have  a  strong  desire,"  said  Mr.  Oat- 
lands,  '^  to  discover  who  this  singular  musician 
is :  suppose,  Doctor !  we  come  down  to  the 
loch  towards  the  close  of  the  evening ;  the 
boatman  has  informed  me  that  the  same  music 
has  lately  been  heard  upon  the  lake  at  night." 

I  agreed  to  this  proposal,  and  Mr.  Mordaunt, 
having  heard  it,  begged  to  be  admitted  to  ac- 
company us. 

"  We  shall  be  glad  of  your  company,"  re- 
plied the  Advocate,  "  provided  the  ladies  can 
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spare  you ;"  and,  throwing  a  glance  at  Caroline 
Ashton  who  seemed  not  to  have  heard  the  re- 
mark, we  proceeded  up  the  glen. 

'As  we  passed  along,  the  beautiful  birch 
which  covered  the  face  of  the  rocks  attracted 
the  attention  of  the  ladies :  the  Advocate  ex- 
plained to  them  the  importance  of  this  tree  to 
the  Highlander. 

"  It  is  to  the  Celt,"  said  he,  "  what  the 
cocoa-nut  is  to  the  Hindoo :  it  forms  the  rafters 
and  the  wattled  door  of  his  cabin  ;  his  spade, 
his  plough,  his  cart,  his  harness  ;  even  his 
cordage  is  composed  of  twisted  bkch." 

Miss  Standard  remarked  that  she  was  sur- 
prised it  was  not  more  cultivated  than  it  is  in 
the  south. 

"  It  will  grow  any  where,"  replied  Mr. 
Oatlands ;  "  but,  like  the  hardy  race  to  which, 
it  is  so  valuable,  it  loses,  when  transplanted  to 
a  richer  soil,  that  character  which  distinguishes 
it  on  the  craggy  face  of  its  native  mountains."  . 

Caroline  Ashton,  who  was  regarding  a 
beautiful  specimen  of  it,  the  feathery  twigs  of 
which  were  hanging  over  the  rocks  under 
which  the  party  for  a  moment  halted,  remarked 
that  it  was  a  more  elegant  tree  than  the  haw- 
thorn of  the  English  common. 

"  Yes,"  said   Mr.    Mordaunt ;   "  but  the 
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hawthorn  has  an  interest  from  local  and  pecu- 
liar circumstances  which  the  birch  does  not 
possess :  it  is  the  first  tree  that  we  are  ac- 
quainted with  in  infancy ;  it  is  the  play-fellow 
of  our  boyish  days  ;  it  is  the  trysting  tree  of 
rustic  lovers ;  and  when,  after  long  absence, 
we  return  again  to  our  native  village,  when  all 
is  altered,  roads,  houses,  and  other  trees  are 
grown  out  of  our  knowledge,  when  no  recog- 
nized face  meets  us  either  to  welcome  our 
return  or  to  receive  our  greeting,  the  old  thorn 
on  the  common  remains  as  we  left  it ;  the  same 
twisted  and  gnarled  trunk ;  not  a  branch, 
scarcely  a  twig  altered  ;  the  same  tree  we  had 
pictured  in  memory,  the  sole  survivor  of  those 
©arly  joys,  the  recollection  of  which  had  upheld 
the  wanderer  amid  all  his  struggles,  and  at 
length  turned  his  footsteps  homeward,  to  feel 
that  disappointment  amidst  which  it  forms  the 
sole  consolation." 

In  the  middle  of  the  glen,  the  ladies  were 
startled  by  the  sudden  appearance  of  the 
Spanish  hound.  The  dog  stopped  for  a. few 
seconds,  looked  at  the  party,  and  wagged  his 
tail,  on  the  Advocate  calling  "  Carlo !  Carlo !" 
We  expected  to  see  his  master  follow  him  :  no 
person,  however,  appeared ;  but  a  shrill  whistle 
was  soon  heard ;  when  the  animal,  pricking  up 
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his  ears,  bounded  back  in  the  direction  whence 
he  came. 

"  I  will  follow  him,"  said  the  Advocate,  "  if 
any  two  of  you  will  join  me  ;  for  three-armed 
men  and  a  dog  are  too  great  odds  against  one 
man  unarmed." 

<<  I  will !"  said  the  Cantab,  with  a  readiness 
creditable  to  his  courage. 

«  And  I,"  added^  Mr.  Mordaunt,  "  if  Mr. 
Sketchly  will  give  his  arm  to  Miss  Standard/'  . 
"  Nay,  that  you  shall  not,  Mordaunt  I"  re- 
joined the  Advocate,  who,  with  his  usual 
tact,  had  observed  a  paleness  overspread  the 
face  of  Caroline  Ashton,  as  the  Clergyman 
uttered  his  intention;  "  your  cloth,  and  the 
charge  of  the  ladies  confided  to  you  and  the 
Doctor,  forbid  us  permitting  either  of  you  to 
do  so.^  No,  no! — Sketchly,  Percival,  and  I, 
shall  endeavour  to  get  a  sight  of  this  musician." 

As  Mr.  Mordaunt  had  evidently  observed 
the  change  in  the  countenance  of  Miss  Ashton, 
he  did  not  stir.  I  also  remained  with  the  ladies, 
and  endeavoured  to  convince  my  fair  companion 
that  no  harm  could  result,  even  should  the 
parties  meet ;  for  nothing  could  occur  to  route 
any  angry  feelings  on  either  side. 

The  attempt  to  follow  the  dog,  however, 
proved  abortive ;  for  the  animal  was'  quickly 
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lost  among  the  fern,  juniper,  and  arbatus,  which 
covered  the  ground :  neither  his  master  nor  his 
companions  were  visible. 

"  This  flute-player,"  said  the  Advocate,  as 
the  three  gentlemen  returned,  ^'  is  a  magician: 
he  has  the  power  of  making  himself  invisible; 
that  whistle  was  close  at  hand,  and  yet  not  a 
soul  can  be  seen.  I  am  determined,  however," 
continued  he,  "  not  only  to  see,  but  to  spealsto 
him,  if  he  be  a  mortal.  I  shall  walk  down  to- 
night ;  and  perchance  get  a  glimpse  of  the 
musician." 

"  I  am  equally  anxious  to  encounter  him," 
said  Mr.  Mordaunt ;  "  I  shall,  therefore,  ac- 
company you,  Oatlands,  in  the  evening." 

Neither  Miss  Standard  nor  her  couan, 
although  their  looks  indicated  some  suspicioo 
of  risk  in  this  adventure,  said  anything  to 
divert  the  gentlemen  from  their  determinatiOD 
to  discover  the  mysterious*  being  who  had  ex- 
cited so  much  speculation  in  the  party;  and 
who,  it  was  supposed,  was  the  same  person  that 
had  alarmed  Miss  Ashton  at  Killin. 

The  fatigue  of  the  ascent,  and  the  latenetf 
of  the  hour,  made  dinner  most  welcome ;  the 
conversation  turned  upon  the  three  strangerSy 
and  especially  the  apparent  Spaniard.  The 
curiosity  of  the  Veteran  was  roused,  and  he 
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resolved  to  accompany  the  party  to  the  loch 
in  the  evening. 

The  moon  rose  majestically  ;  her  full  orb, 
in  the  dark  concave  of  the  unclouded  heavens, 
shed  the  softest  light  upon  the  craggy  front  of 
Binean,  and  tipped  with  silver  and  ivory,  the 
summits  of  every  tufted  knoll  in  the  glen  ; 
whilst  the  steep  brow  of  Ben  Venue  was 
shrouded  in  the  deepest  shadow.  I  should  say, 
to  those  who  have  never  been  there,  that  no 
language  can  convey  an  idea  of  the  impression 
of  placid  and  peaceful  serenity,  mingled  with 
a  sentiment  of  awe,  which  the  mind  receives 
from  the  influence  of  moonlight  in  the  Trosachs. 
The  silence  which  the  party  imposed  upon 
itself,  broken  only  by  the  sound  of  our  foot- 
steps, and  the  gurgle  of  the  runnels,  greatly 
added  to  this  eflFect.  In  the  deepest  part  of  the 
glen,  where  the  road  curves  around  the  base  of 
a  huge  fragment  of  rock,  and  is  skirted  on  the 
other  side  by  a  jungle  of  wood  rising  upon  the 
base  of  Ben  Venue,  a  crashing  among  the 
bushes  halted  the  party  for  a  moment ;  it  was, 
however,  only  a  long-bearded,  white  goat ; 
which,  alai'med  by  the  uncommon  appearance 
of  human  visitors  in  the  pass  at  that  hour, 
burst  his  way  through  the  thicket ;  and,  reach- 
ing the  apex  of  a  rock  which  towered  above 
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the  dark  sea  of  pines  amidst  which  it  rose,  shewed 
himself  between  us  and  the  moon,  as  if  pur- 
posely to  enhance  the  picturesque  features  of 
the  scene.  When  we  reached  the  loch,  all 
was  stillness  there :  no  boat  lay  in  the  little 
cre^k,  which  was  now  obscured  in  the  deepest 
night  by  the  shadow  of  the  mountajn,  which, 
stretching  half  across  the  loch,  obliterated  the  out- 
line between  the  land  and  the  water  ;  whilst  a 
stream  of  dazzling  light,  reflected  from  its  un- 
ruffled mirror  on  the  north  side,  served,  by  con- 
trast^ to  deepen  still  more  the  obscurity  of  the 
south.  As  we  slowly  walked  along  the  northern 
shore,  and  had  just  gained  the  summit  of  a  rock 
which  commanded  a  large  expanse  of  the  locb, 
the  notes  of  the  expected  flute  arrested  our  at- 
tention. The  air  was  one  of  those  soft  and 
amorous  sonatas  which  are  often  heard  floating 
on  the  evening  breeze  over  the  Lake  of  Como. 
The  boat,  whence  it  proceeded,  with  an  almost 
imperceptible  movement,  the  oars  being  merely 
dipped  in  the  water,  was  at  this  moment  gliding 
across  the  stream  of  light.  The  skill  and  taste 
of  the  musician  was  of  the  first  order ;  and, 
when  he  concluded,  we  could  distinctly  hear 
the  compliments  paid  to  him  by  those  in  the 
boat. 

«  Donald,"  said  one  of  the  party,  "  put  this 
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handkerchief  under  your  oar :  I  must  not  lose 
a  note  of  the  airs  which  the  Colonel  so  kindly 
favours  us  with.  Let  the  next,  my  dear  friend, 
be  a  Spanish  one,  full  of  warmth  and  pathos." 

"  Do  not  ask  me  for  any  thing  pathetic 
to-night,  my  dear  fellow,"  replied  the  musician  ; 
"  my  heart  is  too  much  oppressed  by  the  reality 
of  grief,  to  relish  its  fiction.  I  have  often  told 
you  that  we  are  more  the  creatures  of  instinct 
than  the  pride  of  reason  will  permit  us  to  ac- 
knowledge. I  feel  a  load  upon  my  breast, 
which  portends  no  good,  and  poisons  all  the 
moments  which  I 'would  give  to  enjoyment: 
assist  me  to  shake  it  off,  not  to  nourish  it" 

"  You  are  a  singular  compound,"  rejoined 
the  person  addressed.  "  Who  would  believe 
that  you  are  capable  of  doing  what  you  con- 
template !" 

"  Taunt  me  not,  my  friend,"  again  replied 
the  musician ;  "  your  bosom  never  felt  such 
love  as  mine  has  cherished,  nor  ever  knew 
such  grief  as  has  rooted  out  all  its  benevolent 
affections.     I  owe  the  world  nothing." 

"  Yet,  if  you  fail,  my  brave  friend !  it  will 
diarge  you  with  a  serious  debt." 

"  Leave  the  subject,  and  be  hanged  to  ye !" 
said  the  third  person  ;  "  'tis  time  enough  to  be 
damned  when  ye  are  gone  to  the  infernals, 
without  being  first  roasted  in  purgatory." 
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<^  That  is  a  coarse  remark,"  rejoined  the 
second  speaker,  "  and  deserves  no  reply." 

"  Reply,  or  no  reply,  'tis  nevertheless  tme. 
The  Colonel  knows  well  what  he  is  about ;  and, 
if  Donald  can  be  trusted,  failure  is  oat  of  the 
question.     What  say  ye,  old  Charon  ?" 

"  What  for  nae  trust  me  ?"  was  the  reply 
of  the  well-known  boatman.  *<  'Tis  no  a 
matter  o'  law,  Mr.  Mackenzie !  Do  ye  opine, 
sir,  that  Hielanders  are  like  Edinbro*  writers  ?" 

"  Ye 're  an  impudent  scoundrel,  Donald ! 
and  were  ye  not  wanted  for  another  purpose, 
I  would  tumble  ye  into  the  loch,"  retorted  the 
person  addressed  by  Donald:  "ye're  an  im- 
pudent scoundrel !" 

"  I  comman(^  both  of  you,"  interposed  the 
musician,  ^^  to  be  silent!"  and  immediately  he 
struck  up  a  beautiful,  lively,  Tyrolese  air. 

"  I  am  certain,'*  whispered  the  Advocate, 
"  that  I  know  the  voice  of  the  person  who 
spoke  to  the  boatmen.  He  is  a  Writer  to  the 
Signet,  a  Solicitor,  in  Edinburgh  ;  a  coarse, 
vulgar-minded  man,  capable  of  any  rascally 
transaction  that  can  fill  his  purse." 

"  Speak  lower,  Oatlands !"  said  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt;  "  the  boat  is  approaching  the  shore — 
the  party  will  land  immediately  below  us." 

The  music  suddenly  ceased  ;  and  the  words 
"  wheest,  wheest,"  was  heard  in  the  subdued 
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voice  of  Donald,  the  boatman,  who  thus  pro- 
ceeded. 

"  Trusted,  or  nae  trusted — I'll  shew  ye,  Mr. 
Mackenzie,  that  the  word  o'  Donald  Cameron 
is  as  guid  as  his  bond,  war  it  drawn  up  in  ye're 
ain  oflSce.  I  see  something,  howsomever,  atween 
me  and  the  moon,  on  the  top  o'  that  rock,  that 
says  we  must  nae  land  there ;  she'll  stand 
o'er  to  the  other  side :"  and  in  a  moment,  with 
a  few  strokes  of  the  oars,  the  boat  shot  across 
the  loch,  and  was  lost  in  the  obscurity  of  the 
opposite  side ;  but  we  heard  the  oars  laid  on 
the  seats  as  the  party  landed. 

"  By  Gad !"  said  the  Veteran,  who,  until 
now,  had  remained  a  silent  spectator  of  what 
was  passing,  "  some  mischief  is  in  view  ;  we 
are  a  strong  body  ;  can  we  not  go  and  meet  the 
conspirators  face  to  face  ?  We  ought  to  know 
who  the  perpetrators  of  the  evil  are,  should  any 
happen." 

"  You  forget,  my  dear  Sir !"  said  the  Ad- 
vocate, "  that  we  must  ford  the  Teith  before 
we  can  get  to  them  ;  and,  were  this  not  the 
case,  take  my  word  for  it,  they  will  not  wait 
our  arrival :  all  that  we  can  do  is  to  extend  our 
enquiries  to-morrow,  and  watch  their  move- 
ments." 

"  I  believe  you   are  right,"  rejoined   the 
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Colonel ;  "  and,  therefore,  let  us  now  return 
to  the  inn." 

In  my  mind,  every  circumstance  that  had 
happened,  only  involved  the  matter  in  deeper 
mystery.  My  suspicions  of  one  of  the  party 
were  still  unaltered  ;  yet,  I  could  not  reconcile, 
with  his  appearance  here,  any  object  that  could 
explain  his  conduct.  The  endeavour  to  account 
for  it  in  the  only  way  which  probability  ad- 
mitted, would  not  explain  his  attack  upon  Miss 
Ashton  ;  but,  as  I  was  well  aware  of  bis 
libertinism,  I  dreaded  to  think  upon  the  con- 
sequences, should  he  succeed  in  gaining  pos- 
session of  that  young  lady's  person ;  and, 
consequently,  I  determined  to  prevent  it,  at  any 
risk,  even  to  my  personal  safety.  There  was 
every  reason  for  supposing  that  the  party,  which 
had  landed  on  the  opposite  side,  would  recross 
the  lake,  in  order  to  proceed  up  the  glen  ;  and, 
should  I  remain  near  the  landing  place,  there 
was  a  chance  of  the  correctness  of  my  conjec- 
tures, respecting  at  least  one  of  the  party,  being 
ascertained.  I  fell  back,  therefore,  unobserved 
from  my  companions,  and  sat  down  at  the  base 
of  a  rock,  which  crowns  a  small  elevation, 
looking  directly  across  the  lake  ;  so  that  I 
might  be  able  to  observe  the  boat,  as  soon  as 
it  should  be  visible,  after  leaving  the  opposite 
shore. 
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As  the  moon  rose,  the  broad  shadow  of  the 
mountain  gradually  lessened  ;  but  still  the  out- 
line between  its  base  and  the  water  was 
indistinct  ;  and  the  cliffs  and  precipices  and 
dark  masses  of  wood  and  ravines  upon  its  ever- 
varied  acclivity,  were  involved  in  the  deepest 
obscurity.  By  degrees,  the  voices  of  my  com- 
panions died  away  in  the  distance,  and  I  found 
myself  alone.  The  darkness  of  night  was 
spread  only  partially  over  the  grandeur  of  the 
scene,  and  its  rugged ness  elsewhere  only 
smoothed  down,  but  still  faintly  visible  in  the 
hazy  softness  of  the  moonlight,  so  that  its 
spell  over  the  imagination  was  scarcely  weak- 
ened. For  a  short  time,  my  attention  was 
riveted  to  the  spot,  completely  concealed  in 
the  shadow  of  the  mountain,  where  the  boat 
lay.  I  listened  eagerly  to  catch  the  first 
sounds  of  the  re-embarkation  ;  but  all  was 
silence :  so  still,  indeed,  was  the  air,  that  the 
limberest  twigs  of  the  birch  hung  immoveable  ; 
not  a  leaf  turned  ;  not  a  breath  ruffled  the 
smooth  mirror  of  the  loch,  glistening  in  the 
placid  beams  which  slept  upon  its  bosom.  I 
soon  became  sensitive  to  the  intensity  of  the 
stillness  ;  thebeatingsof  my  heart  were  audible^ 
and  I  held  my  breath  to  be  assured  of  the 
fact.     x\t  length,   the    sublime  impression  of 
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awe  which  fell  upon  me  produced  a  feeling  ap- 
proaching to  that  of  desolation :  the  first  time 
in  my  life  a  supernatural  dread  came  over  me  ; 
and  I  hastily  rose  to  depart.  At  this  moment, 
the  screech  of  an  owl,  which  flew  across  the 
lake,  startled  me  even  to  trembling  ;  it  ceased  ; 
and  again  all  was  the  most  profound  silence. 

I  had  often  heard  of  the  sublimity  of  ex- 
cessive silence,  but  had  never  before  expe- 
rienced its  influence.  1  had  listened,  unmoved, 
to  the  roar  of  the  cannon  in  the  conflict  of 
armies  ;  to  the  denouncing  rushing  of  the 
tropical  whirlwind ;  and  to  the  crash  of  the 
thunder  peal,  amid  the  startled  echoes  of  the 
Alps  ;  but  the  feeling  which  they  impressed 
was  feeble,  compared  with  the  overpowering 
awe  with  which  the  dread  stillness  of  this  mo- 
ment unmanned  my  nerves.     'Twas 

"  as  the  gen'ral  pulse 
Of  life  stood  still,  and  nature  made  a  pause*.*' 

What  an  inexplicable  part  of  our  being 
is  mind!  A  few  minutes  before  the  feeling 
which  I  have  just  described  arose,  the  sole  object 
of  my  thoughts  was  the  discovery  of  the  mys- 
terious individual  who  had  so  strongly  excited 

•  Young. 
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my  curiosity.  I  had  lingered  behind  my  com- 
panions to  satisfy  myself  upon  this  point ;  and 
yet  an  impression,  purely  incidental,  warming 
the  imagination  to  poetical  sublimity,  had 
awakened  such  solemn  thoughts  as  obliterated 
every  other  sentiment  in  my  mind  ;  and  I 
hastened  to  escape  from  the  intensity  of  my 
feelings,  completely  forgetful  of  the  object  which 
had  placed  me  in  the  situation  productive  of 
the  dream  which  had  thus  passed  over  me.  I 
was  conscious  of  a  feeling  which  seemed  to 
place  me  as  a  spectator  of  the  boundless  uni- 
verse, and  which  overwhelmed  me  with  the 
idea  of  immensity. 

As  I  walked  up  the  glen,  with  my  mind 
filled  with  these  reflections,  I  was  suddenly 
roused  from  the  reverie  bv  the  halloo  of  the 
Advocate  and  Mr.  Mordaunt,  who  had  kindly 
returned  to  meet  me  ;  and  I  was  truly  glad  of 
their  company. 

From  the  conversation  which  ensued,  it  was 
evident  that  Mr.  Mordaunt's  suspicions  of  the 
person,  who  had  excited  so  much  speculation, 
were  not  dissimilar  to  my  own  ;  but  I  could 
not  divine  how  he  should  be  acquainted  with 
that  person.  Why  I  did  not  question  him 
upon  the  subject  is  one  of  those  inexplicable 
points   in   my  character  which  I   have   never 
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been  able  to  explain  or  to  overcome.  I  have 
always  chosen  rather  to  continue  to  suspect,  or 
to  doubt,  and  to  reason  upon  the  probability  of 
conjectures,  than  to  attempt  to  verify  my  no- 
tions by  a  single  query.  I  did  not  hint  my 
suspicions  to  Mr.  Mordaunt,  nor  question  him 
respecting  his ;  and  we  arrived  at  the  inn  as 
much  strangers  to  each  other's  thoughts,  on  a 
matter  so  interesting  to  both,  as  the  first  mo- 
ment when  we  met. 

On  entering  the  little  parlour,  I  found  that 
the  ladies  had  already  retired ;    the  Veteran 
was  lounging,  with  his  limbs  stretched  out  be- 
fore him,  and  his  eyes  turned  up  to  the  ceiling, 
in  a  meditative  mood,  finishing  a  cigar  which 
he  was  smoking  to  refresh  himself  after  his  . 
evening  ramble  ;  whilst  Mr.  Sketchly  and  the 
Cantab  were  debating  about  the  probable  phy- 
siognomy   and    personal    appearance    of   the 
mysterious  stranger  who  had  displayed  so  much 
good  taste  and  skill  in  his  musical  performances. 
The  Advocate  and  Mr.  Mordaunt  joined  the 
conversation  ;  but,   as  I  was  eager  to  record 
my  feelings  upon  the  events  of  the  day,  and 
bring  up  my  diary  to  this  point,  I  took  up  my 
candle  and  retired  to  my  apartment. 

Dugald  had  already  placed  my  writing-table 
close  to  the  fire,  and  had  wished  me  «'  guid 
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nicht  as  he  retired ;"  but  he  again  entered  the- 
room,  and,  coming  up  to  the  table,  enquired  if 
I  wished  to  be  called  early  in  the  morning. 

"  Why  do  you  enquire,  Dugald  ?"  said  I ; 
for  the  question  was  not  only  unusual,  but  the 
manner  of  asking  it,  and  the  expression  on  the 
countenance  of  the  good  creature,  indicated  a 
feeling  which  he  seemed  half  inclined  to  ex- 
plain, if  any  encouragement  were  held  out  to  him. 
"  If  ye  want  to  rest  after  ye're  lang  day's 
walk,  maybe  ye  wad  hae  nae  objection  that  she 
should  gane  out  ?"  Here  Dugald  paused  with- 
out finishing  the  sentence  ;  and  then  continued, 
"  she  maun  nae  say  where  :  but  ye'll  no  per- 
haps think  it  odd  should  she  gang  out  ?*' 

"  Not  at  all,  Dugald,"  replied  I ;  "  but  why 
make  a  mystery  of  where  you  are  going  ?" 

The  honest  creature  looked  confused  :  "  she 
has  her  thoughts" — was  his  answer ;  and,  as  if 
anxious  to  evade  any  farther  enquiries,  he  put 
his  hand  to  his  forehead,  and  left  the  room. 

There  was  nothing  in  this  transaction  calcu- 
lated to  excite  surprise ;  yet,  I  could  not  help,  at 
the  moment,  reflecting  upon  the  remark  of  the 
musician — "  that  we  are  more  creatures  of  in- 
stinct than  the  pride  of  reason  permits  us  to 
acknowledge."  The  occurrences  altogether 
of  the    evening   seemed  to   weigh    upon    my 
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spirits  ;  and  I  conld  not  avoid  anticipating, 
without  knowing  wherefore,  some  distressing 
event.  In  vain  I  opened  ray  window,  and  en- 
deavoured to  compose  my  feelings  by  looking 
out  upon  the  face  of  Nature;  and,  after  re- 
tiring to  bed,  the  dawn  of  morning  fell  upon 
my  eyes  before  the  hand  of  sleep  began  to 
press  their  aching  lids,  and  I  sank  into  repose. 
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CHAPTER   IV. 


You  turn  pale ; 
Let  me  support  you  :  —paler — ^ho  !  some  aid  there  ! 
Some  water ! 

DoaE  OF  Venice. 


I  WAS  astonished  and  annoyed,  on  awaking, 
to  find  that  the  day  was  already  far  advanced. 
It  was  ten  o'clock;  and,  as  Dugald  bad  not 
come  near  me,  I  presumed  that  the  honest 
creature  had  not  returned.  I  rung  the  bell ; 
and,  on  enquiry,  was  informed  that  he  had 
gone  out  in  the  morning  with  the  ladies,  who 
had  ordered  a  boat  to  be  early  ready  to  take 
them  down  the  loch.  The  Veteran  and  Mrs. 
Standard,  I  was  farther  informed,  had  become 
anxious  on  account  of  their  long  absence ;  and 
the  Advocate,  with  the  other  gentlemen,  was 
gone  to  look  after  them.  The  presentiment 
which  I  had  felt  last  night  again  rushed  upon 
ray  mind :  the  conviction  that  some  misfortune 
was  about  to  occur,  or  had  already  happened, 
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was  overpowering.  I  therefore  dressed  hastily, 
and  hurried  down  stairs.  I  found  the  Veteran, 
Miss  Bridget,  and  Mrs.  Standard,  in  the  little 
parlour.  The  old  man  was  walking  to  and 
fro,  with  an  anxious,  agitated  look  ;  whilst  Mrs. 
Standard  was  sitting  at  the  breakfast  table, 
leaning  her  forehead  upon  her  hand,  in  the 
same  condition  of  mind  as  the  Colonel ;  and 
Miss  Bridget  gazing  out  at  the  window. 

"  Here  we  are  in  a  most  distressing  state 
of  suspense,  Doctor,"  said  the  Veteran,  as  I 
entered :  "  the  girls  went  out  this  morning,  at 
five  o'clock,  and  are  not  yet  returned.  By 
Gad!  women  are  headstrong  to  a  degree! 
Since  the  attack  on  Caroline,  at  Killin,  they 
had  my  orders  never  to  venture  out  alone  ;  yet 
they  are  gone,  and  nobody  knows  where." 

"  My  dear  Augustus !"  said  Miss  Bridget, 
"  they  are  not  alone: — your  servant.  Doctor, 
went  with  them." 

"  A  poor,  lame,  old  man  ! — a  very  able  pro- 
tector, by  Gad!"  rejoined  the  Veteran. 

If  Dugald  is  with  them,"  said  I,  wishing 
to  comfort  Mrs.  Standard,  "  they  are  safe 
enough:  I  can  trust  his  integrity  ;  and  although 
old,  yet  he  has  the  heart  of  a  lion." 

Mrs.  Standard  raised  her  head,  and  seemed 
consoled   with   my  remark;  but  her  counte- 
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nance  betrayed  the  uneasiness  of  her  mind  : 
and,  suspecting  that  my  own  was  as  likely  to 
indicate  my  apprehensions  for  the  safety  of  the 
young  ladies,  I  enquired  which  way  the  other 
party  had  gone ;  and,  being  told  that  they  had 
proceeded  down  the  Trosachs,  I  proposed  to  go 
in  the  opposite  direction,  and  immediately  left 
the  room. 

My  conjectures  were  different  from  any 
which  probably  were  entertained  either  by  the 
Veteran  or  our  other  friends.  I  had  no  dread 
of  an  accident  having  happened  on  the  water  ; 
as  the  morning  was  unusually  calm :  but  my 
thoughts  reverted  to  the  suspicious  character 
of  the  strangers  who  had  so  much  excited  our 
attention,  and  the  conversation  which  I  had 
overheard  at  the  foot  of  the  rock  vesterdav. 
My  reliance  on  Dugald,  however,  was  great ; 
and  therefore  I  had  no  doubt,  if  abduction  had 
been  attempted,  that  we  should  be  able  to  res- 
cue the  parties  and  chastise  the  miscreants. 

I  had  proceeded  only  a  very  short  distance 
along  the  margin  of  Loch  Achray,  on  the  road 
to  Callander,  when  I  observed  a  boat  nearing 
the  shore,  rowed  by  the  Cantab,  with  Miss 
Standard  in  it,  supported  bjr  Mr.  Sketchly. 
I  hastened  to  the  beach,  and  assisted  in  hand- 
ing her  from  the  boat. 
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"  Oh,  Doctor !"  she  exclaimed,  gazing  wildly 
upon  me, — "  Caroline  is — "  But,  before  she 
could  finish  the  sentence,  she  fainted,  and  I 
caught  her  as  she  fell. 

The  Cantab  now,  in  a  few  words,  informied 
me,  that,  having  gone  out,  with  the  Advocate 
and  Mr.  Mordaunt,  to  look  for  the  young  ladies, 
he  and  Sketchly  had  taken  the  road  along  the 
side  of  Loch  Achray,  whilst  the  two  others  had 
proceeded  down  the  Trosachs.  "  We  had  not 
gone  far,"  continued  he,  "  when  we  observed 
a  female  on  the  opposite  side,  waving  a  hand- 
kerchief: but,  as  there  was  only  one,  we  were 
doubtful  whether  it  was  either  of  our  ladies. 
We,  however,  hurried  round  the  upper  end  of 
the  loch — a  most  fearful  road, — and,  having 
crossed  the  Teith,  where  it  enters  the  loch,  by 
a  decayed  Alpine  bridge,  formed  of  little  more 
than  two  trunks  of  pine,  which  scarcely  bore 
our  weight  over  the  roaring  torrent,  we  found 
that  the  person  whom  we  had  descried  was 
reallv  Miss  Standard.  She  ran  towards  us  as 
we  approached ;  but  no  sooner  did  we  meet 
than  she  fainted ;  and  she  has  continued  passing 
from  one  faintingfit  to  another  until  this  moment. 
We,  of  course,  know  nothing  of  Miss  Ashton, 
nor  even  of  what  has  occurred :  but  we  saw  this 
boat  close  to  the  spot  where  we  discovered  Miss 
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Standard.  It  was  impossible  to  recross  the 
bridge  with  one  in  so  helpless  a  condition  as 
this  poor  lady.  In  truth,  my  dear  Doctor,  I 
reflect  with  amazement  that  we  had  courage  to 
cross  it  ourselves  ! — it  is  just  where  the  river 
issues  from  among  the  rocks,  which,  frowning 
above,  with  the  frightful  torrent  below,  render 
it  a  place  sufficient  to  try  any  man's  courage* 
I  must  have  both  Sketchly's  head  and  my  own 
examined  when  we  get  to  Edinburgh." 

"  Never  mind  either  your  own  head  or 
mine  at  present,"  said  Mr.  Sketchly,  who 
seemed  deeply  interested  in  the  state  of  Miss 
Standard. 

''  Well,"  replied  the  Cantab,  "  to  cut  the 
story  short,  "  we  carried  her  into  the  boat,  and 
rowed  her  across,  as  you  have  witnessed." 

'*  What  is  to  be  done  ?"  said  Mr.  Sketchlv, 
who  was  assisting  me  to  support  her  apparently 
lifeless  body.  The  Cantab  proposed  conveying 
her  directly  to  the  inn  ;  but,  as  the  shock  to 
her  parents,  from  seeing  her  in  her  present 
condition,  would  be  most  distressing,  I  sug- 
gested the  propriety  of  my  preceding  them,  to 
prepare  the  Veteran  and  Mrs.  Standard  for 
the  trial  which  they  were  destined  to  undergo. 
This  I  performed  in  the  best  manner  I  could. 
The  Veteran  hurried  to  meet  his  daughter; 
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in  the  parlour;  and  her  mother  and  Aant 
Bridget  busied  tbemsehres,  in  applying,  onder 
my  directions,  the  proper  means  for  her  restor- 
ation. It  was  a  considerable  time,  however, 
before  this  was  effected  ;  and  still  longer  before 
the  afflUcted  lady  acquired  composure  soflBcient 
to  relate  what  had  occmrred.  Her  recital  only 
tended  to  overpower  Mrs.  Standard,  who  had 
prerionsly  remained  wonderfully  collected,  as 
long  as  her  exertions  were  required  for  the  re- 
covery of  her  daughter.  She  now  sank  into  a 
kind  of  apathetic  condition,  which  the  Veteran, 
afterwards,  informed  me  he  dreaded  might  have 
ended  in  the  same  state  of  catalepsy  which  she 
suffered  on  the  death  of  her  son. 

As  soon  as  Miss  Standard  recovered  a  suf- 
ficient degree  of  calmness  of  mind,  she  gave 
the  following  recital  of  the  event  which  bad 
caused  so  much  consternation  and  anxiety. 

"  You  know,  my  dear  father,"  said  she, "  the 
custom  which  Caroline  has  of  speaking  to  every 
body :  it  has  gained  her  many  friends ;  but,  in 
this  instance,  it  has  been  productive  of  the  mis- 
fortune which  has  fallen  upon  us.  She  was 
fond  of  chatting  with  Donald  the  boatman,  and 
enquiring  into  all  the  traditions  connected  with 
the  surrounding  scenery.  Last  night,  before  you 
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and  the  other  gentlemen  went  down  the  Tro- 
sachs,  as  Caroline  and  I  were  walking  upon 
the  esplanade  together,  Donald  came  up  to  us, 
and,  taking  off  his  bonnet,  began,  in  his  way,  to 
,descant  on  the  beauty  of  many  spots  along  the 
side  of  Loch  Achray,  and  told  us  that  the  only 
time  to  see  them  to  advantage  was  early  in  the 
morning.  He  concluded  by  saying  that  he  would 
row  us  down   the   loch  any  morning  at  five 
o'clock,  land  us  at  the  best  points  of  view,  and 
bring  us  back  before  breakfast.      *  Ye  hae  only 
to  tell  me  the  nicht  afore,  leddies,'  said  the 
false   man.     Caroline,  with  that  haste  in   de- 
ciding which  has  always  been  a  marked  feature 
in  her  character,  urged  me  to  agree  to  appoint 
Donald  to  have  his  boat  ready  this   morning, 
provided   the    weather   was  fine.        <  How   I 
should  like,'   said  she,  *  to  astonish  the  Advo- 
cate and  our  other  friends  with  the  account  of 
our  expedition,  and  to  prove  to  them  that  wo- 
men are  not  the  helpless  beings  they  imagine ! 
Come,  Letty !'  the  dear  girl  continued,  in  her 
winning  manner, — '  come  now,  let  us  demon- 
strate our  independence.' — Alas!"  continued 
Miss  Standard,  bursting  into  tears,  and  hiding 
her  face  in  the  bosom  of  her  mother,  who  sat 
by  her  on  the  sofa,  supporting  her  head,—"  I 
shall   never  again  hear  that  winning  voice !" 


136 

'*  I  endeavooreil  to  persuade  Caroline  thai 
the  expedition  woold  not  be  altogether  free 
from  risk,  on  account  of  the  suspicioas  clmrac- 
ters  which  were  about ;  and  that  she  should  not 
forget  the  alarm  which  she  had  suffered  at  Killin. 
^  Oh,'  replied  she,  *  I  was  not  much  alarmed : 
I  could  have  extricated  myself  from  the  old 
man  !  who,  after  all,  intended,  perhaps,  only  to 
frighten  me.  I  am  sure,  Letty,  that  I  have 
courage  for  any  thing :  but,  for  your  sake,  sup- 
pose we  take  the  Doctor's  servant  with  us  ?  I 
received  such  a  high  character  of  him  from  his 
master,  that  I  am  certain  he  will  be  a  safe  pro- 
tection to  us.'  I  hinted  that  his  lameness  would 
render  him  but  a  feeble  protector.  *  Not  in 
the  least,*  did  the  dear  girl  reply  ;  *  the  Doctor 
informs  roe  that  he  has  the  heart  of  a  lion : 
now,  therefore,  dear  Letty  !  do  say  that  we  may 
go  down  the  loch  to-morrow  morning.' 

"  You  know,"  continued  Miss  Standard, 
again  appealing  to  her  father,  '<  that  I  never 
could  deny  Carry  any  thing ;  and  you  know, 
also,  that,  with  all  the  delicacy  and  gentleness 
of  her  nature,  she  never  swerved  from  urging 
accordance  with  any  object  that  she  bad  in 
view,  until  it  was  acceded  to :  and  I,  at  length, 
in  an  evil  moment,  agreed  to  her  proposal. 
She  clung  round    my  neck  and  kissed  me. 
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'  You  are  so  kind,  Letty !'  said  she, — '  I  cannot 
love  you  enough  ;  but  if  you  really  think  it  im- 
proper to  trust  ourselves  with  Dugald,  I  will  at 
once  give  up  my  wishes  to  your  judgment ; 
but  I  do  long  to  see  the  loch  at  that  early  hour.' 
You  may  readily  imagine  that  I  would  not 
consent  to  this  proposal.  Donald  was  there- 
fore ordered  to  be  in  readiness  at  five  o'clock 
this  morning  ;  and  Dugald  consented  to  accom- 
pany us,  if  his  master  did  not  require  his  ser- 
vices. 

"  The  morning  was  beautiful :  Caroline 
and  I  anticipated  the  hour :  we  were  on  the 
esplanade  before  Dugald  shewed  himself.  We 
found  the  boat  lying  in  the  little  creek  in  front 
of  the  inn  ;  and,  in  ten  minutes  afterwards, 
Donald  came  down,  with  a  bundle  under  his 
arm.  *  She  has  got  a  wheen  things  for  a  frien 
down  the  loch,'  said  the  false  man,  as  he  tossed 
the  bundle  into  the  boat. 

A  few  children,  belonging  to  the  cottages 
at  the  back  of  the  inn,  were  amusing  themselves 
by  wading  in  the  water  close  to  the  boat  *  Gang 
awa,  bairns !'  said  Donald ;  but  their  merry  faces, 
their  sprightly  air,  and  the  little  amusing  tricks 
which  they  were  playing  off  against  one  another, 
so  much  interested  Caroline,  that  she  proposed 
to  take  two  of  the  little  girls  into  the  boat  with 
us ;  but  Donald  objected  :  we  therefore  stepped 
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into  it,  and  were  instantly  pushed  oflf  with- 
out them.  The  boatman  seemed  anxious  that 
Dugald  also  should  be  left  behind;  bat  to 
this  I  could  not  consent,  and  consequently  he 
was  admitted  into  the  boat. 

"  The  soft  air  of  the  morning,  the  gentle 
gliding  of  the  boat,  the  beauty  and  romantic 
character  of  the  shore,  alternately  rocky  and 
covered  with  trees,  and  the  songs  of  the  birds 
at  this  early  hour,  gave  a  charm  to  the  first 
part  of  our  progress  down  the  loch  which  was 
strongly  felt  by  both  of  us. 

"  '  How  truly  delightful  this  period  of  the 
day  is,  Letty !'  said  my  dear  cousin ;  *  who 
would  lose  the  heart-inspiring  impulse  which 
it  bestows,  for  an  hour  or  two  of*  sleep  ?  It 
leads  the  mind  to  pour  forth  its  gratitude  to 
the  Supreme  Author  of  this  magnificent  scene, 
not  only  for  the. enjoyment  which  it  bestows, 
but  for  the  pure  sentiment  of  benevolence  and 
universal  love  which  it  inspires!' 

"  She  had  scarcely  concluded  these  remarks, 
when  Donald  turned  the  boat,  which  he  bad  all 
along  kept  close  to  the  shore,  into  a  little  cove, 
where  a  mountain  stream  empties  itself  into  the 
loch,  after  passing  round  the  base  of  a  mass  of 
rock,  rising  from  a  small  plat  of  gravel ;  and 
which  is  half  concealed  by  a  mass  of  trees. 

"  *  She  would  shew  the  leddies  a  waterfa 
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here,'  said  the  designing  man,  and,  stepping 
from  the  boat,  he  offered  his  hand  to  assist 
Caroline  in  landing.  Her  feet  were  no  sooner 
on  the  plat  of  gravel,  however,  than  he  again 
jumped  into  the  boat  and  pushed  it  from  the 
shore.  I  was  so  astonished  at  this  movement, 
that,  for  a  few  minutes,  I  was  unable  to  speak : 
at  length  I  exclaimed,  *  Donald  !  what  are  yoa 
about  ? — you  do  not  mean  to  leave  my  cousin 
there  ? — I  insist  that  you  immediately  take  her 
again  into  the  boat,  or  put  me  also  ashore.' 

"  *  Put  back  the  boat,  ye  loun,  instantly!' 
said  Dugald,  seizing  one  of  the  oars ;  when  a 
scuffle  ensued,  and  the  good,  honest  creature 
was  thrown  into  the  water.  Donald  immedi- 
ately pushed  farther  off  from  the  shore  ;  and 
it  was  now  evident  that  his  intention  was  to 
separate  me  from  Caroline,  who  screamed 
aloud  when  poor  Dugald  fell  into  the  water. 

"  '  I  command  you,  Donald,'  said  I,  '  to  put 
me  ashore !  you  shall  feel  the  severity  of  my 
father's  resentment,  if  you  do  not,  whatever 
may  be  your  motive  for  separating  me  from  my 
cousin.'  • 

"  The  deceitful  wretch  only  grinned  at  my 

remark  ;  and,  in  his  broken  English,  assured 

me  that  a  hair  of  my  head  should  not  be  injured. 

"  *  Turn  in  the  boat,  Donald !'  I  repeated, — 
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*  at  least,  to  save  the  drowning  man.     Haire 
yoo  no  compassion  ? — no  mercy  ?* 

"  His  only  reply  was,  that  Loch  Acbray 
would  not  drown  a  Highlander!  By  this 
time  I  was  rejoiced  to  see  poor  Dngald  rise 
on  the  water.  Caroline  nobly  stepped  forward 
into  it  to  lav  bold  of  bim  :  bat,  conceive  mv 
consternation,  when,  at  this  moment,  I  per- 
ceived three  men  rush  from  behind  the  rock,  and 
one  of  them  seize  Caroline  round  the  waist, 
and,  raising  her  from  the  ground,  carry  her  out 
of  sight.  My  limbs  trembled  under  me  ;  and, 
if  I  had  not  formed  a  resolution  to  endeavour, 
at  any  risk,  to  wrest  the  oar  from  the  bands  of 
Donald,  and  try  to  push  in  the  boat,  that  I  might 
land  for  her  assistance,  my  energy  would  have 
given  way,  and  I  should  have  instantly  dropped. 
Two  of  the  men  remained  behind,  and  en- 
deavoured to  prevent  Dugald,  who  by  this  time 
bad  regained  his  legs,  from  reaching  the  shore  ; 
but  the  courageous  creature,  lifting  the  oar 
which  be  bad  carried  over  with  bim,  when  be 
tumbled  into  the  water,  felled  one  of  them  to  the 
ground,  and  thfe  other  ran  oflF.  Dugald  stepped 
on  the  bank,  and  instantly  disappeared;  and 
Donald  then  pushed  in  the  boat,  jumped  ashore, 
and  also  disappeared  behind  the  rock.  I  he- 
sitated for  an  Instant  what  to  do ;  but,  my  reso- 
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lution  being  roused,  I  stepped  out  of  the  boat, 
over  the  body  of  the  apparently  dead  man,  and, 
running  round  the  rock,  discovered  a  path 
which  led  to  the  carriage  road  on  the  side  of 
the  loch.  How  can  I  tell  you  what  met  my 
eyes  on  getting  upon  the  road?"  said  the  af- 
flicted lady,  shading  her  face  with  her  hands, 
and  sobbing  aloud. 

"  Be  composed,  my  dear  Letitia,"  said  the 
Veteran  ;  "  and,  for  God's  sake,  proceed !" 

"  Not  far  from  this  path,  a  carriage  and 
four  horses  stood  upon  the  road ;  and  into  it 
the  man  who  carried  off  Caroline  was  forcing 
her.  The  dear  girl  resisted  by  every  means 
in  her  power,  whilst  Dugald  was  fixed  like  a 
tiger  upon  the  left  arm  of  the  man,  beating  him 
severely  with  his  free  fist.  The  villain  did  not 
seem  to  feel  it :  but,  the  moment  Caroline  was 
forced  into  the  carriage,  which  was  accom- 
plished the  instant  I  appeared  in  sight, — for, 
holding  out  her  arms  towards  me,  she  fainted, 
and  all  further  resistance  was  at  an  end, — he 
turned  round  and  shook  off  Dugald  as  if  he  had 
been  an  infant.  The  poor  old  man  staggered 
back  for  a  few  paces,  then  fell,  and  rojled  over  the 
precipice.  The  noise  of  his  fall,  and  his  groans, 
will  never  leave  my  ears :  I  fainted,  and  was 
insensible  to  every  thing  else  that  passed,  uotil 
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I  found  myself  near  the  opposite  side  of  the 
lake,  in  the  boat  with  Donald  and  the  person 
whom  Dugald  felled  with  the  oar,  and  who,  it 
seems,  was  only  severely  stanned. 

'*  I  again  fainted,  on  finding  myself  thus 
situated  ;  and  in  this  condition  I  was  lifted  out  of 
the  boat:  for,  on  recovering,  I  found  myself 
seated  on  the  grass,  supported  by  the  person 
who  crossed  with  me  in  it.  I  must  do  him 
the  justice  to  say  that  he  behaved  with  much 
humanity,  and  assured  me  that  he  deeply 
lamented  the  result  of  the  transaction  in  which 
he  had  borne  a  part ;  that  it  was  not  the  inten- 
tion of  the  parties  concerned  to  injure  any  one ; 
and  that  the  fate  of  Dugald,  yvho,  he  feared, 
was  dangerously  hurt,  was  unpremeditated  and 
purely  accidental. 

"  *  Believe  me,  madam,'  said  he,  *  however 
extraordinary  the  assertion  may  appear,  that 
your  cousin  is  in  no  danger  of  the  smallest  in- 
sult;  the  individual,  with  whom  she  now  is,  has 
more  interest  in  protecting  her  honour  than 
you  imagine/ 

"  I  beseeched  him  to  inform  me  who  he 
was,  and  where  he  intended  to  convey  Caroline. 

**  *  On  these  points,'  he  replied,  <  I  am 
bound  to  secrecy  at  present.  With  regard  to 
yourself,  madam,  I  regret  that  I  cannot  conduct 
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you  to  your  parents.  Present  appearances  are 
too  much  against  me,  to  permit  me  to  meet 
Colonel  Standard ;  for  whom,  however,  I  have 
the  highest  respect.  Your  friends  will  doubt- 
less soon  be  in  search  of  you  ;  so  that  I  am  not 
afraid  of  any  harm  to  you  in  leaving  you  here 
alone.' 

"  I  could  not  reply  to  this  speech.  It  was 
followed  by  the  person  who  uttered  it  taking 
off  his  bonnet — for  he  was  in  the  Highland  dress 
— and  bidding  me  good  morning :  he  then  has- 
tily ascended  the  hill,  in  company  with  Donald, 
who  took  the  bundle  which  he  had  thrown  into 
the  boat  under  his  arm,  and  both  were  soon  out 
of  sight. 

"  The  whole  of  the  events  which  I  have 
related,"  continued  Miss  Standard,  "  passed 
so  rapidly,  that  I  could  not  persuade  myself  that 
they  were  not  a  dream.  When  left  alone,  I 
reflected  for  a  moment  what  I  should  do.  My 
first  idea  was  to  enter  the  boat,  and  endeavour 
to  cross  the  loch  ;  but  my  ignorance  of  its  ma- 
nagement deterred  me  from  that  step.  I  then 
walked  as  far  as  the  frightful  Alpine  bridge 
over  the  Teith  ;  but  my  courage  was  not  equal 
to  the  attempt  of  its  dangerous  pathway.  I 
therefore  returned  to  the  spot  where  I  was 
found,  and  sat  down  upon  the  grass  to  watch 
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for  the  appearance  of  any  human  beinjg  whom 
I  might  attract  by  waving  my  handkerchief. 
I  think  four  hours  must  have  elapsed  before  I 
perceived  Mr.  Sketchly  and  Mr.  Percival." 

"  My  poor  child !"  said  Mrs.  Standard, 
"  what  must  have  been  your  thoughts  daring 
that  time!" 

"  They  were,  indeed,  my  dearest  mother, 
the  most  afflicting :  I  ws^s  impious  enough  to 
blame  Providence  for  having  denied  to  me 
that  foresight  which  would  have  enabled  me  to 
avert  the  blow  that  has  fallen  upon  us,  by 
not  complying  with  the  proposition  of  dear 
Caroline.  I  shudder  at  the  thoughts  that 
passed  through  my  mind." 

"  My  dear  Letitia !"  said  the  Veteran, 
wiping  away  a  tear  which  had  started  in  his 
^y^>  "  yow  have  no  cause  to  blame  yourself. 
Providence  has  thrown  a  veil  over  every  future 
event  of  life,  undoubtedly  for  the  wisest  and 
the  best  of  purposes.  We  were  perhaps  too 
happy — and  too  secure  of  the  continuance  of 
that  happiness  in  Carry's  affectionate  and  en- 
dearing society.  It  was  well,  for  our  enjoy- 
ment of  it,  that  we  were  ignorant  of  this  im- 
pending blow  ;  we  could  not  have  relished  the 
blessing  as  we  have  done  under  the  foreknow- 
ledge of  its  approaching  bereavement.      But 
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this  is  not  the  time  for  moralizing.  Doctor  !" 
continued  he,  addressing  me,  "  what  is  to  be 
done  ?" 

At  no  time  would  I  so  willingly  have  evaded 
a  question  of  this  kind  as  at  this  moment.  My 
anxiety  to  ascertain  the  fate  of  my  sincere 
although  humble  friend,  and  invaluable  servant, 
Dugald,  was  the  object  nearest  to  my  heart ; 
yet,  the  debt  of  gratitude  which  I  owed  to  the 
Veteran,  for  the  numerous  kindnesses  he  had 
heaped  upon  me  in  America,  rose  in  my  recol- 
lection ;  and  my  duty,  as  well  as  mine  inclina- 
tion, urged  me  immediately  to  join  in  the 
pursuit  of  the  miscreant,  whoever  he  was,  that 
had  carried  oflF  his  niece.  The  imploring 
look  also  of  Miss  Standard's  fine  countenance, 
beaming  with  that  divinity  of  expression  which 
speaks  far  more  than  language,  informed  me 
that  every  thing  was  expected  from  my  co-oper- 
ation. I  was  considering  for  a  few  moments 
what  reply  could  be  oflFered  to  my  worthy  friend's 
query,  when  I  was  happily  relieved  from  my 
embarrassment  by  the  entrance  of  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt  and  the  Advocate,  who,  in  their  return 
up  the  glen,  had  met  the  Cantab,  and  had 
been  informed  of  what  had  happened. 

The  agitation  of  the  Clergyman  amounted 
to  distraction:  he  would  have  put  a  thousand 
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questions  to  Miss  Standard,  bad  be  not  been 
prevented  by  tbe  tact  of  the  Advocate,  who 
saw  the  injury  that  renewing  tbe  details  of 
the  event  would  inflict  on  tbe  deeply  wounded 
feelings  of  Mrs.  Standard.  She,  indeed, 
appeared  in  a  condition  of  mind  bordering 
on  despair.  For  a  few  seconds  she  would 
stare  with  a  vacuity  of  look  in  the  face  of 
any  one  near  her ;  then  suddenly  rise  from  her 
seat ;  cross  over  to  the  oppi>site  side  of  the 
room  ;  and,  leaning  her  head  upon  her  bands, 
burst  into  an  agony  of  tears.  The  Veteran 
and  his  excellent  daughter  never  appeared  to 
more  advantage  than  on  this  distressing  occa- 
sion. The  old  man  was  wholly  engrossed  in 
comforting  his  wife  ;  and  the  personal  feelings 
of  Miss  Standard  seemed  to  have  vanished,  tbe 
moment  she  found  that  her  mother's  sitnation 
demanded  all  the  energies  of  her  mind.  Mr. 
Mordaunt  grasped  the  hands  of  both  the  old 
people  in  his : — for  a  moment,  as  if  overpowered 
by  bis  feelings,  be  seemed  to  hesitate ;  and 
then,  whilst  his  words  almost  choked  bis  utter- 
ance, he  declared,  unreservedly,  his  aflection  for 
Miss  Ashton,  and  bis  determination  to  rescue 
ber  at  the  hazard  of  his  life  ;  and  to  trace  tbe 
parties,  however  subtile  and  sinister,  to  what- 
ever part  of  tbe  world  they  might  carry  ber.  * 
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"  I  can  firmly  rely,"  said  he,  "  upon  the 
active  assistance  of  my  friend  Oatlands." 

"  Most  certainly," — replied  that  excellent 
man — "  never  was  it  more  ready  to  be  ten- 
dered than  at  this  moment." 

Miss  Standard  again  looked  at  me :  it  was 
one  of  those  silent  appeals  which  are  irresis- 
tible ;  it  almost  said — "  you  know  the  feelings  of 
Mr.  Mordaunt  for  my  cousin,  and  you,  perhaps, 
have  guessed  her  sentiments  towards  him :  is 
it  right  that  he  and  one,  who,  however  good 
and  kind,  is  still  a  stranger  to  us,  should  only 
undertake  this  rescue  ?  are  you  not  the  friend 
of  my  father  ?" 

I  felt  the  force  of  this  appeal ;  and  I,  of 
course,  oflFered  my  services  to  accompany  the 
other  two  gentlemen  ;  but,  as  I  was  about  to 
state  reasons  for  my  being  unable  to  join  them 
immediately,  Mr.  Oatlands  rang  the  bell,  and 
ordered  horses  instantly  for  Callander. 

"  There  is  no  ae  horse  i'  the  stable  the 
now,"  replied  the  female  waiter  and  maid  of 
all  work,  who,  on  this  occasion,  answered  the 
summons  of  the  bell  with  unusual  alacrity ; 
"  they  were  a'  ordered  in  to  Callander  late  last 
nicht;  and  are  no  expected  hame^  afore  the 
morn." 

The  look  of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  at  this  infor- 
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roation,  was  that  of  ntter  despair :  nor  was  the 
countenance  of  any  one  present  unmarked  by 
astonishment.  It  was  too  evident,  indeed,  that 
the  scheme  of  the  fugitives  had  been  well  con- 
certed ;  and  that  every  means  of  immediate 
pursuit  was  cut  off. 

"  Are  not  my  horses  there  ?"  said  I. 

"  Ou  i',  Sir !"  again  replied  Mary ;  "  nae 
doubt  yours  should  be  there  ;  but  that's  no  the 
case  the  now  ;  for  Donald  turned  them  out  into 
the  pasture  this  morning." 

"  Turned  them  out!"  exclaimed  the  Veteran 
—  **  the  conspiracy,  indeed,  has  been  well 
planned  ;  but,  by  Gad  I"  repeating  emphatically 
his  oath,  "  the  scoundrels  shall  not  escape — 
no !  I  will  follow  them  myself  to  the  end  of 
the  world  ;  and  think  no  more  of  shooting 
them  than  if  they  were  dogs." 

The  vehemence  of  the  old  man  roused  Mrs. 
Standard  from  the  lethargy  into  which  she  had 
sunk. 

"  My  dear  Augustus,"  said  she,  regarding 
him  with  the  most  affectionate  look,  "  you  are 
unequal  to  such  a  task :  I  am  sure  we  may  trust 
to  the  Doctor  and  to  our  good  young  friend." 
And  she  drew  the  hand  of  Mr.  Mordaunt, 
which  still  held  hers,  towards  her  and  pressed 
it  to  her  lips. 
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"  My  dear  Mr.  Mordaunt !"  continued 
she,  "  I  have  not  been  an  indifferent  spec- 
tator of  the  affection  which  has  been  awakened 
in  your  bosom  for  my  niece,  and  I  know 
her  sentiments  towards  you :  it  is  to  you  and 
to  our  friend,  the  Doctor,  that  we  must  look 
to  rescue  her  from  the  danger  which  now 
threatens  her." 

The  Clergyman  kissed  the  hand  of  Mrs. 
Standard,  and  assured  her  that  he  considered  it 
the  most  sacred  duty  in  which  he  could  be  en- 
gaged ;  and  that,  with  a  sincere  reliance  on  the 
protection  of  Providence,  ever  extended  to  the 
truly  good,  and  which  no  doubt  would  shield 
Miss  Ashton,  he  bad  a  firm  conviction  that  he 
should  succeed  in  overtaking  the  fugitives. 
The  Advocate,  who  was  the  most  composed 
person  of  the  party,  proposed  that  some  of  the 
peasants  should  be  sent  to  catch  my  horses,  and 
that  he,  Mr.  Mordaunt,  and  myself,  should  im- 
mediately proceed  to  Callander,  where  he 
hoped  we  should  not  only  obtain  some  informa- 
tion which  might  regulate  our  after  pursuit,  but 
also  procure  fresh  horses  to  aid  us  in  it. 

"  If  they  proceed  to  Edinburgh,"  said  he, 
"  I  shall  ferret  them  out  from  the  most  obscure 
corner  in  which  they  may  shelter  themselves  : 
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what  do  yoa  say  to  this  proposition.  Doctor  ? 
let  us  be  off  instantly.  The  Colonel  and  the 
ladies,  and  Sketchly  and  Perciyal,  can  follow  as 
the  moment  that  post  horses  can  be  sent  for 
them.  We  mast  leave  oar  portmanteaux  to 
their  care." 

"  There  is  assuredly  no  time  to  be  lost," 
said  I ;  '*  but,  as  far  as  respects  my  accompany- 
ing you,  perhaps  you  have  not  heard,  my  dear 
Sir !  what  has  happened  to  my  poor  servant ; 
and,  if  even  yon  have  heard  of  his  accident, 
you  cannot  be  supposed  capable  of  appredating 
either  the  worth  of  that  excellent  man,  or  the 
deep  obligation  which  I  owe  to  his  firt^idship. 
I  cannot  4eave  this  place  until  I  have  ascer- 
tained bis  fate:  I  have  already  too  long  de- 
layed this  duty : — therefore  you  must  leave  me 
here  at  present. 

*'  Ton  and  Mr.  Mordaunt  can  go  forward  to 
Edinburgh ;  I  shall  join  you  there  with  the  rest 
of  the  party ;  and  then  you  may  command  my 
services  for  any  time,  and  to  whatever  dis- 
tance they  may  be  required.  Mr.  Sketchly,. 
Mr.  Percival,  and  I,  shall  walk  to  the  spot 
where  poor  Dugald  fell,  and  where  perhaps  he 
now  lies  in  severe  suffering."  In  making  this 
remark,  I  did  not  perceive  any  disapprobation 
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of  my  plan  on  the  countenance  of  Miss 
Standard :  and  I  felt,,  I  know  not  why,  com- 
forted in  her  acquiescence. 

My  proposal  was  no  sooner  agreed  to  than 
it  was  put  in  execution  :  the  ^Vdvocate  and  Mr. 
Mordaunt  hastened  to  prepare  for  their  jour- 
ney ;  and,  as  I  was  impatient,  we  left  the 
Veteran  and  the  ladies,  and  walked  along  the 
precipice  to  which  Miss  Standard  had  directed 
us.  It  was  one  of  those  elevated  rocky  points, 
on  the  high  road  to  Callander,  which  run  along 
the  margin  of  the  loch,  and  which  rise  from 
thirty  to  forty  feet  above  the  water.  As  we  ap- 
proached the  spot,  I  recognized  it  as  one 
which,  on  my  ride  to  Stewart's  Inn,  had  struck 
me  as  dangerous,  from  the  road  being  cut  close 
to  the  brink  of  the  precipice,  and  the  traveller 
being  unprotected  by  any  fence.  I  had  looked 
at  it  with  some  interest ;  but  little  thought  how 
s6on  my  attention  would  be  again  drawn  to  it, 
,  and  how  fatal  it  was  likely  to  prove  to  the 
humble  friend  who  then  cautioned  me  not  to 
trust  my  horse  so  near  its  edge.  If  we  had 
had  no  other  means  of  recognizing  it,  the 
moans  of  poor  Dugald  would  have  been  suffi- 
cient. He  lay  half  in  the  water  which  washed 
the  base  of  the  rock,   and  was  evidently  so 
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much  hort  as  to  be  incapaUe  of  moriog.  His 
groans  were  beait-rendhig,  and  were  mingled 
with  the  expressions,  ^  och ! — my  dearmastorr' 
long  before  the  warm-hearted  creatnre  was  sen- 
sible that  we  were  so  near  bim.  It  was  with 
some  diflScolty  that  we  descended  to  the  qiot 
where  he  lav.  On  first  seeing  as,  a  ^team  of  joy 
spread  ov^er  his  coantenanoe ;  and  be  stretched 
oat  the  only  hand  which  he  coald  more  towards 
me. 

^  My  dear  master  T'  exclaimed  the  kind- 
hearted  creature,  ^  she  is  now  contented." 

''  Tell  me,  Dogald  .*"  said  I,  ^  where  yoa 
are  chiefly  hort  ?  where  is  yoor  pain  ?  I  know 
all  that  has  occurred  : — it  is  for  yoar  safiety, 
only,  that  I  am  now  interested." 

^«  Weel,  weel,"  replied  he,  sapi^^essing  with 
much  effort  the  expression  of  his  agony,  ^  that 
is  eneugb :  it  will  soon  be  o'er ;  bat  she  is  now 
haj^y." 

**•  But  say,  Dugald  V*  I  again  urged,  **  where 
are  you  hurt  ?" 

"  Troth,  every  where :  there's  no  a  bane  o' 
my  body  that  does  nae  aik ;  but  ye  need  nae 
fret  about  it ;  she  is  an  auld,  feckless  man  ;  she 
has  naebody,  except  ye're  honour,  wba  cares 
a  strae  for  her :  she  has  gat  what  she  wished 
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for,  to  die  afore  ye're  honour ;  and  hae  her  e'en 
closed  by  ye're  hand.  Och — on !"  and  he 
groaned  deeply — "  but  she  is  now  happy." 

It  was  necessary  that  he  should  instantly  be* 
moved,  as  the  powers  of  life  were  apparently 
sinking :  still  I  had  hopes  that  the  natural 
vigour  of  his  constitution  would  sustain  him, 
severe  as  were  the  contusions  which  he  had 
suflFered.  With  much  difficulty,  we  carried  him 
along  the  side  of  the  lake  for  a  short  distance, 
and  placed  him  on  the  plat  of  gravel  where 
Miss  Ashton  had  landed.  For  a  moment,  he 
breathed  with  greater  ease  ;  then  looking  wist- 
fully in  my  face,  and  pressing  my  hand  with  a 
kind  of  convulsive  grasp  with  one  hand,  whilst 
he  pulled  me  forcibly  by  the  coat  with  the  other, 
he  fetched  a  deep  sigh,  and  again  looked  as  if 
he  wished  to  detail  what  had  happened  ;  the 
words  hung  upon  his  lips,  which  moved,  but  he 
spoke  not ;  he  fell  back  in  my  arms — gave  two 
or  three  convulsive  sobs — followed  by  a  length- 
ened audible  expiration — and  all  was  still.  I 
thought  he  had  fainted,  and  hastily  requested 
the  Cantab  to  bring  some  water  to  sprinkle 
over  his  face.  It  was  useless :  the  tide  of  life 
had  ebbed,  never  to  flow  again :  not  a  pulse 
was  felt  at  the  wrist,  nor  a  flutter  at  the  heart : 
— one  convulsive  sob  alone  was  again  audibly 
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— and  all  connection  of  the  noble  spirit  of  my 
humble,  but  affectionate  friend,  with  this  living 
world,  ceased  for  ever.  It  is  unnecessary — it 
is  impossible — to  describe  what  I  felt  on  this 
occasion. 

The  remains  of  Dugald  rest  in  the  south- 
west corner  of  the  church-yard  at  Callander : 
the  Veteran,  Mr.  Sketchly,  and  the  Cantab, 
accompanied  me  to  the  funeral :  there  were  no 
prayers  read  —  it  is  not  the  fashion  of  the 
country ;  but,  when  the  last  piece  of  turf  was 
placed  over  the  mould,  when  the  finishing 
blow  of  the  spade  was  given  to  it,  and,  as  is 
usual  in  the  north,  the  hats  of  the  mourners 
were  lifted  in  silence,  I  could  command  myself 
no  longer :  the  body  which  we  had  just  com- 
mitted to  the  ground  was  to  me  as  that  of  a 
brother :  all  that  poor  Dugald  had  done  for 
me — his  self-denial — his  icindness — his  unceas- 
ing, affectionate  attention  —  all  rushed  upon 
my  memory :  I  burst  into  tears  and  sobbed  Hke 
a  boy.  I  am  not  ashamed  to  pen  the  sentence. 
1  loved  Dugald  as  a  brother  ;  and  if  there  is, 
as  I  firmly  believe,  "  a  certain  hope  of  the  re- 
surrection to  eternal  life,"  such  disinterested 
goodness,  struggling  without  a  murmur  with 
the  inflictions  of  poverty  and  the  pangs  of 
bodily  suffering,  must  rise  to  receive  that  re- 
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ward  which  we  are  told  has  been  prepared  for 
the  blessed  from  the  beginning  of  the  world. 

I  was  kindly  led  from  the  grave  by  the 
Veteran,  who,  whilst  he  knew  too  well  the 
human  heart  to  meddle  with  my  grief,  or  to 
utter  a  word  of  consolation,  brushed  a  tear 
from  his  cheek,  and  conducted  me  to  my  apart- 
ment in  the  inn. 

He  had  no  sooner  left  the  room,  than  I 
threw  myself  upon  my  bed  and  gave  a  free 
vent  to  my  sorrow  ;  but  sleep,  the  sweetest 
balm  to  the  wretched  (I  had  not  closed  my 
eyes  since  the  death  of  Dugald),  soon  overcame 
me ;  and  I  remained  unconscious,  until  roused 
by  the  hand  of  the  Veteran  kindly  pressed 
upon  mine.  I  almost  involuntarily  rose,  and 
allowed  myself  to  be  led  by  him  to  the  dinner 
table,  where  his  excellent  wife  and  daughter, 
with  Mr.  Sketchly,  and  the  Cantab,  were 
already  seated. 

Before  leaving  Callander,  I  fulfilled  my 
intention,  and  saw  an  eglantine  planted  on  the 
grave  of  Dugald.  I  had  now  performed  the 
last  services  of  affection  to  the  best  of  men, 
the  most  disinterested  of  friends  ;  and  may 
that  emblem  of  his  virtues  never  be  dismem- 
bered by  the  destructive  hands  of  idleness,  nor 
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rooted  up  by  the  command  of  cold-hearted  uti- 
litarianism ! 

On  the  following  morning,  the  whole  party 
left  Callander.  The  Veteran  had  received  a 
letter  from  Mr.  Mordaunt,  announcing  the 
arrival  of  himself  and  his  companion  in  the 
Scottish  metropolis  ;  but  lamenting  the  fruitless 
issue  of  their  enquiries  respecting  the  fugitives, 
whom  they  had  been  able  to  trace  only  as  far 
as  Stirling.  It  further  mentioned,  that,  judging 
frpoi  his  knowledge  of  the  present  state  of 
feeling  of  all  the  party  that  a  quiet  residence 
would  be  preferred  to  an  hotel,  he  had  secured 
apartments  for  the  family  and  myself  in  Suther- 
land's lodging,  where  he  and  Mr.  Mordaunt 
would  be  waiting  to  receive  us  on  our  arrival. 
Having  nothing  to  detain  us  in  Callander, 
we  set  off  on  the  morning  of  the  day  after 
that  of  the  funeral  of  poor  Dugald,  with  the 
intention  of  reaching  Edinburgh  that  evening. 
'  Neither  the  Scottish  horses  nor  the  Scotch 
postillions  are  accustomed  to  consider  time  of 
importance  to  travellers ;  so  that  the  twilight 
was  far  advanced  before  we  reached  the  "  guid 
town."  We  were,  indeed,  not  sensible  that  we 
were  entering  it  until  we  found  ourselves  pass- 
ing under  the  shadow  of  the  Castle.     In  gazing. 
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as  we  drove  along  Princes  Street,  upon  the 
dark  mass  of  that  stupendous  bulwark,  and  the 
dusky  buildings  ranging  along  the  brow  of  the 
declivity  which  descends  from  it  to  the  east- 
ward, with  a  light  here  and  there  twinkling  in 
some  high  window,  as  if  to  mark  more  forcibly 
the  dread  elevation  of  the  houses,  I  could 
scarcely  believe  that  I  had  so  lately  left  the 
city,  or  that  the  singular  adventure,  which  had 
so  hastened  my  return,  was  other  than  a  dream. 

Miss  Standard,  who  travelled  in  the  same 
carriage  with  the  Veteran,  Mrs.  Standard,  and 
myself,  had  avoided,  during  the  journey,  making 
the  most  distant  allusion  to  her  cousin  ;  and  had 
anxiouslv  endeavoured  to  divert  the  mind  of 
her  mother  from  dwelling  upon  the  afflicting 
circumstance  which  hurried  us  onwards  The 
strong  impression,  however,  which  the  half- 
obscured  ruin  of  the  Castle  and  the  Old  Town, 
now  made  upon  her  mind,  completely  threw 
her  oflF  her  guard. 

"  How  different,"  said  she,  "  is  the  present 
aspect  of  this  singular  scene  from  that  which 
it  wore  the  last  evening  that  we  walked  in 
Princes  Street !  It  was  a  fine  summer  evening : 
the  street  was  a  gay  and  animated  promenade, 
and  poor  Caroline  in  the  highest  spirits.  Do  you 
not  recollect.  Papa,  that  a  gentleman  turned 
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round  and  gazed  after  her  for  some  minutes  ? 
and,  so  extraordinary,  Doctor !"  said  she,  **  are 
coincidences,  that  that  very  individual  afterwards 
accidentally  met  and  joined  our  party  in  the 
Highlands,  in  the  person  of  Mr.  Mordannt." 

Mrs  Standard  smiled  upon  her  daughter ; 
but  sighed  deeply  ;  and  I  could  plainly  perceive 
that  the  Veteran  was  desirous  the  subject 
should  be  dropped.  I  made  no  reply ;  and  the 
carriage,  in  a  few  minutes  afterwards,  stopped 
in  Herriot  Row.  Mr.  Sketchly  and  the  Cantab 
had  arrived  before  us,  and  had  dropped  Miss 
Bridget  at  Sutherland's ;  and  she  now  beckoned 
to  us  from  the  window ;  where  she  was  with 
the  Advocate  and  Mr.  Mordaunt,  who,  in  a 
moment,  were  at  the  door  of  the  carriage. 
The  greeting  was  that  of  real^  if  not  old, 
friends :  the  Advocate  looked  cheerful  and 
happy ;  but  traces  of  the  deepest  anxiety  were 
imprinted  on  the  countenance  of  Mr.  Mordaunt ; 
and  it  was  equally  apparent  that  his  health  was 
suffering  under  it.  The  details  of  their  jour- 
ney were  soon  told.  They  had  traced  the 
fugitives  as  far  as  Stirling,  where,  however, 
instead  of  changing  horses,  thy  stopped  only  for 
a  few  minutes:  no  person  left  the  carriage, 
the  windows  of  which  were  kept  up,  and  no- 
thing was  mentioned  by  the  postillions.     From 
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this  time  every  trace  of  them  was  lost ;  but, 
from  the  information  which  the  Advocate  had 
given  to  the  police,  and  the  well-known  activity 
of  its  oflScers,  there  was  every  reason  for  hoping 
that  some  satisfactory  intelligence  might  soon 
be  obtained. 

"  I  have  been  informed,"  said  the  Advocate, 
"  that  Mackenzie,  the  lawyer,  who  I  thought, 
from  his  voice,  was  one  of  the  party  in  the 
boat  on  Loch  Cateran,  has  been  for  some 
months  on  the  continent ;  but  this  I  suspect  to 
be  a  falsehood.  Nothing  is  more  evident  than 
that  the  whole  transaction  has  been  well 
planned,  and  every  precaution  adopted,  both  to 
secure  the  secrecy  of  the  inferior  conspirators, 
and  the  flight  of  those  who  are  the  chief  per- 
petrators  of  the  crime." 

This  intelligence,  and  this  opinion  of  the 
Advocate,  was  any  thing  but  a  source  of  conxfort 
to  the  party.  The  Advocate,  however,  ex- 
pressed his  determination  to  leave  no  means 
untried  to  gain  that  information  which  could 
alone  lead  to  the  restoration  of  Miss  Ashton  ; 
and  Mr.  Mordaunt  felt  some  consolation,  in 
having  not  only  the  advice  of  his  friend,  but 
the  aid  of  his  personal  efforts,  for  that  purpose. 

"  Were  I  not,"  said  the  Advocate,  "  in  mo- 
mentary expectation  of  that  intelligence  which 
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must  direct  our  pursuit,  I  should  insist  on  the 
whole  party  dining  with  me  to-morrow,  at  a 
small  house  which  I  have,  about  five  miles  from 
town,  a  kind  of  rendezvous  de  chasse^  to  use 
the  mongrel  language  of  fashionable  life, 
among  the  hills." 

Both  the  Veteran  and  Mrs.  Standard  ex- 
pressed their  thanks  for  the  politeness  of  the 
kind-hearted  lawyer  ;  but  they  assured  him 
that,  if  even  time  permitted  them  to  accept  his 
hospitable  offer,  their  minds  were  too  much 
engrossed  with  the  fate  of  their  niece  to  admit 
of  any  enjoyment.  He  acknowledged  the  pro- 
priety of  these  sentiments  ;  and,  with  a  proper 
consideration  for  the  fatigue  of  the  travellers, 
he  and  Mr.  Mordaunt  left  the  house. 

After  the  Colonel  and  the  ladies  retired, 
I  also  took  up  my  candle  and  sought  my  soli- 
tary apartment.  I  employ  that  epithet  al- 
though, in  fact,  my  room  was  not  more  solitary 
than  it  had  always  been ;  but  it  certainly  felt 
more  so  than  usual  on  this  occasion.  I  felt 
the  absence  of  poor  Dugald  there,  busy- 
ing himself  with  a  variety  of  things,  which  he 
conceived  to  be  necessary  to  my  comfort. — 
I  missed  the  good  fire  blazing,  instead  of  the 
choked-up  spark,  in  the  grate,  the  sight  of 
which,  on  my  entrance,  now  made  me  shiver— 
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and  I  also  missed  my  candles,  ready-lighted — 
and  my  diary  opened  upon  my  table.  I  had,  in 
the  attention  which  these  comforts  required,  a 
demonstration  that  some  one  cared  for  me ; 
and  this  of  itself  warded  off  any  feeling  of 
desolation  which  might  have  intruded :  so  true 
is  it  that  we  never  know  the  real  value  of  what 
we  possess,  nor  sufficiently  prize  the  services  of 
a  friend,  however  humble,  until  we  lose  him. 

Having  put  the  poker  into  the  expiring  em- 
bers, and  sat  down  to  watch  the  effect,  my 
mind  naturally  rested  upon  the  striking  confir- 
mation of  the  adage  which  my  own  case  pre- 
sented. I  saw,  as  Hamlet  would  have  said, 
"  in  my  mind's  eye,"  the  kind-hearted  Celt 
pacing  my  room  with  as  much  softness  of  step 
as  the  halt  of  his  lame  knee  permitted ;  then 
kneeling  down  beside  me,  and  gently  raising 
my  foot  upon  his  lap  to  undo  the  straps  of  my 
trowsers,  and  take  oflF  my  shoe  to  replace  it 
with  a  comfortably  toasted  slipper :  I  saw  him 
airing  my  dressing  gown,  and  patiently  waiting, 
until  I  took  off  my  coat,  and  silently  slipped 
my  arms  into  its  sleeves  ;  and,  ere  he  uttered 
his  ''  guid  nicht,"  I  fancied  that  I  beheld  him 
casting  his  eyes  around  to  be  certain  that  every 
thing  was  in  order ;  then  snuffing  my  candles  ; 
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and,  touching  his  forehead  with  the  back  of  his 
hand,  gliding  out  of  the  room. 

How  often  are  the  senses  deludcnl  by  the 
phantasms  of  the  imagination  !  How  fondly 
do  we  yield  to  the  deception,  and  almost  regret 
to  be  undeceived  !  My  mind  was  in  this  con- 
dition, strongly  impressed  with  the  irreparable 
loss  of  my  lamented  servant,  when  I  heard  the 
room  door  gently  opened  ;  and,  on  turning 
round,  I  literally  beheld  Dugald  standing  with  it 
ajar  in  his  hand.  He  gazed  steadfastly  upon 
roe :  I  essayed  to  speak,  but  my  toftgue  seemed 
to  cleave  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  and  utterance 
was  refused ;  still  I  struggled  for  speech  : — ^it 
was  in  vain  : — and,  in  my  efforts  to  obtain  it, 
having  coughed  violently,  on  afterwards  raising 
my  eye  to  the  door,  to  my  astonishment  and 
disappointment,  it  was  shut,  and  no  person  was 
in  the  room.  So  convinced,  however,  was  I 
of  the  reality  of  what  I  had  seen,  that  I  called 
"  come  in,"  and  waited  for  a  few  seconds, 
almost  expecting  to  see  Dugald  enter ;  but,  at 
length,  memory  resumed  her  influence,  and  I 
became  conscious  that  the  whole  was  a  mere 
delusion  of  an  over-excited  brain. 

What  an  opportunity  would  this  incident 
offer  to  the  superstitious  to  propagate  error ;  to 


163 

the  sceptic  to  illustrate  bis  favourite  maxim  of 
the  illusory  nature  of  all  things,  or  to  the  phi- 
losopher to  cogitate  upon  the  influence  of 
mental  as  well  as  physical  agency  upon  the 
nerves !  thought  I,  as  I  rubbed  my  eyes  to  be 
convinced  that  I  was  awake.  I  was  setting 
myself  to  work  out  the  explanation,  when  the 
room  door  was  again  opened ;  but,  instead  of 
poor  Dugald,  Mr.  Mordaunt  entered.  For  a 
few  moments,  I  gazed  at  the  Clergyman,  as  if 
uncertain  whether  his  appearance  was  real,  or 
whether  it  was  not  another  illusion  of  the 
fancy ;  but,  on  his  addressing  me,  the  matter 
was  instantly  settled. 

"  I  rejoice,  Doctor !"  said  he,  "  that  you 
are  not  yet  in  bed,  for  I  wish  you  to  accompany 
me  to  the  house  of  Mr.  Oatlands,  who  has 
sent  to  inform  me  that  be  has  discovered  the 
haunt  of  Donald  the  boatman,  who  is  in 
Edinburgh  ;  and  he  is  desirous  that  you  and  I 
should  accompany  him  and .  two  police  officers 
to  the  place  where  the  miscreant  is  lodged." 

"  I  will  do  so  most  willingly,"  replied  I : 
and,  having  drawn  on  the  boots  from  which  I 
had,  only  five  minutes  before,  uncased  my 
limbs,  I  accompanied  the  Clergyman  to  Saint 
Andrew's  Square,  where  we  found  the  Advo- 
cate and  Mr.  Sketchly  waiting  for  us.     I  was 


164 

soon  satisfied  of  the  accuracy  of  the  informa- 
tion which  had  been  obtained  respecting  the 
retreat  of  Donald.  The  police  oflBcers  in- 
formed us  that  the  Highlander  was  amply  sup- 
plied with  money,  which  he  was  lavishly 
spending  in  treating  several  of  his  countrymen, 
and  others,  who  were  settled  as  porters  in  the 
city  ;  and,  through  the  perfidy  of  one  of  these 
friends,  the  discovery  was  made  upon  which  we 
were  now  about  to  act.  It  still,  however,  re- 
mained doubtful  whether  Donald,  who  was  so 
subordinate  an  agent  in  the  plot,  knew  where  the 
principal  actors  had  fled,  or  how  to  direct  our 
pursuit.  It  was,  nevertheless,  the  only  pro- 
bable channel  open  to  us :  it  was,  therefore, 
necessary  to  investigate  it ;  and,  with  that  in- 
tention, we  followed  the  oflScers  who  were  to 
guide  us  to  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Charles — Did  you  see  them  P 

Officer — As  clear  as  I  see  you : 

Three  blacker-hearted  knaves,  in  evil  hour, 
Did  never  danger  league  for  desperate  deeds. 

MSS.  Drama. 


"  Stay,"  said  the  Advocate,  as  we  were 
about  to  enter  a  dark,  narrow  passage,  in  the 
turn  of  the  west  Bow  ;  "  do  look  at  that  hotise, 
over  which  the  moon  is  just  rising,  and  throw- 
ing the  whole  into  a  deep  shadow  ;  that  was  the 
dwelling  of  the  celebrated  wizard  Major  Weir, 
I  recollect  the  time  when  I  dared  not  approach 
it  at  this  hour." 

"  It  is  almost  a  ruin,"  said  I ;  "  and  the 
other  houses  are  little  better." 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  Advocate ;  "  and  they 
will  soon  be  levelled,  to  make  room  for  some 
contemplated  improvement.  I  cannot  help 
lamenting  it:  there  is  something  in  early  asso- 
ciations which  makes  me  even  opposed  to 
useful  changes  :  in  my  time,  he  was  a  bold  and 
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intrepid  urchin  who  could  climb  ten  steps  of  that 
scale  stair*." 

I  was  preparing  a  remark  on  the  antiquity 
of  the  houses,  when  I  perceived  the  impatience 
of  Mr.  Mordaunt  strongly  marked  upon  bis 
countenance,  as  he  turned  round  to  me,  and 
the  light  of  a  lamp  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  narrow  street  gleamed  full  upon  his  anxious 
face. 

"  Let  us  enter,  therefore,"  said  I :  and  the 
whole  party  followed  the  police-men  into  the 
narrow  passage. 

We  were  guided  along  it  solely  by  the  sides 
of  the  passage,  which  was  pitch  dark ;  but,  after 
two  turnings,  we  suddenly  emerged  into  the 
moonlight,  and  found  ourselves  at  the  summit  of 
several  flights  of  steps  which  led  down,  in  the 
open  air,  to  the  Cowgate,  the  backs  of  the 
houses  on  the  north  side  of  which  were  now 
before  us.  It  was  a  singular  scene  of  half- 
ruined  masses  of  ancient  tenements,  which,  at 
one  time,  had  been  the  habitations  of  the  aris- 
tocracy of  the  Scottish  capital,  but  were  now 
let  out,  chiefly  in  single  apartments,  to  the 
lowest  class  of  the  community.  We  paused 
for  a  few  minutes  on  the  platform,  at  the  top 

*  Spiral  staircase. 
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of  these  stairs,  to  contemplate  the  scene,  and 
to  concert  further  measures  of  precaution  for 
preventing  surprise,  and  the  flight  of  those  we 
were  in  search  of,  as  the  police-men  assured 
us  that  there  were  numerous  avenues  of  es- 
cape if  the  slightest  intimation  of  our  approach 
was  given.  It  was  agreed  that  one  of  our 
legal  guides  should  remain  upon  the  platform,  to 
be  prepared  to  give  his  assistance  if  necessary, 
and  that  the  other  should  conduct  us  to  Donald's 
apartment.  We  now  ascended  twenty  or  thirty 
broken  steps  of  a  winding  staircase,  and  then 
proceeded  along  a  kind  of  gallery,  into  which 
the  moon  shone  through  open  arches,  and  en- 
abled us  to  guard  against  stumbling  in  the  holes 
which  time  had  worn  in  the  floor.  Occupied  as 
my  mind  was  with  the  object  which  had  led  us 
in  this  singular  place,  I  could  not  avoid  gazing  at 
the  old  sculptured,  Saxon  pillars  which  supported 
these  arches,  and  which  clearly  demonstrated 
not  only  the  antiquity  of  the  tenement,  but  the 
aristocracy  of  its  character  in  former  days. 
We  again  ascended  ten  or  twelve  steps,  and 
entered  another  dark  passage.  At  the  farther 
end  of  which  was  a  door,  and  through  some  cre- 
vices in  it  the  light  of  a  candle  streamed ;  whilst 
it  was  evident,  that  the  persons  in  the  room  to 
which  it  led  were  carousing.     We  stopped  to 
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listen.  The  language  of  the  carousers,  the 
loudness  of  their  voices,  and  the  symptoms  of 
discord  that  reigned,  left  no  hesitation  in  our 
minds  that,  although  Donald  might  be  one  of 
the  party,  yet,  that  none  of  the  chief  actors  in  the 
late  conspiracy  were  present.  Indeed,  in  a 
few  minutes,  we  recognized  the  voice  of  the 
boatman  in  the  following  dialogue : 

*'  Tak  your  glass,  my  frien,  and  dinna  fieush 
your  thumb  about  any  risk  to  hersel ;  Donald 
Cameron  kens  weel  what  she  is  about.  Tak 
your  glass,  ye  ken  weel  there's  nae  lawing : 
that's  better  than  tabling  down  the  pence  ; 
is  no  that  your  opinion  ? 

"  An  is  it  that  you  are  after  thinking  of?" 
retorted  the  person  addressed,  in  a  strong  Irish 
accent ;  "  maybe  you  wad  wish  to  be  tould  that 
Patrick  O'Reilly  values  your  tret  as  little  as 
a  whiflF  of  our  grandmother's  pipe  !  Ye  know, 
Donald  Cameron,  that  I  could  clep  you  up  in 
the  Heart  of  Mid  Lothian,  or  even  hang  you, 
were  I  nat  a  man  of  a  tinder  conscience !" 

"  Speak  nae  o'  conscience  in  my  presence, 
Patrick !  'tis  a  burning  shame  to  Lear  sic  a 
word  blasphemed  in  your  mouth  I"  exclaimed 
a  third  speaker,  whose  drawling  voice  indicated 
him  to  be  a  west-countryman. 

"  My  faith  !  that  comes  ill  frae  you,  Peter . 
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I  opine  there's  little  conscience  among  the  hale 
o'  us !  or  we  wad  nae  be  now  carousing  with 
the  unhaly  gains  of  Donald :  but  let  sic  non- 
sense alane,  and  I'll  gie  ye  a  sang." 

This  was  spoken  evidently  by  a  female, 
who  followed  up  her  remark  with  the  following 
verse  of  one  of  Burns'  songs,  sung  with  a  de* 
gree  of  taste  that  astonished  our  party : 

Go  fetch  to  me  a  pint  o'  wine^ 

An  fill  it  in  a  silver  tassie, 
That  I  may  drink,  before  I  go, 

A  service  to  my  bonnie  lassie. 

"  What  did  Mackenzie  gi'e  you,  Donald, 
for  this  last  turn?"  s^id  the  third  speaker,  in- 
terrupting the  song.  "  By  my  faith  !  he  is  as 
thorough  a  pad  scoundrel  as  ere  kept  his  neck 
out  o'  a  tether,  yet  he  wad  think  naething  o' 
clapping  an  honest  man  into  the  Tolbooth  on 

bare  suspicion." 

"  Never*  was  a  juster  sentence  passed !" 
whispered  the  Advocate ;  "  yet  the  scoundrel 
who  has  uttered  it  is  the  informer  in  the  pre- 
sent instance, — as  sanctified  a  looking  knave 
as  ever  pestered  society.  We  shall  now,  I 
hope,  have  a  confession." 

"  What's  that  to  you  ?"  was  the  reply  of 
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the  cautious  Donald.  <<  She  gat  what  she 
asked,  and  that's  eneugh." 

"  We'll  see  ye  swing  for  it  yet,  frae  the 
west  end,"  uttered  the  female  again  ;  *'  ye*re 
a  dour  brute,  that  could  look  in  sic  a  face  as  that 
leddy's,  and  hurt  a  hair  o'  her  head,  for  a'  the 
writers  and  colonels  in  the  warld." 

<^  Ye're  a  bonnie  lass  yoursel,  May  MaC"* 
murdo !"  rejoined  the  third  speaker. 

"  Hands  off,  Jock  Douglas !"  exclmmed 
the  female.  "  I  say  he  is  a  heartless  brute ! 
If  I  kenn'd  where  the  leddy's  friens  are,  I  wad 
get  him  laid  up  by  the  heels." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  pushed  forward  towards  the 
door,  as  if  e;ager  to  proclaim  himself,  and  those 
with  him  ready  to  receive  the  information  thus 
proffered ;  but  the  Advocate  restrained  him. 

"  Be  patient,  my  excellent  friend !"  whis- 
pered he ;  "  your  impetuosity  will  spoil  every 
thing." 

The  voice  of  Donald  was  again  heard  in 
reply. 

"  Wad  ye  like  cauld  iron  in  ye're  guts. 
May  ?  Maybe  ye're  tired  o'  life  ?  do  ye  want 
me  to  draw  this  gulley  across  ye're  craig  ? 
She's  no  soon  provoked ;  but,  when  her  birse 
is  ance  up,  she's  the  very  deevil  in  h— 11." 
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"  Its  aw  a  piece  of  stuff,"  said  the  sancti- 
fied speaker  again ;  "  she  wad  only  do  so  for 
the  love  o'  lucre  ;  and  there's  nane  here  to  pay 
her." 

The  Advocate  grasped  more  firmly  the  arm 
of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  as  he  stood  beside  him  ;  for 
he  felt  that  he  was  again  ready  to  spring  forwards, 
and  he  even  heard  his  heart  beating  audibly. 

"  Jock  Douglas,"  rejoined  the  female,  "  ye 
judge  eithers  by  y'ersel :  I  dinna  cant  and 
screw  my  mouth,  and  turn  up  the  white  o*  my 
e'e,  at  kirk,  like  a  seceder,  as  ye  do  ;  and  then 
peach  an  hangyeVe  friens,  like  anither  Iscariot, 
— ye  base,  hypocritical  loon  !" 

'^  Keep  a  better  tongue  in  ye're  head,  May, 
my  jewel !"  said  O'Reilly  :  "  I'm  after  thinking 
that  ye're  little  better  here  than  a  laverock  In 
the  hawk's  e'e." 

"  I  have  nae  fear  o'  either  Jock  or  Donald," 
replied  the  dauntless  female  ;  "  there's  ane 
that  I  ken  wad  soon  spit  them  baith,  war  they 
to  touch  me.  I  hate  hypocrites! — an  the 
blackguard  wha,  far  twa  or  three  guineas, 
could  pit  into  the  hands  o'  that  ruffian  Mac- 
kensie  and  that  Colonel  —  what's  his  name  ? — 
sae  beautifu'  an  innocent  a  creature  as  I  saw 
step  into  the  chaise  at  the  Black  Bull,  will  ne'er, 
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cheat  the  gallows : — I  could  tuck  up  the  beast 
mysel." 

"  Tak'  ye  that,  ye  d — d  she  deevil !"  was 
uttered  by  Donald ;  and  a  blow  was  evidently- 
given  ;  for  the  words  were  almost  instantly 
followed  by  a  piercing  shriek,  and  the  noise  of 
the  overturning  of  chairs  and  tables,  the  break- 
ing of  glasses,  and  the  rush  of  feet. 

This  was  the  moment  for  our  entrance ;  the 
police-man  therefore  burst  open  the  door,  and 
exposed  the  boatman,  collared  by  his  two  com- 
panions, and  the  female,  prostrate  on  the  floor, 
bleeding  profusely.  The  struggling  of  the 
Highlander,  whose  face  was  purple  with  rage, 
and  the  eflForts  of  the  other  miscreants  to  pre- 
vent him  from  again  attacking  the  wounded 
woman  with  a  knife,  which  he  grasped  in  bis 
hand,  so  engrossed  for  a  moment  their  entire 
attention,  that  our  entrance  was  not  perceived. 

With  the  aid  of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  I  raised  the 
woman,  who  had  been  rather  stunned  by  the 
blow  than  seriously  hurt;  for  the  knife  had 
only  divided  a  few  small  vessels  on  the  temple, 
the  head  having  been  protected  by  the  thick 
black  hair,  which  her  fall  had  loosened  from 
the  comb  that  held  it  up,  and  which  now  veiled 
her  face.       On  placing  her  in  a  chair,   and 
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sprinkling  some  water  over  her,  she  opened  her 
eyes — ^looked  round  wildly — and,  uttering  an- 
other piercing  shriek,  went  into  a  violent  hysteric. 
In  the  mean  time,  with  the  aid  of  the  other 
police-man,  who  had  found  his  way  into  the 
room  on  hearing  the  noise,  the  boatman  and  his 
companions  were  separated,  and,  after  the  most 
desperate  resistance,  all  three  were  secured 
and  handcuffed. 

The  sanctified  miscreant,  who  had  been  the 
means  of  leading  to  their  apprehension,  pleaded 
his  services  with  the  Advocate  as  a  cause  for 
setting  him  at  liberty;  but  Mr.  Oatlands  in- 
formed him  that  his  testimony  would  be  neces- 
sary in  the  Police  Court,  where  he  would  now 
have  the  pleasure  of  escorting  him  ;  after  which, 
if  the  magistrate  thought  proper^  he  should  be 
set  at  liberty.  The  appearance  of  Donald,  on 
finding  himself  thus  in  the  power  of  the  friends 
of  Miss  Ashton,  may  be  more  readily  conceived 
than  described.  O'Reilly  declared  that  he 
knew  nothing  of  the  abduction  ;  that  he  had 
met  May  Macmurdo,  who  asked  him  to  accom- 
pany her  to  the  lodging  of  a  friend  of  her  father 
from  the  north,  "  who  had  got  some  of  the  blunt 
left  him  by  a  dere  relation,  and  was  going  to 
give  a  ploy."     He  protested  that  he  was  "  as 
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innocent  of  the  knowledge  of  Donald's  guilt  as 
the  unborn  babe." 

"  Upon  what  plea,  then,  Mr.  O'Reilly," 
said  the  Advocate,  "  could  you  have  impri- 
Boned,  or  even  hanged,  your  worthy  com- 
panion ?" 

"Faith,  Mr.  Oatlands," — for  the  ruffian 
had  been  a  client  of  the  Advocate,  and  recog- 
nized him, — "  ye  even  now,  truly,  press  me  too 
hard :  but  ye're  honour  knows  that  a  man  is 
moalded  by  his  comrades ;  and  it  needs  no 
great  clerkship  to  guess  that  a  chum  of  sancti- 
fied Peter — ^honest  man ! — must  be  in  fair  train- 
ing for  the  gallows.  Ye're  honour — may  Heaven 
bless  you ! — got  me  out  of  one  scrape,  and  I  ex- 
peck  ye  will  now  let  me  go  home  to  my  childer." 

«  Your  hopes,  Mr.  O'Reilly !"  replied  the 
Advocate,  "  will  not  be  fulfilled  in  the  present 
instance :  you  know  more  of  Donald  than  you 
admit,  and  we  cannot  spare  so  valuable  a  wit- 
ness." 

Donald  now  began  to  perceive  that  all 
chance  of  escape  was  at  an  end  ;  especially  as 
the  Advocate,  on  examining  the  female,  who 
had  recovered,  had  procured  from  her  the  fact, 
that  a  lady,  answering  the  description  of  Miss 
Ashton,  had  departed  from  the  Black  Bull  Inn, 
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in  company  with  a  gentleman  and  a  female  ser- 
vant, two  days  before ;  and  that  the  boatman 
had  informed  her  that  the  young  lady  was  the 
person  he  had  assisted  in  carrying  off  from 
Stewart*s  Inn. 

"  May  be,  Sir,"  said  the  cunning  miscreant, 
throwing  off  the  sullen,  dark  look  which  he 
had  worn  since  his  capture,  and  addressing  Mr, 
Mordaunt,  "  ye  wad  nae  be  agen  hearing  some- 
thing o'  the  young  leddy  here,  rather  than  in 
the  police-office  ?  Do  ye  nae  think  that  we 
cou'd  speak  mair  freely  here  than  in  the  court  ? 
is  that  no  ye're  opinion  ?" 

Mr.  Mordaunt  looked  at  the  Advocate,  as 
if  to  illicit  his  sentiments  on  this  proposition.*' 

*'  Yes,"  replied  the  lawyer ;  "  if  we  can 
trust  the  ruffian.  On  every  account  it  would 
be  better,  as  we  might  be  detained  by  the 
forms  of  the  court;  and,  if  the  information  be 
such  as  we  can  depend  upon,  we  should  not 
lose  a  moment  in  the  pursuit." 

"  Ye  say  richt,"  rejoined  Donald,  with  con- 
summate impudence  ;  '*  they're  far  eneuch  awa 
wham  ye  seek ;  and  I  opine  ye've  no  time  to 
lose :  do  ye  nae  think  it  better  to  tak  her  depo^ 
sition  anent  them  matters  without  delay  ?  Is 
that  no  ye're  opinion,  Sir  ?"  - 

The  insolence,  and  the  cool  impudence  of 
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the  scoundrel,  made  us  hesitate  as  to  the  pro- 
priety of  liberating  him  on  his  confession  ;  but 
the  urgency  of  time  left  us  no  choice.  The 
Advocate,  therefore,  Informed  him  that  every 
thing  depended  on  the  truth  of  his  information  ; 
and  that,  although  he  should  be  now  liberated, 
yet,  that  the  police  would  not  lose  sight  of  him, 
and  punishment  should  certainly  overtake  him, 
if  we  discovered  that  he  had  deceived  us. 

*<  Nae  doubt.  Sir,  nae  doubt ;  naething  can 
be  mair  just.  She  has,  howsomever,  repented, 
and  wad  be  glad  to  mak  a  clear  conscience ; 
it's  a  sair  thing  to  be  fashed  wi'  a  load  o'  sin : 
do  ye  nae  think  sae.  Sir  ?" 

"  Now  is  the  moment  to  throw  it  oflF, 
Donald,"  said  the  Advocate  ;  "  and,  therefore, 
tell  us  all  you  know  about  this  iniquitous  tran- 
saction." 

"  A  weel.  Sir,  she'll  be  upon  honour ;  but 
ye  dinna  think  she  can  speak  wi'  tbae  manicles 
on  ?  Wad  it  nae  be  out  o'  nature  to  expect 
the  tongue  to  be  unshackled  when  the  rest  o'  the 
members  are  in  bondage  ?  Ye  need  nae  fear, 
when  thae  twa  harpies  o'  the  police  are  in  the 
room,  either  for  ye'resels  or  for  May,  though 
she  awes  her  a  grudge." 

"  Any  thing  to  secure  the  information  we 
so  eagerly  desire,"  said  Mr.  Mordaunt 
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The  Advocate,  therefore,  ordered  Donald 
to  be  unfettered,  and  to  proceed  with  his  nar- 
rative. 

It  was  a  scene  for  the  pencil  of  Wilkie. 
The  apartment  was  large,  and  displayed,  in  the 
wretchedness  of  its  present  condition,  the  re- 
mains of  its  original  grandeur ;  the  black  oak 
panelling  which  covered  the  walls,  broken 
and  falling  to  pieces,  exhibited,  in  various  places, 
the  remnants  of  masterly  carving,  which  was 
more  than  equalled  by  the  flowered  ornaments 
on  the  roof,  even  now  nearly  entire,  although 
obscured  by  smoke  and  dust.  The  ample 
chimney  still  boasted  its  marble  moulded  jambs, 
its  Dutch  tiles,  and  its  elevated,  grotesquely 
figured,  mantle-shelf,  which  ill  accorded  with 
the  wretchedness  of  the  furniture  ;  namely, 
four  crippled  chairs,  and  the  table  that  had 
been  overturned  in  the  scuffle,  with  a  truckle  bed 
in  the  corner.  On  the  panellrng  between  the 
windows,  which  were  four  with  thirty  panes  in 
each,  hung  a  miserably  coloured  engraving  of 
the  Pretender,  and  another  of  John,  Duke  of 
-^rgyle  ;  and  over  the  mantle-shelf,  was  a  broken 
looking-glass  behind  the  candle,  which  threw  its 
light  upon  the  party  below.  The  group  consisted 
of  the  miscreants,  O'Reilly  and  sanctified  Peter, 
with  a  police-man  close  to  each,  and  Donald  in  his 
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Highland  garb,  a  little  in  advance  of  them,  con- 
fronted by  the  Advocate,  who  stood  with  bis 
band  upon  the  back  of  a  chair,  with  all  the 
dignity  which  his  miniature  person  could  as- 
sume, rendered  still  more  diminutive  when 
compared  with  the  athletic  boatman,  whose  cate- 
gories he  was  receiving.  Near  him,  on  the 
floor,  sat  the  female.  May  Macmurdo,  her  fore- 
head resting  on  her  right  hand,  veiled  by  her  long, 
black,  dishevelled  hair ;  and  supported  by  Mr. 
Sketchly,  whose  kind  heart  never  failed  to  im- 
pel him  to  offer  his  assistance  to  any  woman 
in  distress,  whatever  might  be  her  failings  or 
un worthiness.  I  was  seated  on  a  chair  near 
him,  deeply  interested  with  the  appearance  of 
Mr.  Mordaunt,  who  stood,  leaning  with  one 
arm  upon  the  mantle-shelf,  seeming  as  if  be 
could  look  into  the  very  heart  of  Donald,  and 
eager  to  seize  every  sentence  he  uttered,  whilst 
the  varying  expression  of  his  countenance  be- 
trayed each  feeling  that  was  passing  through 
his  anxious  mind.  The  two  pyramidal  groups, 
which  had  been  thus  unconsciously  formed, 
were  rendered  more  picturesque  by  the  light 
being  thrown  from  above,  and  the  soft,  deep 
shadows  which  mingled  with  the  general  ob- 
scurity of  the  apartment. 

"  Weel,"  said  Donald,  "  it  wad  aiblains  be 
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best  to  begin  frae  the  beginning :  is  that  nae 
ye're  idea  o'  the  thing,  Sir  ?" 

"  No  more  of  your  interrogatories,  Donald !" 
said  the  Advocate ;  "  but  inform  us  simply  what 
you  know  of  the  plot  to  carry  off  Miss  Ashton, 
and  what  part  you  played  in  it,  however  diabo- 
lical :  you  know  the  terms  on  which  you  are  to 
speak  the  truth.'* 

"  Perfectly,  Sir,  perfectly,"  replied  Donald  ; 
"  but,  as  for  ony  thing  diabolical,  there  is  little 
doubt  that  the  leddy  is  now  muckle  obliged  to 
me,  for  she  was  hinging  on  the  Colonel's  arm, 
without  a  tear  in  her  ee,  and  stapped  into  the 
carriage,  wi'  her  servant  lass  and  the  Colonel, 
at  the  Black  Bull,  as  if  naething  had  happened." 

Mr.  Mordaunt's  countenance  fell,  and  he 
advanced  a  step  towards  Donald  and  uttered 
the  monosj^llable  "  how  ?"= — but  immediately 
checked  himself,  and  resumed  his  former  posi- 
tion. 

"  She  is  sure,"  continued  Donald,  "  the 
Colonel  is  a  kind  man  ;  and  hersel  has  cause 
to  say,  a  free-handed  man,  for  he  gave  her 
a  guinea  o'er  an  aboon  what  he  had  bar- 
gained for :  was  nae  that  eneuch  to  mak  her 
speak  weel  o'  him  ?" 

"  Who  do  you  speak  of  ?"  said  the  Advo- 
cate. 
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"  Wha  does  she  speak  o'  ?"  repeated 
Donald,  looking  up  with  affected  surprise^ 
"  wha  should  it  be,  but  Colonel  Manvers." 

'^  Manvers  ?"  said  I,  believing  that  I  had 
heard  wrong. 

"  Manvers  ?"  exclaimed  Mr.  Mordaunt, 
knitting  his  brows,  and  gazing  inquisitively  at 
the  boatman. 

"  Manvers !  did  you  say  ?"  enquired  Mr. 
Oatlands. 

"  Just  so,"  replied  Donald  ;  "  an  a  bra 
looking  man  is  she,  though  a  wee  bit  o'er  auld 
for  so  young  a  leddy.  Do  ye  nae  think  there 
is  a  propriety  in  a  parity  o'  years,  as  the  minister 
says  ?  but  ye  ken  weel,  Mr.  Mordaunt," 
turning  his  eye  upon  the  Clergyman,  "  that 
matches  are  made  in  heaven." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  looked  thoughtful ;  and  the 
Advx)cate  reminded  Donald  to  forbear  his  com- 
ments, and  proceed  with  his  narrative. 

"  Weel,"  continued  the  boatman,  "  ye  see, 
she  met  the  Colonel,  and  anitber  gentleman, 
and  that  foul-mouthed  writer,  Mackenzie,  wha 
every  body  kens :  nae  doubt  ye  ken  him  weel, 
Mr,  Oatlands,  though  be  is  no  o'  your  set  ? 
Weel,  as  she  was  saying,  she  met  them  in  the 
glen  about  three  days  afore  the  leddy  gaed  awa. 

"  <  Boatman  !'    said    Mackenzie,    *  its    a 
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cheerfu'  and  a  profitable  life  yours  in  the  sim- 
mer, but  little  to  brag  o'  in  the  winter :  wad  ye 
nae  like  to  better  yoursel  ?' 

"  '  Nae  doubt,'  said  she  ;  '  we  a'  like  to  rise 
i'  the  world.' 

"  '  Weel,'  said  Mackenzie,  '  we  may  help 
ye  on.  Ken  ye  ought  about  the  auld  Colonel 
and  his  family  up  at  Stewart's  ?' 

"  *  That  she  does,'  said  she  ;  *  he's  a  decent 
man,  and  has  twa  nice  lasses,  a  dochter  and  a 
niece ;  as  for  his  wife,  I've  ne'er  cast  een  upon 
Aer.' 

"  '  Do  they  aften  come  down  to  the  loch  ?' 
said  Mackenzie. 

"  '  Now  and  then,"  said  she,  *  wi'  some 
younkers  wha  are  travelling  wi'  them.'  " 

"  Be  more  brief,  Donald !"  said  the  Advo- 
cate ;  "  we  do  not  desire  all  these  details." 

"  Weel,  weel.  Sir!  her  tale  is  soon  tald. 
Ye  see,  after  twa  or  three  meetings,  he  let  me 
into  the  secret  o'  the  plot  to  carry  off  Miss 
Ashton,  and  engaged  me  to  wheedle  her  some 
morning  into  my  boat  on  Loch  Achray.  She 
need  nae  say  mair  on  that  head  :  ye  ken  what 
happened.  Colonel  Manvers"  (at  this  name 
Mr.  Mordaunt  again  advanced  towards  Donald, 
and  stood  gazing  earnestly  at  him,  with  his  arms 
folded  upon  his  breast)  "  aye — in  troth — ^he 
promised  her  ten  guineas  for  the  job,  and  she 
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has  got  it,  and  a  guinea  mair  since  she  cam 
to  Edinburgh.  I  opine,  Sir,  ye're  now  satis* 
fied :  is  that  no  true  ?" 

"  Not  at  all,  Donald,"  said  the  Advocate  ; 
^^  you  must  inform  us  what  you  know  of  this 
Colonel  Manvers  ?  what  he  did  after  his  arrival 
in  town  ?  and  where  he  is  gone  to  ?" 

"  Stap,  stap,  Sir !"  replied  the  insolent 
ruffian  ;  ye're  no  i'  the  court  o'  session  wi' 
your  gown  on,  an  your  twa-tailed  wig.  Ye 
canna  say  that  she  bargained  to  stand  a  cross- 
examination." 

"  Donald !  you  are  an  incorrigible  rascal," 
said  the  Advocate,  coolly ;  ^^  but  recollect  that 
we  have  a  pair  of  mufflers  here  ;  and  you  know 
the  consequence  of  contumacy." 

"  Just  gie  her  breath,  Sir ;  ye  ask'd  if  she 
kens  ony  thing  o'  Colonel  Manvers  :  how 
should  she  ?  But,  gif  ye  weel  take  hearsay 
evidence,  she  heard  that  he  cam  frae  England, 
somewhere  about  a  place  they  ca'  Rochdale." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  breathed  short,  and  turned 
pale ;  but,  instantly  recovering  himself,  he  de- 
sired Donald  to  mention  again  the  name  of  the 
place  whence  Colonel  Manvers  came ;  which 
was  instantly  done. 

'<  It  is  enough,"  he  said  ;  and,  sitting  down 
upon  a  chair,  he  threw  his  arm  over  the  back 
of  it,  and  rested  his  forehead  upon  his  band. 


183 

The  Advocate  looked  for  an  instant  at  bia 
friend  ;  and,  observing  that  something  had 
affected  him,  he  hurried  the  examination  of 
Donald,  and  endeavoured  to  bring  him  at  once 
to  the  point ;  namely,  where  Colonel  Manvers 
had  gone  to.  It  was  evident,  from  Donald's 
replies,  that  the  fugitives  had  set  oflF  for  London 
two  days  ago  ;  and  that,  whatever  might  be  the 
cause  of  so  extraordinary  a  circumstance,  there 
did  not  appear  to  have  existed  any  opposition 
on  the  part  of  Miss  Ashton.  This  information, 
with  the  additional  fact  that  she  had  a  maid 
with  her,  involved  the  whole  affair  in  deeper 
mystery  than  ever.  We  looked  at  one  another ; 
and  it  was  apparent,  from  the  surprise  displayed 
in  the  countenance  of  each,  that  we  were 
all  anxious  to  communicate  our  ideas;  but  this 
was  not  the  place  to  do  so :  it  was,  therefore, 
proposed  by  the  Advocate  to  leave  the  prisoners 
in  the  custody  of  the  police-officers  until  the 
morning,  when  they  should  be  set  at  liberty. 

"  You  may  thank  your  stars,  Donald,"  con- 
tinued the  Advocate,  "  that  you  have  escaped 
the  punishment  which  you  richly  deserve.  Re- 
turn to  Loch  Cateran,  and  ply  your  boat  in  an 
honest  way." 

«  Hout !  hout !"  exclaimed  Donald ;  «  giv 
it  be  a'  the  same  to  ye.  Sir  ?   she  wad  rather 
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be  bangit  than  gane  back  to  tbe  loch.     Na! 

na !  sbe  means  to  set  op  a  chair,  in  the  guid 

town,  if  she  can  get  an  odd  man  to  tak  a  lift  wi' 

her." 

"  As  for  yoa,   O'ReUly !"  continued  the 

Advocate,  ^^  your  former  good  deeds  are  not 

forgotten  by  me :  take  care  of  your  conduct ; 

a  man  may  escape  once ;  but — " 

^^  An,  by  my  soqI  !  I  know  what  yon  are 

after  saying,  so  yon  need  not  speke  it ;  ye're 

not  the  only  Advocate  who  has  bamboozled  a 
jury  and  witnesses  ;  but  Patrick  O'Reilly  never 

was  accused  of  ingratitude :  as  to  being  here, 
was  it  not  that  jewel  of  a  cretur.  May  Macmurdo, 
that  enticed  me  ?" 

,  "  Marry  her,  O'Reilly,  and  let  both  of  you 
reform,"  replied  the  Advocate. 

^^  I  wad  walk  a  mile  over  hot  ploughshares 
any  day  to  oblige  ye're  honour,"  said  O'Reilly ; 
"  but  I  can't  favour  your  present  recommenda- 
tion, were  ye're  honour  a  prest  insted  of  a 
lawyer.  Look  ye — I  have  all  my  life  had  some 
fond  cretur  forcing  me  to  follow  her  steps  inr 
sted  of  my  own :  devil  a  soul  of  my  own,  or 
a  heart  either,  have  I  been  able  to  keep  among 
the  dear  jewels — good  luck  to  them  I  but,  sweet 
creturs  as  they  are,  Patrick  O'Reilly  has  always 
been  his  own  maister.     May,  my  darling !  ye're 
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a  jewel  of  a  cretur  ;  but  I  have  nae  desire  t6 
be  maistered  by  any  woman  ;  nor  scouldfed 
here — and  scoulded  there — and  have  the  bouse 
in  a  blaze — the  moment  I  endulge  in  a  bit  of  a 
spree." 

We  were  leaving  the  room,  and  the  hopeful 
party  to  the  care  of  the  oflScers,  when  sanctt* 
fied  Peter  stopped  the  Advocate,  and  put  th6 
following  questions  to  him. 

"  May  I  speer,  Mr.  Oatlands,  if  there  be 
any  law  again  intercommunication  ?  I  opine 
there  is  a  wee  whaup  o'  the  rape  here ;  an  that 
it  might  Stan  an  action  for  false  imprisonment;** 

The  Advocate  did  not  reply ;  and  we  left 
the  question  to  be  settled  between  the  officers 
and  the  sanctified  knave  who  put  it.  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt  seemed  to  linger  as  if  be  wished  to  ques*- 
tion  Donald  farther  ;  but  the  Advocate  put  his 
arm  in  his,  and  piloted  us  safely  into  the  opeD 
air,  where  we  all  again  felt  that  we  could  breathe 
easily,  and  were  glad  to  be  freed  from  any 
farther  trouble  with  such  miscreants.  As  we 
walked  down  the  High  Street,  the  clock  of  St, 
Giles'  chimed  three ;  but  it  was  a  heavenly 
night,  and  the  effect  of  moonlight,  on  the  high, 
antiquated  buildings  of  this  part  of  the  town, 
would,  on  any  other  occasion,  have  forcibly  ar- 
rested our  attention.     Little  was  said  by  any  of 
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iiSy  except  a  passing  remark  on  the  extraordi- 
nary lives  of  the  class  of  the  community  of 
which  the  specimen  we  had  jast  parted  from 
was  so  striking  an  example. 

When  we  arrived  at  Princes  Street — 
"  Oatlands  !"  said  Mr.  Mordaont  —  "  the 
whole  of  the  information  you  have  elicited 
from  Donald,  you  may  readily  imagine,  has  not 
tended  to  set  my  mind  at  ease.  In  the  first 
place,  the  willingness  of  Miss  Ashton  to  pro- 
ceed, confirmed  by  the  circumstance  of  her 
having  a  maid  with  her,  is  most  inexplicable  ; 
and  still  more  so  is  the  &ct  that  Colonel  Man- 
vers  is  the  person  who  has  carried  her  off!  I 
am  truly  wretched ;  and  must  continue  so  until 
my  mind  is  satisfied  that  either  both  pieces  of 
information  are  false,  or  that  I  have  been  de- 
ceived in  my  opinion  of  Miss  Ashton  ;  the 
bare  idea  of  which  is  misery." 

"  Be  patient,  my  dear  friend,"  replied  the 
Advocate ;  "  harbour  no  suspicions  in  your 
mind  derogatory  to  Miss  Ashton,  who,  notwith- 
standing the  shortness  of  my  acquaintance  with 
her,  is,  I  will  pledge  my  existence,  incapable 
of  any  thing  sinister.  With  respect  to  Colonel 
Manvers,  I  can  say  nothing." 

"  I  never  saw  him,"  said  Mr.  Mordannt^ 
"  though  his  brother  is  my  warmest  friend.     I 
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have  beard  that  his  libertine  habits  had  given 
great  uneasiness,  both  to  the  Earl  bis  father, 
and  to  my  friend ;  but  one  thing  induces  me  to 
think  that  there  is  some  mistake,  as  bis  age 
does  not  accord  with  that  of  the  individual  vtre 
are  in  search  of." 

"  The  person,"  rejoined  the  Advocate, 
"  which  the  Doctor  and  I  saw,  at  the  foot  of 
the  rock,  was  at  least  sixty." 

"  He  could  not  be  less,  Mr.  Mordaunt," 
said  I ;  "  but  conjectures,  calculated  merely  to 
make  you  more  miserable  than  you  are,  would 
be  worse  than  useless.  There  is  much  villainy 
at  all  times  afloat  in  the  world :  the  name  of 
Manvers  may  be  assumed ;  and,  as  to  the  dispo- 
sition of  Misa  Ashton,  we  can  place  little  reii* 
ance  on  the  observations  of  such  people  as 
Donald.  Cease  then  to  perplex  and  entangle 
yourself  in  a  maze  of  fruitless  imaginings." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  admitted  that  my  arguments 
were  correct ;  pevertheless,  feelings,  such  as 
he  then  experienced,  were  not  easily  kept 
down;  but  he  trusted  in  Providence  that  the 
issue  would  be  more  felicitous  than  the  feeble 
foresight  of  any  of  us  could  at  that  moment 
anticipate. 

Afe  we  were  now  at  the  door  of  Sutherland's, 
we  parted  with  the  determination  of  concerting  in 
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the  morning  what  measures  were  next  to  be 
pursued.  Mr.  Mordaunt  went  home  with  the 
kind-hearted  Sketchly,  and  the  Advocate  de- 
parted to  his  own  house  in  Saint  Andrew's 
Square. 

Although  I  retired  to  bed,  yet  it  was  vain 
to  expect  sleep.     I  felt  keenly  for  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt ;  probably,  if  the  cause  had  been  sifted, 
the  more  keenly,  from  some  fancied  similarity 
between  his  present  condition  and  my  own ; 
when  one,  on  whose  aflfection  I  had  the  deepest 
claims,  had  renounced  my  heart  for  that  of  a 
rival  whose  sole  superiority  was   wealth  and 
title.     There  is,  in  truth,  a  mixture  of  selfish- 
ness even  in  our  sympathies  ;  and  perhaps  the 
opinion  is  not  wholly  untenable  that  we  feel  for 
others,    only    when    we    place  ourselves,    in 
thought,  in  the  disastrous  circumstances  which 
raises  our  compassion  for  them.     The  object  of 
all  my  solicitude,  of  all  my  miseries,  had  been 
long  dead  to  me,  as  she  was  now  to  the  world  ; 
but,  had  she  lived,  no  reproaches  of  mine  would 
have  ever  discomposed  her  pillow :  she  had  in- 
flicted a  wound  on  my  heart  which  time  could 
never  heal ;  but,  if  it  was  the  will  of  Heaven 
to  permit  such  an  affliction,  never  should  I  have 
allowed  selfish  feelings  to  add  one  pang  to  the 
many  which,  I  am  certain,  wrung  the  bosom  of 
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the  frail  being  who  implanted  the  seeds  of 
never-dying  wretchedness  in  mine.  The  bit- 
terness of  the  Clip  of  which  I  had  partaken  had 
passed  away  ;  but  the  memory  of  it  still  occa- 
sionally recurs  ;  and,  in  spite  of  all  my  philo- 
sophy, turns  the  stream  of  misery  of  the  past 
into  the  channel  of  the  present.  I  sympathize 
with  Mordaunt  from  the  inmost  recesses  of 
my  heart,  and  I  shall  sacrifice  time  and  for- 
tune to  discover  and  punish  the  author  of  his 
grief. 

In  the  morning,  the  worthy  Veteran  and 
his  family  were  informed  of  the  occurrences 
of  the  night ;  and  it  was  agreed  that  Mr.  Mor^ 
daunt,  the  Advocate,  and  I,  should  immediately 
proceed  to  London,  and  that  the  family  should 
follow  at  a  more  easy  rate  of  travelling.  If 
the  information  which  we  expected  to  obtain  in 
the  metropolis  should  lead  us  to  leave  it  before 
the  arrival  of  the  Veteran,  it  was  also  agreed 
that  he  should  wait  there  for  our  dispatches,  to 
direct  his  future  progress.  These  preliminaries 
being  settled,  and  having  bade  adieu  to  the 
family,  and  received  an  affectionate  farewell 
from  the  kind-hearted  Sketchly  and  the  Cantab^ 
we  drove  off  from  Sutherland's  at  four  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon. 
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CHAPTER   VI. 


Ltar.     No  ;  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience  ; 
I  will  say  nothing. 


When  the  carriage,  in  which  we  left  Edin- 
burgh, had  reached  the  heights  above  Arniston, 
the  Advocate,  who  was  an  enthusiast  in  every 
thing  connected  with  his  romantic  town, 
requested  Mr.  Mordaunt  to  look  back  upon 
the  scene  which  we  had  passed,  and  say 
if  he  had  ever  seen  any  thing  to  surpass  it. 
The  Clergyman  complied  with  his  friend's  re- 
quest, but  said  nothing :  his  mind  was  evidently 
wholly  absorbed  by  one  object,  and  could  ad- 
mit no  other,  however  pleasurable  in  itself,  to 
displace  it.  The  view  of  the  Scotch  Capital 
was  at  this  time,  indeed,  one  which,  under 
other  circumstances,  would  have  powerfully  ar- 
rested his  attention.  The  intervening  country, 
which  is  of  the  richest  and  most  varied  descrip- 
tion, hill  and  dale,  mountain  and  valley,  was 
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softened  down  by  the  period  of  the  day ;  the 
town  was  seen  rising,  in  the  far  distance,  amidst 
an  amphitheatre  of  hills,  like  a  mass  of  dasky 
towers,  faintly  shrouded  in  the  haze  of  ad- 
vancing evening,  and  the  Frith,  stretching  like 
a  magnificent  lake  behind  it,  reflecting  from  its 
surface  the  sidelong  rays  of  the  declining  sun. 
In  the  foreground,  the  woods  which  crowned 
the  elevated  spot,  over  which  we  were  passing, 
were  beginning  to  display  the  russet  tints  of 
autumn ;  the  fields  every  where  were  ready 
for  the  sickle  ;  in  some,  the  reapers  were  busy ; 
in  others,  the  shocks  were  even  now  standing ; 
and  the  whole  landscape  presented,  in  its  rich- 
ness, variety,  and  romantic  features,  a  feast  for 
the  eye  of  taste  of  the  most  attractive  cha- 
racter. Mr.  Mordaunt  looked  at  it  and  smiled ; 
but  he  was  not  in  a  humour  for  any  enjoyment. 
As  he  settled  in  the  corner  of  the  carriage, 
and  the  Advocate  fell  asleep,  I  employed  my- 
self in  attempting  to  read  what  was  passing  in 
his  mind,  and  to  obtain  another  proof  of  the 
correctness  of  my  theory  of  looks.  I  fancied 
that  I  could  descry  the  evidence  of  a  struggle 
in  his  mind  between  his  wounded  feelings, 
his  affection,  and  his  principles.  He  knew 
that,  as  it  was  his  duty  to  teach  resignation,  it 
was  equally  his  duty  to  practise  it.     I  imagined 
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that  it  was  not  so  much  the  abdaction  of  Miss 
Ashton,  and  the  danger  to  which  it  exposed  her, 
which  weighed  down  his  spirits,  as  the  ideas 
which  the  remarks  of  Donald  had  raised  re- 
specting the  state  of  her  feelings.  His  religions 
principles  woald  have  enabled  him  to  triumph 
over  the  grief  into  which  any  account  of  her 
sufferings,  or  even  of  her  death,  would  have 
plunged  him  ;  but  the  most  distant  idea  that  she 
could  have  been  a  willing  fugitive,  that  she  felt 
happy  in  her  present  condition,  or  that  any  act 
approaching  to  deceit  could  taint  a  mind  which 
he  had  regarded  as  only  less  than  that  of  an 
angel's  in  its  purity,  brought  with  it  a  weight  of 
suffering  which  he  could  not  withstand. 

It  was  impossible  not  to  perceive,  from  the 
dejected  look  of  the  worthy  Clergyman,  his 
downcast  eye,  his  almost  suspended  respiration, 
and  the  half-stifled  sigh  which  every  now  and 
then  escaped  from  his  bosom,  that  bis  thoughts 
were  wholly  absorbed  with  the  past ;  and  that 
he  was  reviewing  every  circumstance,  however 
trivial,  which  had  occurred  since  he  had  joined 
the  party  of  the  Veteran,  which  could  cast  the 
smallest  gleam  of  light  upon  the  sentiments  of 
Miss  Ashton.  Affairs  of  no  moment  became 
important,  and  indicated  feelings  on  the  part  of 
the  young  lady,  which  he  was  surprised  had 
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made  little  or  no  impression  at  the  time.  Could 
his  reflections  have  been  displayed  before  me, 
I  believe  that  the  same  conclusions  would  have 
followed  the  examination,  which  the  coun-  , 
tenance  of  my  fellow  traveller  now  led  me  to 
form.  The  fainting  of  Miss  Ashton,  when  the 
mysterious  person,  whose  presence  at  the  lake 
had  excited  so  much  speculation,  appeared  sud- 
denly amongst  the  trees,  he  now,  at  one  mo- 
ment, attributed  to  a  consciousness  that  she 
knew  who  it  was,  and  was  aware  of  the  object  of 
his  visit;  whilst,  at  the  next,  he  despised  himself 
for  believing  that  such  a  degree  of  duplicity 
could  for  an  instant  stain  the  purity  of  the 
object  of  his  adoration.  So  singular  are  the  va* 
cillations  of  the  feelings  torn  by  doubt  and 
conjecture — so  closely  allied  is  the  heavenly 
sentiment  of  love  to  the  fiend-like  torment  of 
jealousy  in  the  breast  of  man !  The  natural  casft 
of  melancholy  in  the  character  of  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt  was,  indeed,  likely  to  foster  such  heart- 
sickenig,  erring  cogitations,  which  may  truly  be 
described  as  the  offspring  "  of  insatiate  love." 
It  was  night  when  we  entered  the  little 
town  of  Melrose  ;  and,  although  the  moon  wa« 
rising  majestically,  and  not  a  cloud  percep- 
tible in  the  heavens,  yet  much  of  the  interest  of 
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our  drive  along  the  banks  of  the  Tweed  bad 
been  lost  by  the  lateness  of  the  hoar. 

"  What  a  glorious  night !"  said  the  Advo*- 
cate,  rousing  himself  and  rubbing  his  eyes, 
''  what  an  opportunity  for  a  walk  to  the  ruins 
of  the  Abbey  at  midnight !  Come,  Mordaant ! 
cheer  up.  I  know  that  you  have  never  seen 
Melrose  at  that  witching  hour,  so  glorioosly 
described  by  Sir  Walter.  You  shall  enjoy  a 
feast  to-night." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  smiled ;  but,  instead  of  im- 
plying, he  asked  if  it  were  possible  that  we 
could  proceed  a  couple  of  stages  farther  ? 

"  Possible  enou^,  my  dear  fellow !  but  fi>r 
what  purpose?"  was  the  Advocate's  answer. 
**  If  Donald's  information  that  the  fugitives  left 
Edinburgh  two  days  ago  be  correct,  no  night 
travelling  will  enable  us  to  overtake  them  bcT- 
fore  they  reach  the  metropolis ;  wherefore, 
then,  fatigue  ourselves  to  a  degree  which  will 
cripple  exertion  when  we  arrive  there  ?" 

I  agreed  with  the  Advocate,  partly  because 
the  chance  of  overtaking  the  fugitives  was 
hopeless ; — partly  because  I  hoped  that  so 
striking  an  object  as  the  ruins  of  Melrose  Ab- 
bey would,  for  a  short  time  at  least,  tend  to 
lessen  the  weight  of  anxiety,  which  was  so  ob- 
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viously  wearing  down  both  the  bodily  and  the 
mental  powers  of  the  worthy  Clergyman. 

After  having  taken  tea  and  muffled  our- 
selves in  our  cloaks,  we  proceeded  to  the  ruins 
of  the  Abbey,  as  the  clock  struck  eleven. 

The  Verger,  at  whose  door  we  knocked  to 
gain  admission  to  the  interior  of  the  ruin,  was 
also  the  Sexton.  Conceiving,  no  doubt,  that 
his  occupation  was  one  which  required  that  the 
radical  moisture,  as  well  as  the  radical  heat, 
should  be  duly  maintained,  be  daily  moistened 
his  clay  so  assiduously,  that  he  was  never 
visible  to  strangers,  at  so  late  ao  hour  as  we 
demanded  his  services.  His  daughter,  there- 
fore, an  active  maiden  of  twenty -three  or  four, 
supplied  his  place  on  these  occasions.  She 
apologized  for  the  old  man,  by  saying  that  he 
was  indisposed  ;  and,  with  a  lamp  in  one  hand 
and  a  large  key  in  the  other,  she  led  the  way 
into  the  Abbey. 

"  It  is  a  capital  nicht,  gentlemen,  for  seeing 
a'  the  beauties  of  the  ruin,"  said  she,  as  she 
turned  the  key  in  the  door,  and  ushered  us  into 
that  part  of  the  building  which  is  still  employed 
as  a  parish  church.  We  passed  hastily  through 
it ;  and,  entering  the  antient  chancel,  expe- 
rienced that  admiration  which  is  felt  by  every 
one  who  has  gazed  upon  its  fallen  grandeur. 
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The  moon,  which  poured  its  soft  light  upon 
the  broken  arches,  and  threw  the  shadow  of 
the  magnificent  window  across  the  rooted-up 
pavement,  now  strewed  with  the  fragments  of 
the  stone  roof,  brought  into  the  most  beautiful 
relief  the  rich  tracery  of  the  sculptured  orna- 
ments, contrasted  with  their  shadows,  produc- 
ing the  eflfect,  to  borrow  a  metaphor,  of  silver 
chasings  upon  a  ground  of  ebony*. 

"  That  is  the  tomb  o'  Michael  Scott,  out  o' 
which  the  licht  cam,  that  Sir  Walter  has  de- 
scribed in  his  Lay  o'  the  Last  Minstrel.  That 
stane — ye  see  there — was  lifted  by  William  o' 
Deloraine:  ye'll  recollect  that  Sir  Walter  says: 

'  The  toil-drops  fell  from  his  brows  like  rain. 

*  It  was  bj  dint  of  passing  strength 

*  That  he  moved  the  massive  stone  at  length.' 

It  wad  be  lang  ere  ony  man  now  living  could 
move  it.  And  that  marble  stane,"  continued 
our  communicative  conductress,"  is  the  tomb  o' 
the  King ;  and  that  is  the  tomb  o'  the  first  Ab- 
bot:  and  just  stand  here,  sir,"  said  the  damsel, 
addressing  Mr.  Mordaunt,  "  and  look  through 
thae  arches,  and  ye'll  acknowledge  ye  have 
never  seen  any  ruin  like  it.     I  wish  the  sweet, 
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young  lady  I  showed  throagh  the  Abbey,  by 
day-light,  twa  days  ago,  were  here  now,  to  ad- 
mire that  sight.  She  had  mair  taste  than  any- 
body I  ever  shewed  it  to  afore.  Aye,  and  she 
was  very  pretty,  and  looked  sae  waefu ;  and,  in 
truth,  the  tears  started  into  her  ee,  as  she  sate 
on  that  very  stane,  and  listened  to  a  story  I 
told  her  o'  a  young  couple  wha  lately  cam  to 
see  the  ruin  at  nicht ;  an'  the  lady  fell  ill,  and 
died  at  the  inn." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  gazed  at  the  young  woman 
as  she  spoke;  then  looked  significantly  at 
Mr.  Oatlands,  who  enquired  if  any  one  accom- 
panied the  lady. 

"  Yes,"  replied  she,  "  Tse  warrant  it  wasr 
her  father  or  her  uncle, — a  comely,  gude-look-' 
ing,  tall  man,  like  an  officer,  only  he  was  not 
dressed  like  an  army  man." 

"  Have  you  any  idea  where  they  were 
going  ?"  said  the  Advocate. 

"  Na,  sir !  I  never  speir  where  folks  come 
frae,  nor  where  they  are  going.  Bless  you, 
sir,  there  are  often  thirty  or  forty  persons  in 
a  day  visiting  the  ruin  :  there  would  be  no  end 
of  it." 

"  Did  you  hear  the  name  of  the  lady  ?" 

"  Her  christian  name  ? — I  heard  the  auld 
gentleman  call  her — Caroline." 
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Mr.  Mordannt  advanced  a  few  steps  towards 
the  speaker ;  then,  as  if  recollecting  himself, 
he  sat  down  upon  the  stone,  which  is  called  the 
Abbot's  tomb,  and  seemed  to  sink  into  a  kiad 
of  reverie.  Mr.  Oatlands  and  myself  followed 
our  talkative  Cicerone  over  the  rent  of  the  build- 
ing, examined  the  cloisters,  the  remains  of  the 
refectory,  the  gallery  which  runs  round  the 
wall  of  the  choir,  and  other  details.  On  return- 
ing,  we  found  our  friend  seated  where  we  had 
left  him.  Our  approaching  steps  roused  him 
from  the  dreamy  state  in  which  he  was  absorb- 
ed ;  and,  starting  up,  a  transient  flush,  as  if 
ashamed  of  having  displayed  so  openly  his  feel- 
ings, spread  over  his  countenance;  and,  ad- 
dressing our  conductress,  he  enquired  so~  mi-* 
nutely  into  every  circumstance  connected  with 
the  appearance  and  the  conduct  of  the  old  gen- 
tleman and  his  youthful  companion,  that  the 
girl  stared  at  bim  for  a  few  seconds ;  and  then 
said— "May  be,  sir,  ye're  a  brother  o'  that 
lady  ?  I  canna  aver  that  she  looked  either  weel 
or  happy  ;  but,  oh  !  she  was  sae  pretty !  sic  a 
delicate  form  !  sic  rich,  shining,  auburn  hair! 
and  een  that,  I'm  sure,  were  never  made  for 
sorrow ;  yet  she  did  look  the  most  melancholy 
young  lady  I've  seen  for  mony  a  day !" 

Mr.  Mordaunt  stood  like  n  statue  during 
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this  recital,  deeply  absorbed  in  thought  It 
was  evident  that  a  variety  of  conjectures  had 
been  awakened  in  his  mind,  by  the  girl's  de- 
scription of  the  person  in  whose  power  the 
object  of  his  solicitude  still  remained.  It 
was  natural  that  he  should  be  perplexed  in 
reconciling  to  himself  by  what  .fascinations 
a  person  who,  from  every  account,  was  of 
an  age  more  like  that  of  a  father  than  of  a 
lover,  could  fetter  the  mind  of  a  young,  high- 
spirited  female,  so  as  to  paralize  every  effort 
which  might  be  attempted  to  escape  from  the 
thraldom  ;  for  he  could  not  admit  the  idea 
that  her  dejtention  could  be  otherwise  than 
coercive.  The  remarks  of  Mrs.  Standard  had 
induced  him  to  cherish  the  idea  that  the  at- 
tachment which  he  felt  for  Caroline  Ashton 
was  reciprocal ;  yet  his  mind  vacillated  between 
hope  and  doubt — between  security  and  disap- 
pointment ;  and  his  anguii^  was  in  the  propor- 
tion of  the  doubt  which  involved  the  event. 
Reflections  which,  in  spite  of  himself,  arose  in 
his  mind  respecting  the  possibility  of  insincerity 
on  the  part  of  Miss  Ashton,  were  not  the  least 
of  the  mental  tortures  which  consumed  him, 
and  almost  made  him  feel  that  it  would  be 
happiness  to  be  relieved  of  life.  Indeed,  he 
sometimes  experienced  a  fearful  desire  impres- 
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sing  his  mind,  against  which,  the  soundness  of 
his  principles  alone,  and  the  obligations  which 
he  owed  to  his  Creator,  protected  him.  The 
intense  feelings,  however,  which  were  passing 
!h  the  mind  of  our  friend  were,  too  evidently^ 
displayed  in  his  appearance  to  be  mistaken 
either  by  Mr.  Oatlands  or  myself.  I  was 
shocked  as  I  gazed  upon  his  pale,  dejected 
countenance  and  his  sunken  eye ;  and  was  re- 
flecting how  soon  the  insignia  of  grief  are  de- 
picted upon  the  physiognomy,  and  considering 
which  of  the  bodily  organs  the  sedative  influence 
of  the  depressing  passions  most  powerfully  af- 
fected, when  the  Advocate  proposed  that  he  and 
Mr.  Mordaunt  should  return  to  the  inn,  and 
leave  me  to  enjoy  that  view  of  the  ruins  from 
the  churchyard,  "which,"  said  he,  "in  such 
a  night  as  this  cannot  be  equalled." 

"  Come,  Mordaunt !"  continued  Mr.  Oat- 
lands ;  "  you  can  neither  see  nor  relish  the 
sublime  beauties  of  the  Abbey  to-night :  I  must 
be  your  Cicerone  on  some  other  occasion :  let 
us  retrace  our  steps  to  the  inn,  and  leave  the 
Doctor  to  satisfy  his  curiosity  with  the  view  of 
the  great  window  from  without." 

Our  conductress  opened  a  little  wicket 
door,  at  one  end  of  the  transept,  through  which 
the  party  passed   into  the  churchyard ;    and, 


201 

having  waited  until  my  friends  were  out  of  sight, 
and  heard  the  key  harshly  turned  in  the  gate  of 
the  Abbey,  I  slowly  walked  to  the  spot  in  front 
of  the  great  window,  which  Mr.  Oatlands  had 
pointed  out  as  the  proper  place  to  view  the  ruins 
most  advantageously  by  moonlight. 

For  a  few  minutes  my  attention  was  so 
wholly  absorbed  by  the  magnificent  aspect  of 
the  sacred  edifice,  its  unequalled  window,  its 
broken  buttresses,  its  shattered  pinnacles,  meU 
lowed  and  softened  in  the  broad  stream  of 
subdued  light  which  fell  from  the  full  orb  of  the 
moon,  that  I  was  unconscious  of  the  peculiarity 
of  my  position,  until  the  hour  of  midnight 
sounded  from  the  clock-tower  awakened  my 
attention  to  it.  I  was  leaning,  surrounded  by 
graves,  upon  one  of  those  tabular  monuments 
which  are  seen  in  almost  every  country  church- 
yard. It  was  also  that  solemn  hour  when  the 
spirits  of  the  dead  were  supposed,  in  the  days 
of  superstition,  to  visit  the  mouldering  remains 
of  their  former  mortal  tenements.  Whose  re- 
mains swelled  the  little  hillock  on  which  I  stood 
it  was  impossible  to  conjecture.  The  antient 
edifice  which  had  beheld  many  a  proud  and 
lofty  spirit  laid  low,  in  that  narrow  bed  which 
levels  all  humanity,  however  luxuriantly  they 
may  have  budded  and  flourished  in  their  sea- 
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sob,  was  silent.  In  truth,  it  was  of  little  mo- 
ment. The  dust  of  the  scornful  abbot  and  the 
bashful  peasant  had,  long  since,  mingled  toge- 
ther :  the  aspiring  ambition  of  the  one,  the 
grasp  of  his  capacities,  his  genius,  the  power  of 
his  acquirements,  his  rank,  honours,  and  au- 
thority,— ^the  monotonous,  servile  life  of  the 
other,  his  contented  ignorance,  confiding  credu- 
lity, and  rude  but  unsophisticated  afPections — 
had  been  equally  arrested  by  that  awful  man- 
date which  dissolves  in  a  moment  the  mysteri- 
ous union  between  soul  and  body — ^the  immortal 
spirit  and  its  mortal  tenement — in  this  scene  of 
its  sojournment.  The  deepest  silence,  unbroken 
save  by  the  muffled  muttering  of  the  Tweed, 
chafing  in  the  shallows  of  its  pebbly  channel, 
brooded  over  the  scene.  It  was  such  a  moment 
as  a  contemplative  man  would  select,  to  yield 
up  the  reins  to  his  imagination,  and 

' uucontrolled,  as  in  a  dream, 

^  To  muse  upon  the  course  of  human  things*.* 

I  gave  full  scope  to  my  fancy,  and  allowed 
both  the  minutes  and  the  river  to  glide  on  un- 
heeded, although  the  incidents  which  crowded 
upon  my  mental  eye  were,  many  of  them, 
gloomy  enough : — affections  unreturned,  friend- 

•  Southey. 
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ships  misplaced,  hopes  blasted,  and  the  whole 
of  life's  path  a  dreary  waste,  the  retrospect  of 
which  was  misery  and  pain. 

Memory,  what  art  thou  ?  By  what  spell  dost 
thou  summon  the  past  into  the  present?  by 
what  power  awakest  thou  those  who  have  long 
slept  in  the  dread  silence  of  the  tomb,  remould- 
ing them  as  they  were  and  breathing  into  them 
life  and  animation  ?  How  inadequate  are  the 
attempts  of  philosophers  to  reduce  thy  won- 
derful power  to  the  laws  of  association  !  How 
still  more  futile  to  regard  it  as  depending  on  a 
property  of  the  brain,  which  enables  it  to  re- 
tain vestiges  of  former  ideas,  until,  like  a  worn- 
out  inscription  on  a  tablet  renewed  by  the 
chisel,  they  are  again  brightened  up  by  the 
influence  of  volition  !  "  There  seems,"  says 
Mr.  Locke,  ^'  a  constant  decay  of  all  our  ideas, 
even  of  those  that  are  struck  deepest.  The 
pictures  drawn  in  our  mind  are  laid  in  fading 
colours.  Whether  the  temper  of  the  brain 
makes  this  difference,  that  in  some  it  retains 
the  characters  drawn  on  it  like  marble,  in 
others  like  free-stone,  and  in  others  little  better 
than  in  sand,  I  shall  not  enquire."  It  would 
be  useless,  thought  I,  turning  the  question  in 
my  mind — it  would  be  useless  to  enquire.  It  is 
enough  for  me  that  to  memory  I  am  indebted  for 
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the  few  pleasures  that  have  soothed  the  dreary 
moments  of  my  erratic  life — ^the  happy,  thought- 
less days  of*  childhood — the  endearments  of 
maternal  care — home,  that  paradise  to  youth  of 
ease  and  comfort — all  were  tasted  by  me  only 
to  rekindle  the  imagination  when  far,  far  dis- 
tant from  their  source.    But,  if  I  owe  some  gra* 
titude  to  Memory  on  that  account,  to  it  also  are 
due  the  most  poignant  sensations  which  have 
assailed   my  bosom  in  my  mortal  pilgrimage. 
Such  were  my  cogitations  as  the  magician  again 
tried  her    skill,   and  brought  before  me  one 
upon  whose  faults — I  can  scarcely  pen  the 
phrase — the  portals  of  death  have  long  since 
closed.     I  stood  again  in  the  room  to  which  I 
had  been  summoned  to  pronounce  the  word — 
forgive — to  sooth  the  fast-fading  moments  of 
her  whom  I  had  loved  from  infancy,  whose 
vows  of  fidelity  were  pledged  to  me  when  I 
left  my  paternal  roof,  to  seek,  by  honourable 
exertions,  that  independence  which  was  only 
desired  to  be  shared  with  her ;  but  who,  forget** 
ing  all  that  she  had  felt  and  sworn,  had  opened 
her  ear  to  flattery  ; — her  eye  to  the  splendour 
of  rank  and  title,  and  gave  her  hand  to  one, 
who,  not  possessing  her  heart,  by  harshness 
and  neglect  after  her  marriage,  brought  her  to 
an  early  grave.     I  stood  by  the  sofa  where  she 


%. 


205 

lay ;  ber  blanched  but  yet  beautiful  face  shaded 
by  the  dark,  clustering  ringlets  which  fell  in 
profusion  around  it;  a  slight  flush  and  a  sweet, 
subdued  smile  overspread  her  countenance  as 
she  raised  her  eyes  towards  me,  and,  extending 
her  hand  to  take  mine,  said—*'  Can  you  forgive 
me  ?"     The  reply—"  I  do,  Amelia,  from  the 
bottom  of  my  heart" — was   again  upon   my 
lips,  when  the  whole  picture  vanished  in  an 
instant.     The  ruined  Abbey,  the  tabular  monu- 
ment  on  which  I  was  leaning,  the  surround- 
ing trees,  the  moon  in  the  vault  of  the  hea- 
vens   shedding   her   placid  light  upon   every 
object,  were  once  more  obvious  to  my  eye, 
and,    penetrating  the  silence,   the    muttering 
of  the  river  again  fell  upon  my  ear.     I  was 
meditating  on  the  causes  which  had  recalled 
the  scene  which  I  have  just  described,  when  my 
attention  was  arrested  by  a  quick,  light  step  near 
me :  and,  turning  round,  I  observed  a  female, 
wrapped  in  a  mantle,  rapidly  tracing  the  gravel 
walk  which   leads  from  the  parsonage-house, 
through  the  churchyard,  to  the  street.     The 
appearance  of  a  lady  (for  her  figure,  gait,  and 
dress  evidently  indicated  her  station),  alone,  at 
such  an  hour,  even  supposing  that  she  had  come 
from  the  Parsonage,  astonished  me.     I  almost 
involuntarily   followed ;    but,    ere   I   reached 
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the  street,  the  figure  bad  disappeared ;  and  as 
death-like  a  silence  as  I  bad  left  in  the  pre- 
cincts of  the  Abbey  reigned  in  the  High  Street 
of  Melrose.  I  walked  slowly  down  to  the  inn. 
The  waiter,  who  bad  been  watching  my  return, 
lighted  me  to  my  bed-room  ;  and,  having  placed 
a  candle  upon  my  table,  he  withdrew.  I  threw 
myself  upon  the  bed,  to  reflect  for  a  few  mi- 
nutes upon  the  incident  which  bad  hastened  my 
return  ;  but,  not  being  able  to  come  to  any  sa- 
tisfactory conclusion  respecting  it,  I  rose,  and, 
as  is  my  custom  on  such  occasions,  I  opened 
the  window  and  looked  out  upon  the  night. 

The  moon,  which  illuminated  the  side  of 
the  street  on  which  the  inn  stood,  threw  a 
deep  shadow  over  the  opposite  houses ;  in  one 
of  which,  however,  a  light  appeared.  There 
were  neither  curtains  nor  blinds  to  the  win- 
dow, to  obstruct  the  view  of  the  interior  of  the 
room,  in  which  I  observed  a  lady  seated  at  a 
table,  with  a  pair  of  candles,  a  small  travelling 
desk,  and  some  books,  before  her.  She  was 
supporting  her  forehead  upon  her  hand,  as  if  re- 
flecting upon  the  contents  of  a  book  which  sbe 
was  evidently  reading ;  but,  on  raising  her  head, 
and  shaking  back  the  curls  from  her  face,  my 
astonishment  was  intense  on  perceiving  that  it 
was  no  other  person  than  Caroline  Ashton. 
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She  began  to  read  again,  and  continued  to  do 
so  for  a  few  minutes  ;  then  closed  the  volume, 
and  applied  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes.  In 
the  agitation  of  the  moment,  I  unconsciously 
exclaimed  aloud,  "  Miss  Ashton !"  The  sound 
apparently  reached  her  ear ;  for  she  started  up, 
looked  hurriedly  around,  seemed  to  listen  for  a 
few  seconds,  then  placed  the  book  in  the  desk, 
snuffed  out  one  of  the  candles,  took  up  the 
other,  and  quitted  the  apartment. 

My  first  impulse  was  to  arouse  my  fellow 
travellers  and  communicate  to  them  what  I  had 
just  observed ;  but  I  knew  not  their  apartments, 
and  every  person  in  the  inn  was  in  bed.  Re- 
flecting, also,  that  no  advantage  could  be  taken 
of  the  discovery  at  this  late  hour,  I  determined 
to  wait  until  morning,  and  then  to  inform 
MordauntandOatlandsof  what  I  had  observed, 
and  to  concert  with  them  measures  for  obtain- 
ing an  interview  with  Miss  Ashton. 

In  vain  I  tried  to  sleep — the  occurrences 
of  the  evening  kept  possession  of  my  thoughts. 
The  singular  position  in  which  Mr.  Mordaunt 
was  placed  had  not  before  particularly  struck 
me.  It  was  true  that  Caroline  Ashton  had 
been  carried  ofiF  by  stratagem — it  was  appa- 
rently as  true  that  she  had  made  no  effort 
to  throw  off  her  bondage,   if  it  was   really 
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8Qcb ;  and,  therefore,  it  was  questionable  how 
&r  we  were  authorized  to  make  any  attempt  to 
rescue  her.  I  had  never,  for  an  instant,  doubted 
that  a  sincere  attachment  existed  between  Mr. 
Mordaunt  and  Miss  Ashton.  I  knew,  even, 
that  she  had  made  a  disclosure  of  her  senti- 
tnenis  to  her  Aunt ;  and  that  these  were  favor- 
able to  the  wishes  of  the  Clergyman  ;  yet,  in 
any  other  affairs  than  those  of  love,  it  might 
have  been  reasonably  enquired,  how  could  this 
happen  ?  They  had  known  each  other  far  too 
short  a  time  to  appreciate  character;  and  the 
image  of  the  object  of  a  prior  attachment  was 
still  cradled  in  the  heart  of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  when 
he  first  met  Miss  Ashton.  But  there  is  no 
reasoning  upon  matters  of  love,  whether  they  are 
directed  by  chance,  as  some,  or  by  necessity, 
as  others,  suppose.  If  Mr.  Mordaunt  bad 
never  previously  felt  the  tender  passion,  it 
would  not  have  been  wonderful  that  he  should 
be  smitten  by  such  beauty  and  attractions  as 
Providence  had  bestowed  on  Caroline  Ashton, 
and  should  fall  in  love  as  suddenly  as  occa- 
sionally happens.  Even  with  the  image 
of  another  still  vivid  in  his  imagination,  to 
plunge  again  into  such  an  ocean  of  contin- 
gency, and  get  beyond  his  depth — or,  farther, 
to  become  so  entangled  as  to  place  both  his 
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health  and  his  life  in  jeopardy,  in  attempt- 
ing to  counteract  the  event  which  had  sepa- 
rated him  from  the  object  of  this  second  at- 
tachment, was  not  inexplicable.  Like  other 
wounded  parts,  the  heart  which  has  been  once 
perforated  by  the  blind  archer  is  more  exposed 
and  more  yielding  to  future  attacks.  The 
mental  telescope  through  which  the  victilii 
gazes,  also,  obscures  the  past  in  dense  and 
most  oblivious  mists,  whilst  it  gilds  the  future 
with  the  brightest  sunshine,  and  spreads 
over  it  that  enchantment  which  distance 
always  lends  to  the  view.  So  far  the  condttio'ti 
of  Mr.  Mordaunt's  heart  could  be  readily  ac- 
counted for ;  but  why  Caroline  Ashton,  with 
all  the  loveliness  and  innocence  of  youth,  with 
a  natural  high  and  forward  spirit,  a  deeply  cul- 
tivated mind,  with  refinement,  and  the  most 
delicate  simplicity,  could  be  inveigled  and  so 
fascinated  by  the  addresses  of  a  man  old  enough 
to  be  her  father,  as  to  proceed  willingly  with 
him,  defied  explanation.  Had  there  been  op- 
portunity for  casting  the  snares  which  often 
entrap  woman,  however  well  judging  and  dis- 
cerning in  other  respects,  to  listen  to  over- 
tures which,  on  any  other  subject,  she  would 
spurn,  the  solution  of  the  mystery,  involving 
the  submission  of  Miss  Ashton  to  the  individual 
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who  had  carried  her  off,  might  have  been 
solved.  The  selfishness  of  the  sex  too  often 
renders  a  woman  credulous — blind — and  chains 
her  ear  to  the  most  incongruous  addresses : 
the  gilding  of  fortune,  the  splendour  of  rank, 
the  incense  of  flattery,  throw  a  halo  around  the 
suitor  who  is  a  fool,  or  a  dotard  ;  the  disqua- 
lifications of  the  man,  in  intellect  or  in  moral 
worth ;  great  disparity  of  age ;  even  with 
another  and  more  suitable  object  moving  with- 
in the  orbit  of  her  affection  ;  all  give  place ; 
they  become  as  a  grain  of  sand  in  the  balance, 
if  the  selfishness  of  the  female  bosom  is  to 
decide  whether  love  or  the  advantages  of  rank 
and  fortune  shall  prevail,  when  both  are  placed 
in  competition.  But  no -such  opportunity  had 
l)een  opened  to  the  individual  in  question  ;  he 
had  no  means  of  clouding  the  understanding, 
or  blinding  the  discernment,  or  chilling  the 
natural  affections  of  Caroline  Ashton.  How 
then  was  her  conduct  to  be  accounted  for  ? 
A  thousand  explanatory  conjectures  might  be 
hazarded,  and  not  one  to  the  point :  it  could 
not  be  decided  by  the  most  attentive  consider- 
ation of  the  event  in  all  its  bearings ;  I  there- 
fore relinquished  the  attempt  in  despair,  che- 
rishing the  expectation  of  having  some  part  of 
the  mystery  resolved  on  the  following  morning. 
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by  obtaining,  if  possible,  an  interview  with  the 
lady  herself. 

The  best  resolutions  are  often  frustrated. 
It  was  my  intention  to  be  astir  as  early  as  pos- 
sible, in  order  to  communicate  my  discovery 
to  my  friends,  and  devize  means  to  procure  an 
interview  with  Miss  Ashton.  I  was,  however, 
still  in  bed,  in  an  imperfect  slumber — a  half- 
dreaming  state, — for  the  sun  had  already  risen 
high,  and  had  shot  his  beams  through  my  cur- 
tains,— when  Boots  tapped  at  the  door  of  my 
apartment  and  announced  that  "  breakfast  was 
ready,  and  that  the  other  gentlemen  were  wait- 
ing." I  was  shocked  at  the  intelligence,  and, 
finishing  my  toilette  with  unusual  alacrity,  I 
hurried  into  the  breakfast  room. 

The  eflfect  of  my  communication  upon  Mr. 
Mordaunt  may  be  readily  conceived.  It  was 
determined  that  we  should  instantly  proceed  to 
the  lodging  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street: — 
in  two  minutes  we  were  at  the  door.  After 
knocking  violently  three  times  with  the  hand, 
for  there  was  no  knocker,  a  raw,  awkward- 
looking  servant  girl  appeared,  and  demanded 
what  we  wanted. 

«  Is  Mr. ,  Mr. ,  — eh  !"  said  the 

Advocate,  expecting  to  illicit  the  name  of  the 
lodger  from  the  girl,  "  is  Mr, at  home  ?" 
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"  What's  yeVe  wull  ?"  asked  the  girl,  with 
a  look  of  suspicion,  evidently  excited  by  the 
earnestness  which  was  conspicuously  displayed 
on  the  face  of  each  of  us. 

"  I  mean,  my  dear !"  again  demanded  the 
Advocate,  endeavouring  to  remove  suspicion 
by  pouring  honied  words  in   the  ear  of  the 

bare-footed  Venus — "  I  mean  Mr.  • ;  you 

know — the  old  gentleman,  who  with  a  young 
lady  has  been  living  here  for  three  days  past ;  is 
he  at  home  ?" 

"  Did  you  want  to  see  him,  Sur  ?"  enquired 

« 

the  damsel,  in  the  true,  national  interrogatory 
style. 

"  Yes,  my  dear !"  rejoined  the  Advocate ; 
"  either  the  old  gentleman  or  the  young  lady." 

**  Weel,  you  see.  Sir !"  said  she,  still  hold- 
ing the  door  only  half  ajar,  and  blocking  up 
the  opening  with  her  person,  "  that  canna  be, 
as  they  baith  gaid  aff  this  morning  at  five 
o'clock !" 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  so  ?"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Mordaunt,  laying  his  hand  on  the  arm  of 
the  girl. 

"  Do  ye  really  think  I  wad  tell  a  lie  about 
naithing,  and  get  naithing  for  it  either  ? — Na ! 
na!  Sir!  ye  dinna  ken  me.  Maybe  ye  hae 
some  particular  business  wi'  the  gentleman  ? 
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what  a  pity  ye  could  nae  have  come  yestreen !" 
We  looked  at  one  another  as  much  as  to 
say,  what  is  to  be  done  ?  The  gawky  damsel 
had  discernment  enough  to  perceive  oar 
dilemma,  and  chimed  in  the  consolatory  re- 
mark — 

"  Aweel,  Sirs,  it  canna  be  helpit." 

"  Tell  me,  my  good  girl !"  rejoined  the 
Advocate,  slipping  a  sovereign  into  her  hand 
as  he  spoke — "  what  was  the  name  of  the 
gentleman  ?" 

"  Faix !  that  taks  telling,"  responded  the 
damsel ;  ''  and  I  ken  whan  to  speak  and  whan 
to  baud  my  tongue :  ye've  got  a'  out  o'  me 
that  ye  wuU  get — so  gude  morn." 

She  proceeded  to  shut  the  door ;  but  the 
Advocate,  resisting  her  eflFort,  enquired  if  she 
knew  where  the  parties  were  gone  ? 

The  girl,  after  eying  him  with  a  most  signifi-* 
cant  leer,  burst  into  a  loud  laugh,  and  replied — 
"  I  ken  nae  mair  than  this  door  whare  they 
are  gain  ;  and  if  I  ken'd,  I  wad  nae  tell  you, 
I  opine  by  a'  this,"  looking  at  the  sovereign, 
"  ye  intend  nae  gude  to  the  honest  man  ;"  and, 
in  saying  this,  she  slapped  the  door  in  our  faces. 

It  was  evident  that  the  girl  had  been  largely 
bribed  to  secrecy ;  and  as  evident  that  we 
could  gain  nothing  more  by  farther  parlance ; 
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we  therefore  returned  to  the  inn,  and,  having 
determined  to  pursue  our  original  oonrse,  we 
ordered  the  borses,  break&sted,  and,  in  a  few 
minutes  afterwards,  were  on  oar  road  to  T(m^ 
Althougfa  the  Advocate  bantered  me  on  the 
profoundness  of  my  slumbers,  yet,  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt  remained  silent ;  bis  tboagfats  were  other- 
wise engaged.     He  felt  the  conviction  almost 
forced  upon  him  that  Caroline  Asbton  was  a 
willing  victim,  if  that  term  coald  be  applied  to 
her  at  all ;  that  no  escape  from  her  tiiraldom 
bad  been  attempted ;  that  oompolsion  was  not 
even   requisite  to  retain   her  with  the  com- 
panion of  her  flight.     As  these  ideas  passed 
through  his   mind,  he  meditated  on  the  (hto- 
priety  of  withdrawing  his  pretensions  to  the 
affections  cS  Miss  Asbton — he  had  no  right  to 
control  them.     It  was  true  that  he  had  dis- 
played sufficiently  his  preference  for  her,  to 
have  made  her  fullv  aware  of  his  intentions, 
and  bis  advances  had  not  been  repelled;  hot 
be  had  made  no  formal  declaration  of  his  sen- 
timents ;  and  he  only  heard  incidentally  from 
Mrs.  Standard  an  assurance  that  they  were 
reciprocal — intelligence  which  the  wishes  of  bis 
heart  bad,  in  his  present  opinion,  led  him  too 
hastily  to  credit     He  almost  argued  himself 
into  the  belief  that  the  preference  which  Miss 
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Ashton  had  shewn  for  his  society,  the  blushes 
which  suffused  her  radiant  countenance  when 
her  eye  met  his,  the  devotion  with  which  she 
seemed  to  receive  every  opinion  which  he  ad- 
vanced, might  be  referred  to  that  artificial  po- 
liteness now  so  generally  cultivated,  and  which 
veils  so  completely  the  genuine  feelings  of  the 
heart,  as  to  render  it  nearly  impossible  to  sepa- 
rate truth  from  fiction,  in  intercourse  with  the 
more  refined  portion  of  womankind.     He  re- 
called to  mind  the  events  of  the  last  evening 
they  had  met — he  could  not  think  that  he  was 
not  mistaken  in   supposing  that  the  sincerity 
with  which  his  heart  worshiped  the  idol  of  his 
devotion,  would  still  be  rewarded.     He  could 
not  forego  the  hope  that  he  was  not  to  be  again 
snatched  from  happiness,  and  doomed  to  dwell 
only  in  memory  upon  blessings  too  pure  and 
hallowed  for  him  to  enjoy.     He  could  not  har- 
bour the  idea  that  duplicity  could  dwell  in  the 
bosom  of  Caroline  Ashton ;  he  even  blushed 
inwardly  that  his  mind  for  a  moment  should  be 
open  to  such  a  thought.    Perplexed  with  conjec- 
tures, tormented  with  doubts,  crushed  in  spirit, 
but  still  unchanged  in  the  ardour  of  his  affec- 
tion ;  feeling  at  one  moment  despair  entering 
his  heart ;  at  another,  hope  prophetically  lifting 
his  eye  to  a  brighter  future,  breaking  the  clouds 
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of  bis  despair,  bat  not  safficient  to  ronse  bim, 
nor  to  sabdae  tbe  despondency  wbicb  bad  set- 
tled upon  his  soal.  Although  tbe  Advocate  and 
I  guessed  what  was  passing  in  bis  thoughts,  and 
the  former  bad  long  regarded  bis  fnend  as  an 
incorrigible  enthusiast,  yet  we  judged  it  most 
advisable  neither  to  interfere,  nor  to  attempt  to 
disturb  the  train  of  his  reflections,  but  to  pro- 
ceed as  rapidly  in  our  journey  as  possible. 

We  passed,  unnoticed,  tbe  romantic  mag- 
nificence of  the  castle  and  cathedral  of  Durham, 
regardless  of  the  tomb  of  the  venerable  Bede ; 
stopped  only  to  change  horses  at  York ;  and, 
like  the  Flying  Dutchman,  left  Doncaster, 
Grantham,  and  Stamford  behind  us  disregarded. 
Our  progress  indeed  was  as  rapid  as  four  horses, 
guided  by  postillions  paid  in  tbe  ratio  of  the 
velocity  of  their  driving,  could  convey  us :  we 
saw  nothing  of  the  fugitives ;  and,  late  in  the 
evening  of  the  second  day,  the  red  glare,  re- 
flected from  the  sky,  which  at  night  betokens 
from  afar  tbe  approach  to  tbe  great  metropolis, 
the  emporium  of  the  world,  spread  before  us. 


With  that  freedom  which  tbe  Editor  has 
already  taken  in  altering  the  arrangement  of 
tbe  matter  in  the  Journal  of  his  deceased  friend. 
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he  shall  here  leave  the  travellers,  and 
carry  the  reader  back  to  the  party  who  were 
waiting  with  anxiety  in  the  Scotch  metropolis 
for  letters  from  the  Doctor  and  his  companions, 
which  were  to  regulate  their  future  move- 
ments. 


VOL.  II. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

"  The  home,  where  thoughtless  and  serene, 

Mj  heart  slept  peaceful  as  an  inland  lake : 

Though  few  my  wants,  pure  joys  were  ever  round  me." 

SCHILI^ES. 


Time  passed  heavily  with  the  party  at 
Cameron's,  although  the  kind-hearted  artist  ex- 
erted himself  to  lighten  the  load  of  anxiety 
which  oppressed  the  spirits  of  all,  whilst  the 
fate  of  Caroline  Ashton  was  yet  involved  in 
mystery.  In  conducting  Ihem  over  the  ro- 
mantic scenery  around  the  Scottish  metro- 
polis, it  was  evident  that  Mr.  Sketchly  was 
an  universal  favourite,  that  he  was  regarded 
as  a  species  of  public  property,  and  was  so 
highly  valued,  that  every  gate  opened  for  his 
admission  ;  and  every  hospitable  board  was  in- 
stantly spread  for  his  comfort,  and  that  of  his 
friends,  wherever  he  appeared. 

The  popularity  of  Mr.  Sketchly,  however, 
was  not  of  that  description  which,  too  often,  is 
sought  for  in  the  vanity    of    distinction  for 
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either  real  br  imagiiiary  talents,  which  is  held 
on    the     weakest    tenure,    being    frequently 
awarded  by   the   caprice    of  'fashion,    and  as 
quickly  withdrawn  on  the  appearance  of  any 
new  candidate  for  admiration  ;   and  which  not 
unusually  terminates  in  the  wreck  of  happiness 
and  of  peace  of  mind.     The  popularity  of  the 
artist  was  not  raised  on  the  talent  displayed  in 
the  productions  of  his  pencil,  although  of  the 
highest  description  of  art — poetry  embodied  by 
painting —  but  it  was  the  tribute  to  private  virtue, 
to  the  most  delicate  sense  of  propriety,  to  real 
benevolence,  and  to  unaflFected  kindness  of  heart. 
On  one  of  these  occasions,  Mr.  Sketchly 
carried  the  party  to  the  seat  of  Mr.  Oatlands, 
on  the  brow  of  one  of  the  hills  forming  the 
amphitheatre  amidst  which  the  modern  Athens 
rises.     This  visit  awakened  in  their  bosoms  a 
new  sentiment  of  friendship  for  the  comely, 
warm-hearted   better    half  of   the  Advocate, 
whose   delight   seemed  to  rest  on  descanting 
on  the  merits  of  her  excellent  husband,  and 
in  dealing  out  that  hospitality  which  she  well 
knew,  had  he  been  at  home,  would  have  been 
lavished  upon  the  Veteran  and  his  party.     In 
shewing  them  over  the  grounds,  Mr.  Sketchly 
became  animated  in  the  praise  of  his  friend. 
"  It  is  here,"  said  he,  after  having  led  them, 
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through    walks    bordered    with    flowers   and 
flowering  shrubs,  to  a  noble  terrace,  constructed 
on    the    declivity    of   the    mountain,    fenced 
by    a  living    wall  of   holly,   and  commanding 
one  of  the  most    magnificent    views    in    the 
world, — "  it  is  here   that    my   friend  retires 
from  the  crowded  arena,  where  his  genius  pre- 
dominates, and  his  eloquence  soothes  or  awes 
the  assembled  multitude.      There  he   is  the 
energetic  orator ;  here,  in  these  delightful  re- 
cesses of  private  life,  he  is  the  warm  friend, 
the  afiectionate   husband,   and   the   indulgent 
parent;  there  he  exulti  in  his  gift  of  fasci- 
nating the  minds  of  men,  and  moulding  their 
opinions,  by  the  sweetness  of  his   persuasive 
rhetoric  ;  or  hurrjdng  them  on  to  the  conclu- 
sions which  he  desires,  by  the  overpowering 
torrent  of  his  commanding  oratory :   here  he 
finds  a  more  satisfactory  and  permanent  source 
of   happiness,  in  the  exercise  of  his  taste  in 
improving  his  grounds,  and  in  the  indulgence 
of  his  social  afiiections.     Devoid  of  pride  or  of 
afiectation,  gay,  even  boyish  in  the  buoyancy 
and  simplicity  of  his  heart,  his  aim  is  to  enjoy 
life  in  its  meridian,  leaving  others  to  squabble 
for  power,  or  struggle  to  acquire  and  to  hoard 
wealth  for  an  imaginary  future." 

'*  By  Gad !  Mr.  Sketchly  !"  said  the  Vete- 


221 

ran,  charmed  with  the  warmth  with  which 
this  eulogy  was  delivered,  "  none  can  deny 
the  truth  of  the  remark  which  you  have 
just  uttered.  Wealth  and  fame,  the  chief 
objects  of  life  with  many,  seem  to  me  like  the 
piquets  of  an  enemy,  driven  in  by  the  main 
guard  of  the  opposing  army,  always  a  day's 
march  a  head  of  it ;  and,  if  it  be  at  length 
taken,  not  worth  the  trouble  of  the  capture.'' 

It  was  after  one  of  these  expeditions,  in 
which  the  party  had  traced  the  rich  banks  of 
the  Esk  from  Roslyn,  to  the  cottage  of  the 
amiable,  benevolent,  and  learned  Professor  of 
oriental  literature  in  the  University  of  the 
modern  Athens,  one  of  the  brightest  ornaments 
of  the  Scotch  church,  and  had  relished  his 
goosberry  pie  and  ginger  wine  after  their  walk, 
that  the  little  coterie  was  assembled  in  the 
drawing  room,  at  Cameron's,  over  a  cup  of 
coflfee.  The  singular  beauty  of  the  architecture, 
the  unequalled  richness  of  the  sculpture  and 
tracery  in  Roslyn  chapel, — each  striking 
point  in  the  romantic  scenery  of  the  banks  of 
the  river,  had  been  amply  commented  on  by 
Miss  Standard  and  the  artist:  Aunt  Bridget 
had  expressed  her  hoirror  of  the  dungeons 
under  Hawthornden  :  and  the  Cantab  described 
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to  Mrs.  Standard,  as  she  performed  the  datieer 
of  the  tea-table,  the  obvious  development  of 
the  organ  of  benevolence  in  the  head  of  the  vene- 
rable Professor  at  whose  cottage  they  had 
lunched.  The  Veteran  was  seated  apart  from 
the  group,  in  a  lounging  position,  with  one  leg 
crossed  upon  the  other,  and  both  outstretched, 
bis  elbows  resting  upon  the  arms  of  the  chair, 
his  hands  locked  in  one  another,  and  his  eyes 
raised  to  the  ceiling,  although  evidently  not 
contemplating  any  thing  there,  lost  in  a  reverie 
on  the  superiority  of  the  modern  over  the 
ancient  profession  of  arms. 

"  Their  defences  were  miserable,"  daid  he, 
thinking  aloud  ;  "  their  whole  system  of  war- 
fare was  brutal  :  mere  corporeal  strength 
triumphed  over  moral  courage  and  heroic 
bearing ;  and  he  who  could  give  and  could  bear 
the  hardest  blows  was  certain  of  victory.  A 
man,"  continued  he,  turning  round  and  ad- 
dressing Mr.  Sketchly — "  a  man  in  chain  or  in 
scale  armour,  with  his  helmet  and  his  vizor, 
with  his  lance,  or  his  battle-axe,  with  his  horse, 
with  its  corselet  and  caparisons,  look  well  in 
a  picture,  my  good  friend  I  but  he  is  of  no 
other  use." 

He  was  proceeding  to  illustrate  his  remark. 
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when  the  waiter  entered  and  presented  him 
with  a  letter. 

"  It  arrived  in  the  morning,"  said  the  man, 
"  but  was  by  some  accident  neglected  to  be 
delivered." 

I  know  nothing  more  vexatious  than  negli- 
gence of  this  description  : — to  a  commercial  man 
it  might  prove  ruinous  of  fortune  ;  to  a  lawyer, 
the  loss  of  a  client ;  life  and  death  might  de- 
pend upon  it  as  far  as  regards  the  physician ; 
it  might  bring  upon  a  lover  the  frown  of  a 
mistress ;  on  a  married  man,  the  clamour  of 
his  wife  ;  indeed  to  most  men,  a  letter,  like  a 
newspaper,  should  be  wet  when  it  is  opened, 
otherwise  it  loses  half  its  interest.  It  is  only 
to  the  unfortunate  debtor,  from  an  inexorable 
creditor,  or  to  an  author  tasked  to  a  day  by  an 
importunate  publisher,  or  to  the  profligate  heir 
of  a  penurious  uncle,  that  a  letter  is  always  in 
time.    The  Veteran  treated  it  with  indifference. 

"  By  Gad !"  he  exclaimed,  however,  start- 
ing up  from  his  position  and  breaking  the  seal, 
"  I  am  much  mistaken  if  it  is  not  from  Caro- 
line. It  has  made  a  d6tour  to  Loch  Katrine, 
and  is  redirected  by  the  hand  of  the  landlady." 

Every  one  was  on  the  tiptoe  of  expectation  : 
it  was  indeed  from    Miss   Ashton ;   and  the 
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Colonel,  having  wiped  his  spectacles,  read  it 
aloud,  as  follows : 

"  My  evbr  dearest  Uncle  ! 

"  No  words  can  convey  to  yoa  an  idea  of 
the  agony  of  mind  which  I  have  suffered,  in 
reflecting  upon  the  anxiety  which  you  and  my 
dearest  Aunt,  and  Letitia,  must  have  expe- 
rienced from  the  extraordinary  event  which 
separated  me  from  you.  It  can  only  be 
equalled  by  the  astonishment  which  you  will 
experience,  in  hearing  me  acknowledge  that,  if 
I  can  find  happiness,  under  any  circumstances, 
absent  from  the  dearest  and  the  best  of  rela- 
tions, to  whom  I  owe  every  blessing  which  has 
been  my  lot  in  this  world,  I  am  comparatively 
happy/' 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  paragraph,  the 
ladies  looked  at  one  another  with  an  expression 
of  the  greatest  surprise :  Miss  Standard  cast 
her  eyes  upon  the  ground  and  seemed  wrapped 
in  thought ;  Aunt  Bridget  half  rose  from  her 
chair,  spread  out  her  lustring,  and  unfurled  her 
fan  ;  whilst  Mrs.  Standard,  raising  her  hand  to 
twirl  one  of  her  curls,  a  custom  which  always 
indicated  some  unusual  train  of  reflection  pass- 
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ing  through  her  mind,  ejaculated  the  word 
"  indeed !"  For  a  minute,  the  Veteran  dropped 
his  hand,  which  held  the  letter,  upon  his  knee ; 
exchanged  a  look  with  Mrs.  Standard,  then 
took  a  pinch  of  snuflF,  wiped  again  his  spec- 
tacles, and,  without  making  any  remark,  re- 
commenced the  perusal  of  the  letter. 

"  Duncan,  whose  gallant  conduct  I  can 
never  sufficiently  admire,  nor  ever  forget,  and 
I  hope  to  be  able  sometime  to  reward  him 
for  it—" 

"  Alas  I  poor  fellow !"  said  the  Veteran, 
pausing  for  a  moment  to  collect  himself,  for  his 
lip  slightly  quivered  as  he  read  the  lines — "  he 
is  beyond  any  reward  which  this  world  can  be- 
stow, but  he  will  receive  it  elsewhere" — and  he 
again  began  the  paragraph. 

"  Duncan,  whose  gallant  conduct  I  can 
never  sufficiently  admire,  nor  ever  forget,  and 
I  hope  to  be  able  sometime  to  reward  him 
for  it,  would  inform  you  of  the  manner  in 
which  I  was  carried  off.  I  was  no  sooner 
lifted  into  the  carriage  than  I  fainted,  and  be- 
came perfectly  unconscious  of  every  thing 
which  passed,  until  we  were  near  to  Callander, 
when  I  recovered  and  found  myself  seated  be- 
tween two  gentlemen.  One  of  them  was  an  el- 
derly man,  the  individual  who  had  seized  me  ; 
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the  other,  a  person  whom  I  bad  observed  several 
times  pass  us  in  the  Trosachs,  and  whose  look 
seemed  to  me  to  express  something  like  a  com- 
passionate interest  in  my  fate.     The  hand  of 
the  elderly  gentleman  held  mine ;  and,  when 
he  perceived  that  I  had  recovered,  he  entreated 
roe    to    be    composed,    and   to   rest  assured 
that  nothing  was  intended  which   would   not 
contribute  to  my   comfort  and  happiness.      I 
looked  at  him  with  horror,  and  said  nothing ; 
turning  to  the  other  gentleman,  I  entreated  him, 
for  Heaven's  sake  I  to  inform  me  where  they 
were  conveying  me,  and  for  what  purpose  I  was 
thus  torn  from  my  relations.    I  would  have  given 
the  world  for  a  flood  of  tears  to  relieve  my 
anguish,  but  I  could  not  cry.      My  temples 
throbbed,  and  my  forehead  burned  as  if  my 
brain  were  on  fire :  the  light  was  too  much  for 
my  eyes  ;  I  closed  them,  and  then  felt  that  my 
mind  was  wandering — that  I  was  becoming  de- 
lirious.    It  was  in  vain  that  I  strove  to  collect 
my  thoughts  ;  I  have  been  since  informed  that 
I  had  a  kind  of  fit,  which  greatly  alarmed  my    - 
companions,  but  I  was  unconscious  of  it.     In 
my  delirium,  I  imagined  that  I  was  again  with 
you  and  my  dearest  Aunt  and  Letitia :  that  I 
was  ill  and  in  bed ;  that  you  and  my  Aunt  were 
sitting    beside    me,    and  dear    Aunt   Bridget 
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and  Letitia  were  bending  over  me,  bathing  my 
burning  head  with  cold  water.  There  was 
another  person,  whom  I  need  not  name,  also 
present.  He  looked  ill  and  dejected  ;  but  the 
same  open,  frank,  intelligent  expression  shone 
through  his  melancholy ;  the  same  graceful, 
delicate,  and  attentive  demeanour  which  at* 
tracted  my  attention,  and  first  impressed  me 
with  a  sentiment  till  then  a  stranger  to  my 
bosom,  was  now  displayed.  He  gazed  upon 
me  with  an  expression  at  once  anxious,  com- 
passionate, and  encouraging.  I  strove  to  speak, 
but  could  give  no  utterance  to  my  thoughts : 
I  straggled  violently  to  accomplish  it,  but  could 
not.  At  once  you  all,  save  him,  seemed  to 
leave  me  ;  whilst  a  complete  tumult  of  images 
and  events  passed  rapidly  through  my  brain  ; 
one  vivid  picture  of  the  past  succeeding  another 
like  lightning ;  in  all,  the  same  well-known 
countenance  was  never  absent. 

"  I  continued  in  this  state  for  nearly  two 
days  ;  and,  when  I  recovered  my  consciousness, 
I  found  myself  in  bed,  in  a  strange  apartment, 
with  the  finger  of  a  physician  upon  my  pulse, 
and  a  young  woman  standing  near  him.  I  en- 
quired where  I  was  ;  for  all  that  had  occurred 
had  passed  away  like  a  dream.  The  doctor  in- 
formed me  that  I  was  in  Edinburgh,  that  I  had 
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been  very  ill,  and  that  I  was  still  in  a  conditioo 
which  required  quiet  and  repose.  I  conjured 
him  to  inform  me  whether  I  could  see  you  and 
my  dear  Aunt,  for  the  fact  of  our  separation  had 
completely  escaped  from  my  mind ;  yet,  it  was 
difficult  to  reconcile  the  circumstance  of  being 
in  Edinburgh,  when  I  believed  that  I  had,  only 
a  few  hours  before,  been  at  the  Trosachs.  The 
worthy  Doctor,  as  he  took  his  leave,  pressed  my 
hand  gently,  and  assured  me,  if  I  remained 
(|uiet,  I  should  soon  be  sufficiently  well  to  see 
anybody. 

"  The  young  woman  staid  by  me,  and 
and  did  every  thing  to  render  me  comfortable, 
anticipating  my  little  wants  and  nursing  me 
with  the  utmost  assiduity  and  tenderness ;  but 
I  could  obtain  no  information  respecting  my 
situation,  except  that  I  was  in  one  of  the  first 
hotels  in  Edinburgh  with  a  near  relation,  who 
would  see  me  as  soon  as  the  Doctor  should  give 
permission  for  the  interview.  I  tortured  my 
poor  brain,  to  no  purpose,  in  conjecturing  who 
this  relation  could  be.  I  finally  concluded  that 
it  must  be  you,  my  dearest  Uncle,  for  I  knew 
no  other  near  relation  in  this  world,  although 
I  could  not  comprehend  why  I  was  pre- 
vented from  then  seeing  you.  I  remem- 
bered,   however,  vour   remark,    that   "  time 
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flows  with  a  steady  current,  and  the  woes  of 
the  most  wretched  must  sooner  or  later  termi- 
nate," and  I  bore  up  as  well  as  I  could.  The  day 
passed  away  ;  and,  by  the  aid  of  an  anodyne 
which  the  good  Doctor  prescribed  for  me,  I  en- 
joyed a  night  of  refreshing  sleep,  and  awoke, 
apparently  well,  on  the  following  morning ;  so 
that  I  was  up  and  dressed  when  the  Physician 
paid  his  visit.  He  found  me  so  much  better 
that  he  proposed  a  change  of  apartment ;  and, 
lending  me  his  arm,  he  conducted  me  into  a 
drawing  room  on  the  same  floor  ;  where,  after 
having  chatted  for  a  few  minutes,  he  rose  and 
left  me. 

"  When  alone,  my  thoughts  instantly  re- 
curred to  the  events  of  the  few  preceding  days  : 
— the  cloud  of  mystery  which  hung  over  them  ; 
the  obscurity  which  veiled  the  future ; — my  utter 
ignorance  of  every  thing  connected  with  my 
present  situation,  perplexed  my  mind ;  and  I 
sickened  with  conjecture.  I  was  seated  upon 
the  sofa,  with  my  forehead  resting  upon  my 
hand,  when  the  door  gently  opened,  and  a  tall, 
elderly  gentleman,  with  a  military  air,  entered. 
Although  his  hair  was  grey,  yet,  none  of  the 
other  symptoms  of  age  were  obvious  on  his 
erect  and  manly  form  ;  he  smiled ;  but  the  keen 
glance  of  his  bright  hazel  eyes  seemed  to  pene- 
trate to  my  very  soul,     I  gazed  at  him,  and  im- 
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mediately  recognized  him  as  the  person  who  bad 
forced  me  into  the  carriage*  Oh!  my  dear 
Uncle,  conceive  what  were  then  my  feelings  ! 
The  idea  instantly  flashed  upon  my  mind  that 
I  was  destined  to  be  the  victim  of  the  dis- 
honourable sentiments  of  this  old  man,  and 
that  I  was  completely  in  his  power.  A  cold 
shudder  came  over  my  frame.  I  rose  from  my 
seat ;  shrieked  aloud, — *  help !  help  !'  and  was 
in  the  act  of  rushing  to  the  door,  when  be 
hastily  advanced,  and,  taking  both  my  bands 
gently,  yet  firmly,  constrained  me  to  be  again 
seated.  He  then  drew  a  chair  near  to  the  sofa 
and  sat  down.  In  spite  of  the  terror  which 
shook  me,  with  a  degree  of  courage  which, 
you  know,  is  foreign  to  my  nature,  I  felt  em- 
boldened to  speak.  *  Why  have  you  brought 
me  here  ?  by  what  authority  do  you  detain 
me  ?  Young  and  inexperienced  as  I  am,  my 
acquaintance  with  the  world  is  sufficient  to  in- 
form me  that  the  step  which  you  have  taken  is 
illegal,  and  will  meet  the  punishment  it  merits.' 
"  The  stern  look  which  he  gave  me  in 
reply  was  mingled  with  a  satirical  expression, 
allied  to  surprise,  at  my  boldness ;  and,  although 
he  smiled,  yet,  the  stedfastness  of  his  gaze  in 
an  instant  dissipated  all  my  determination  ; 
my  sp'irit  shrunk  under  it ;  and,  dropping  upon 
my  knees,  I  supplicated  him  to  take  pity  upon 
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my  helplessness,  and  to  restore  me  to  my 
friends.  As  the  old  man  raised  me,  his  stern- 
ness seemed  to  dissolve : — as  he  looked  in  my 
face,  and  a  smile,  no  longer  of  contempt  or  of 
satire,  but  of  kindness,  seemed  to  play  upon  his 
lips  ;  and,  again  reseating  me,  he  replied — 

"  '  You  have  a  right  to  put  these  questions, 
and  it  is  unnecessary  to  delay  answering  them : 
my  authority  is  that  which  a  parent  possesses 
over  his  child.  Miss  Atkinson,  for  Ashton  is 
your  mother's  name,  not  yours,  you  see  before 
you  one,  perhaps,  of  the  most  blameable  of 
men,  but  one  who  has  suffered  most  severely 
for  his  errors — your  father.' 

"  '  Gracious  Heavens  !'  J  exclaimed ;  and 
in  an  instant  every  thing  in  the  room  swam 
before  my  eyes,  and  I  fainted.  On  recover 
ing,  I  found  the  young  woman,  who  had  pre- 
viously attended  me,  chafing  my  temples  with 
eau  de  Cologne,  and  my  father  pacing  the  room 
with  a  countenance  expressive  of  the  greatest 
anxiety.  On  perceiving  that  I  had  revived,  he 
advanced  towards  me,  and,  taking  my  hand, 
addressed  me  in  the  most  soothing  accents.' 

"  '  My  dearest  Caroline !'  he  said—'  I  per- 
ceive that  your  nerves  are  not  yet  equal  to  the 
communication  which  I  was  prepared  to  make 
to  you  ;  I  shall  leave  you  to.  the  care  of  your 
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maidy  and  shall  delay,  until  to-morrow,  what  I 
had  to  say.' 

"  *  No !  no !"  I  exclaimed  ;  *  do  not  leave 
me  !  do  not  go !  you  have  awakened  ideas  in 
my  mind  which  must  be  confirmed  or  instantly 
obliterated.' 

"  He  regarded  me  for  a  few  seconds,  as  if 
hesitating  whether  to  go  or  to  remain  ;  then, 
beckoning  to  the  young  woman  to  withdraw, 
he  placed  a  chair  near  me  and  again  sat  down. 

"  *  I  have  already  informed  you,'  said  he, 
holding  my  hand  which  he  had  again  taken  be- 
tween both  of  his,  *  that  I  am  your  father — a 
guilty  and  most  blameable  man ;  but,  my 
dearest  child!  I  have  suffered  all  the  pangs 
which  remorse  can  inflict  upon  a  conscience 
happily,  at  length,  alive  to  a  sense  of  crimes 
of  which  it  most  sincerely  repents.' 

"  I  gazed  at  him  intensely  as  he  spoke : 
there  was  an  austerity,  softened  down  by  an 
expression  of  settled  melancholy,  in  his  look, 
which  forcibly  arrested  my  attention  ;  a  new 
feeling  arose  in  my  bosom :  I  was  disposed  to 
throw  myself  into  his  arms,  yet  my  desire  was 
restrained  by  doubts  which  I  could  not  over- 
come. I  believed — hesitated — and  again  be- 
lieved. I  wished  to  speak,  but  my  tongue 
seemed  as  if  glued  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth  ; 
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my  heart  beat  violently — 1  breathed  short — 
I  tried  to  speak,  it  was  in  vain — and  I  sate 
gazing  upon  him  in  silent,  almost  stupid  as- 
tonishment. He  quickly  perceived  what  was 
passing  in  my  mind. 

"  *  Your  doiibts,'  he  remarked,  '  are  natu- 
ral ;  they  shall  be  dissipated  in  an  instant ;' 
and,  unfolding  a  paper  which  I  had  not  pre- 
viously perceived  in  his  hand,  *  there,'  continued 
he,  *  is  the  certificate  of  my  marriage  with  your 
much-injured  mother.' 

"  Mother !  I  uttered.  The  word  fell  upon 
my  ear  like  a  spell : — my  whole  frame  trembled  ; 
and  I  must  have  fallen,  had  not  my  eyes  been 
eagerly  directed  to  the  document  which  was  "to 
dispel  the  doubts  which  still  settled  on  my  mind. 
The  certificate  was  dated  at  Langholme,  the 
year  previous  to  my  birth,  and  was  signed, 
"  Henry  Martin,  minister."  I  gazed  on  the 
paper  and  on  my  father  alternately. 

"  '  Yes,  my  beloved  child !'  he  proceeded, 
*  this  is  the  proof  of  our  relationship,  of  my 
union  with  your  mother,  whose  fostering  care 
you  have  never  known ;  whose  bosom  had 
scarcely  heaved  with  the  breath  of  maternal 
tenderness  before  you  were  taken  from  her — 
who  would  not  now  recognize  her  offspring — 
who  has  never  heard  you  speak.' 
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''  He  paused :  as  he  held  my  hand,  I  felt 
a  tremor  pass  over  him  ;  he  forcibly  compressed, 
his  lips ;  and,  whilst  he  gazed  stedfastly  in  my 
face,  his  eyes  glistened  through  the  moisture 
which  suffused  them.  Oh!  my  dearest  aiKle! 
how  can  I  tell  you  the  condition  of  my  heart 
at  that  moment? — suffocated — I  gasped  for 
breath ! 

"  *  Tell  me,'  I  exclaimed,  scarcely  able  to 
articulate  my  words,  and  grasping  his  arm  with 
my  freed  hand,  '  tell  me,  does  my  mother  still 
live?  where  is  she? — shall,  ohi  shall  I  ever 
feel  her  arms  around  me  ?  shall  I  see — shall 
I—' 

"  I  staggered,  for  I  had  risen  from  the  sofa 
as  I  spoke ;  and  I  fainted  on  my  Other's  neck. 
I  was  revived  by  his  tears  falling  fast  upon  my 
hand,  which  he  pressed  to  his  lips  ;  I  could  no 
longer  doubt  :-r-every  word  which  he  had  ut- 
tered sunk  to  my  heart,  and  found  a  resting 
place  there.  *  I  believe — I  believe — it  is 
enough — guilty  or  innocent — ^yes !  you  are  my 
father — I  am  your  child,'  I  exclaimed,  and  sunk 
upon  his  bosom  :  he  folded  me  in  his  arms, 
and  we  both  wept  aloud." 

The  worthy  Veteran  laid  the  letter  upon 
the  table,  took  off  his  spectacles,  passed  the 
fore-fingers  of  his  right  hand  rapiAy  across  his 
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eyes,  and  stretched  out  his  left  to  his  daughter, 
who  had  edged  her  chair  close  to  his,  during 
the  perusal  of  her  cousin's  narrative.  She  and 
Aunt  Bridget  were  in  tears  ;  and  both  the 
kind-hearted  artist  and  the  Cantab  were  much 
affected ;  Mrs.  Standard  alone  did  not  appear 
to  feel  the  situation  which  her  niece  had  so 
vividly  described  ;  perhaps  a  strong  sense  of  her 
sister's  wrongs  overpowered  the  natural  feelings 
of  that  lady : — I  cannot  hazard  an  opinion  upon 
the  subject.  It  is,  nevertheless,  a  curious  fact, 
that,  whilst  women  are  far  from  being  ready  to 
throw  a  veil  over  the  frailties  of  their  erring 
sisters,  but,  on  the  contrary,  are  the  most 
rigorous  of  their  judges,  they  are  equally  im- 
placable and  unforgiving  of  any  injuries  which 
they  suflFer  from  the  opposite  sex.  The  retro- 
spect of  Mrs.  Standard's  knowledge  of  her 
brother-in-law  was  tinctured  with  the  deepest 
disgust;  his  crimes  rose  before  her  in  all  the 
darkness  of  their  midnight  horrors  ;  and 
therefore  she  could  not  see,  in  the  future,  a 
single  ray  of  hope,  however  apparently  sin- 
cere his  contrition.  To  return  from  this  di- 
gression, in  a  few  minutes,  the  Colonel  resumed 
the  perusal  of  the  letter. 

"  I  will  not,  my  dearest  Uncle,  fatigue  you 
by  writing  the'  narrative  of  my  father's  story, 
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with  the  details  of  which  you  must  be  familiar  ;. 
namely,  the  origin  of  his  acquaintance  with  my 
unhappy  mother,  her  elopement  and  marriage, 
my  birth,  and  the  melancholy  events  which 
separated  me  so  early  from  her.  Suffice  it  to 
say  that  my  father  has  informed  me  that,  for 
several  years,  he  has  ardently  desired  to  throw 
himself  at  her  feet,  and  to  implore  her  forgive- 
ness for  his  errors  ;  but  all  his  efforts,  either  to 
obtain  an  interview  with  her,  or  to  effect  a  recon- 
ciliation, have  hitherto  failed.  He  feels  that 
his  object  can  only  be  fulfilled  through  my 
means  ;  and  that  is  the  apology  which  he  has 
to  offer  for  gaining  possession  of  me  in  the 
manner  which  he  employed.  To  the  question 
why  he  had  not  made  his  wishes  known  to  you, 
he  assured  me  that  he  had  corresponded  with 
you  on  the  subject,  but  that  you  refused  to  give 
me  up.  *  The  destiny,'  said  he,  in  replying  to 
my  question,  *  which  made  your  Uncle  and 
myself  implacable  enemies,  was  augmented  in 
force  by  exaggerated  and  hostile  reports  of  guilt, 
which  prevented  us  from  ever  meeting  ;  for  we 
could  not  have  met  without  sentiments  being  ex- 
pressed on  both  sides,  which  might  have  led  to 
an  event  capable  of  involving  both  in  irrevo- 
cable misery.  We  belong  to  a  profession 
which  admits  of  only  one  appeal  for  the  indig- 
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nity  even  of  a  word ;  and  grey-headed  expe- 
rience has  taught  me  that  where  relations  are 
concerned  discretion  is  the  better  part  of  valour. 
I  had,  therefore,  no  alternative  but  to  gain  pos- 
session of  you  in  any  way ;  and,  although  I 
regret  the  distress  it  has  occasioned  to  you,  yet, 
I  hail  the  success  of  the  plot  as  the  day-spring 
of  a  short  gleam  of  happiness,  which  may  dispel, 
at  the  close  of  life,  the  sombre  clouds  which 
have  shaded  too  many  years  of  its  meridian.' 

"  I  strongly  petitioned  to  be  permitted  to 
write  to  you,  but  the  reply  of  my  father  was — 
'  I  have  strong  reasons  for  restraining  you  from 
doing  so  at  present :  in  due  time  you  shall  have 
the  opportunity  of  informing  your  Uncle  of 
every  thing  which  has  occurred  ;  but  this  is  not 
the  proper  moment  for  such  a  communication.' 
You  will, therefore,  my  dearest  Uncle !  perceive 
the  cause  of  my  silence  ;  and  you  will  cease  to 
wonder  at  not  having  sooner  heard  from  me. 

"  The  day  after  this  conversation  with  my 
unhappy  parent,  we  lefl  Edinburgh,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  Melrose,  where,  instead  of  stopping 
in  the  inn,  we  went  to  a  lodging  which  had 
been  previously  taken  for  us.  We  were  three 
days  in  Melrose,  being  detained  by  the  sudden 
indisposition  of  my  father,  on  which  account  I 
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rarely  walked  out.  We  had  visited  the  ruins 
OB  the  afternoon  of  our  arrival ;  but  I  was 
eager  to  examine  them  at  that  time  which  Sir 
Walter  Scott  describes  as  the  best.  On  the 
third  night,  therefore,  after  my  father  retired  to 
bed,  I  threw  a  warm  shawl  over  my  shoulders, 
and  issued  out,  alone,  at  eleven  o'clock.  I 
think  I  see  my  dear  Aunt  holding  up  her  hands 
at  the  boldness  of  her  indiscreet  niece ;  and  the 
result  made  me  almost  repent  my  temerity. 
The  principal  street  of  the  little  town  was 
completely  deserted ;  every  door  was  closed ; 
every  candle  out,  and  the  inhabitants  where  al- 
ready asleep,  when  I  entered  the  church-yard  ; 
and,  walking  over  the  graves,  placed  myself 
in  the  most  favourable  situation  to  see  the  in- 
terior of  the  ruin  through  the  great  window. 

"  It  was  my  intention  to  take  only  the  most 
hurried  look ;  but,  as  my  feet  were  riveted  to 
the  spot  by  the  magnificence  of  the  ruin, 
softened  by  the  light  of  the  moon,  hung  in 
an  unclouded  sky,  half  an  hour  elapsed  be- 
fore I  even  thought  of  the  singularity  of  the 
situation  in  which  I  was  standing.  At  length, 
my  attention  was  roused  by  a  light  appearing 
within  the  Abbey,  and  the  sound  of  voices. 
The  silence  without  was  such  that  I  could  h  ear 
every  sentence  which  was  uttered.     I   heard 
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the  girl,  who  was  shewing  the  ruin  to  the  stran- 
gers, whoever  they  were,  describing  my  visit 
two  days  before :  I  thought,  my  dearest  Uncle, 
that  I  heard  the   voice  of  one   who   is   ever 
nearest  to  my  thoughts  ;  and  I  listened  with 
breathless  expectation,  but  the  voices  ceased. 
In  a  few  minutes,  the  key  turned  in  the  door 
which  opens  into  the  church-yard ;  I  dreaded 
to  be  observed  ;    but  I  had  only  to  fly  to  a 
corner,  beneath  the  shade  of  some  trees,  where 
I  stood  concealed.     One  person  only,  of  three 
who  came  out,  remained  ;  it  was  not  him  whom 
I  expected  to  see.  He  placed  himself  on  the  very 
spot  which  I  had  left.     I  held  my  breath  lest  it 
should  betray  my  presence ;  and  it  was  not  until 
I  thought  that  his  attention  was  completely  ab- 
stracted, by  the  object  upon  which  he  was  gazing, 
that  I  ventured  from  my  retreat,  and  hurried 
along  a  gravel  walk  that  leads  out  of  the  church- 
yard.    I  had  scarcely  reached  the   stile,  which 
opens  into  the  street,  when,  glancing  round,  I 
perceived  I  was  followed.     Fear,  however,  gave 
celerity  to  my  flight ;  and,  in  a  few  minutes,  I 
re-entered  the  little  parlour,  where  I  had  left  the 
candles  burning.      You  may  conceive,  but  I 
cannot  describe,  the  trepidation  which  seized 
me,  on  finding  myself  secure." 
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"  What  an  escape  from  such  an  act  of  im- 
prudence !''  said  Mrs.  Standard. 

"  Poor  dear  Caroline !"  said  Letitia. 

"An  escape  indeed!  I  should  have  died 
of  fright !  to  be  pursued  by  a  man  at  that  time 
of  night !  The  very  thought  makes  my  blood 
run  cold,"  chimed  in  Aunt  Bridget. 

"  By  Gad !  you  might  have  walked  quietly 
home,  Biddy,"  coolly  remarked  the  Veteran  ; 
and  he  went  on  with  the  perusal  of  the  letter. 

"  We  left  Melrose  at  five  o'clock  the  next 
morning,  and  arrived  in  London  on  the  third 
day  afterwards,  without  any  incident  worthy 
of  notice.  My  father  has  displayed  to  me  the 
utmost  kindness  ;  and  it  is  by  his  permission 
that  I  now  write  to  you.  I  try  to  love  him,  for 
every  thing  he  does  has  a  view  to  my  happi- 
ness :  but  there  is  a  sternness  in  his  look, 
which  even  his  smile  cannot  veil,  and  which 
checks  my  approaches.  How  often  !  how  very 
often  !  my  dearest  Uncle  !  do  I  seem  to  see  your 
kind  and  open,  benevolent  countenance  gazing 
upon  me  ;  and  then  I  dream  of  home.  Alas ! — 
I  have  not  yet  learnt  to  know  any  other  home. 

"  My  father  has  informed  me  that  we  shall 
proceed  to  Ghent,  where  he  understands  my 
mother  is  now  residing,  if  she  be  alive  ;  and  be 
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expects,  through  my  interference,  to  be  agnin 
united  to  her. 

"  I  cannot  say  more,  noy  dearest  Uncle  !  than 

to  assure  you  and  my  beloved  Aunt  that,  were  it 

possible  for  me  to  be  happy  absent  from  you,  to 

believe  myself  at  home — can  I  call  that  place 

hpme  where  you  are  not  ? — I  am  happy.     Tell 

dearest  Letitia  that  I  now  feel  the  truth  of  that 

sentiment  she  has  so  often  expressed,  but  which  I 

have  never  before  understood, that  no  friendship, 

no  connection  in  life,  produces  feelings  in  the 

mind  equivalent  to  those  of  parent  and  child. 

Do  remember   me,   most  warmly,  to  all  our 

fellow  travellers :  need  I  mention  one  in  par- 

.  ticular  ?       Adieu  !    my  ever  dearest    Uncle  ! 

My  prayer — my  hope,  is  to  bring  you  and  my 

father  amicably  together. 

"  Heaven  bless  you,  my  dearest  Uncle ! 
"  Your  unalterably  affectionate  niece, 

«  Caroline." 

The  artist  and  the  Cantab  soon  took  their 
leave  ;  and  the  letter  of  Miss  Atkinson  became 
the  subject  of  discussion  for  the  remainder  of 
the  evening.  The  eccentric  character  of 
Colonel  Atkinson  was  considered  as  sufficient 
to  account  for  the  means  he  had  adopted  to  gain 
possession  of  his  daughter.      Every  one  now 
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hoped  that  the  pursuing  party  would  not  en- 
counter the  fugitives  ;  the  Veteran,  in  par- 
ticular, dreaded  any  collision  of  the  two  parties. 
It  was  finally  determined  that  the  family  should 
immediately  leave  Edinburgh  for  the  metro- 
polis ;  and  thence  proceed  to  Ghent,  where 
they  expected  to  arrive  before  the  pursuers 
could  gain  intimation  of  Colonel  Atkinson's 
intention  of  crossing  to  Belgium. 

The  feelings  of  the  Veteran  towards  Colonel 
Atkinson  were  those  of  a  generous  and  high- 
minded  gentleman.  He  had  never  seen  his- 
brother-in-law  ;  he  knew  his  character  only  by 
report;  but  the  injuries  which  Atkinson  had 
heaped  upon  his  unhappy  wife  had  aroused  sen- 
timents of  disgust  towards  him  in  the  mind  of  the 
Veteran ;  and,  until  he  could  be  assured  that 
his  niece  would  not  be  exposed  to  the  dangers 
which  he  feared  would  be  her  fate  under  the 
roof  of  her  father,  he  could  not  consent  to 
part  with  her.  His  sentiments,  however,  were 
altered  when  he  learned  his  brother-in-law's 
anxiety  for  a  reconciliation  with  his  wife,  if  it 
should  appear  that  she  was  still  alivp:  for, 
although  he  could  not  regard  her  as  altogether 
blameless,  yet,  he  justly  considered  that  any  , 
trivial  errors  of  conduct,  on  her  part,  were 
more  than  sufficiently  punished  by  what  she 
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had  sufiFered.  He  had  no  personal  dislike  to 
his  brother-in-law,  and  he  was  even  ignorant 
of  the  extent  of  his  misconduct.  He  knew, 
however,  that  Colonel  Atkinson  had  never  en- 
quired after  his  daughter,  nor  expressed  any 
interest  in  her  fate,  until  she  had  attained  the 
age  of  womanhood ;  and  as  he  had  no  cer- 
tainty that  his  sister-in-law  was  still  alive,  and 
as  he  feared  that  the  female  society  into  which  his 
niece  might  be  thrown  would  not  be  that  fitted 
to  insure  the  happiness  of  a  young  woman 
entering  into  life,  he  had  resisted  every  attempt 
of  Atkinson  to  regain  possession  of  his  daughter. 

Mrs.  Standard  judged  Atkinson  more  se- 
verely than  the  Veterafi  ;  she  suspected  the 
sincerity  of  any  change  in  his  character  and 
conduct :  she  regarded  him  as  a  person  inde- 
libly stamped  with  the  brand  of  vice.  On  the 
mention  even  of  his  name,  the  injury  done  to 
her  sister  arose  to  her  mental  eye  in  all  its 
original  magnitude  :  she  could  never  forgive 
him ;  she  regarded  him  &s  a  contemptible 
voluptuary :  and  she  shuddered  to  think  upon 
the  inffuence  which  his  society,  and  his  asso- 
ciates, might  have  upon  the  hitherto  untainted 
mind  of  her  niece. 

But,  however  opposite  the  opinions  of  the 
Veteran  and  Mrs.  Standard  were  upon,  the  re- 

M  2 


244 

formation,  as  they  termed  it,  of  Colonel  Atkinson, 
they  agreed  in  the  necessity  of  instantly  pro- 
ceeding to  London ;  and,  if  necessary,  to 
Ghent.  The  following  morning  was  fixed  upon 
for  their  departure.  The  necessary  arrange- 
ments for  that  purpose  had  been  fully  can- 
vassed, and  the  party  was  about  to  retire  for 
the  night,  when  Mr.  Sketchly  entered  with  a 
letter  from  Mr.  Mordaunt.     It  ran  as  follows  : 

"  My  dear  Sketchly, 

"  We  arrived  at  the  Clarendon  last  night  at 
ten  o'clock,  after  a  rapid  and  unsatisfactory 
journey,  at  least  unsatisfactory  as  far  as  regards 
the  object  we  had  in  view.  What  will  you 
think  when  I  inform  you  that  we  were  twelve 
hours  in  Melrose,  while  Miss  Ashton  was  living 
in  the  opposite  house  without  our  knowing  it  ? 
and  yet,  since  that  time,  we  have  not  been  able 
to  gain  the  smallest  information  respecting  her. 

<<  I  am  puzzled  what  to  think.  My  mind 
is  on  the  rack  of  suspense,  I  may  almost  say 
of  despair.  At  one  time,  I  feel  excited  to  a 
degree  which  would  lead  me  not  only  to  pursue 
the  spoiler  of  my  happiness  to  the  end  of  the 
world,  but  even  to  lay  aside  my  sacred  calling, 
and  punish  the  miscreant  in  a  way  which  it  pro- 
scribes :  at  another,  I  find  myself  asking  the 
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question,  is  it  possible  that  he  has  been  able  to 
work  upon  the  aflfections  of  Miss  Ashton  ? 
The  extraordinary  fact  of  her  willing  sojourn- 
ment with  him  has  reached  our  ears  wherever 
we  have  heard  any  tidings  of  her.  How  can 
this  be  explained  ?  If  she  has  made  her  election, 
what  right  have  I  to  interfere  in  her  choice  ? 
I  cannot  answer.  My  wishes — my  thoughts — 
my  recollections — my  dreams — my  hopes,  per- 
suade me  that  I  have  a  right ;  but  my  cooler  rea- 
son  denies  the  correctness  of  the  decision.  I 
have  never  declared  myself  directly  to  Miss 
Ashton  :  she  is  disengaged  as  far  as  regards  me ; 
and,  if  she  has  been  fascinated  into  so  incongruous 
an  union,  as  I  presume  it  must  be,  if  report  speak 
true  of  the  age  of  the  person  who  has  pre- 
sumed on  so  extraordinary  a  mode  of  obtain- 
ing her  hand,  again  I  say — what  right  have  I 
to  interfere  ?  Her  docile,  pliant,  and  grateful 
nature  might  be  worked  upon  by  kindness: 
long,  attentive,  and  endearing  kindness  might 
draw  from  her  a  return  of  love,  even  to  one  la- 
bouring under  all  the  disadvantage  of  disparity 
of  years ;  but,  in  this  case,  it  is  impossible  :  at- 
traction— sentiment — heart — are  not  there :  she 
has  not  given  her  affection  to  the  individual 
who  has  carried  her  off — she  must  be  re-created 
ere  that  can  happen. 
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"  Sketchly,  how  I  envy  your  free,  unfet- 
tered condition!  Your  art,  your  enviable, 
creative  pencil  engrosses  your  whole  soul — 
you  have  no  tirae  to  be  wretched.  I  am  com- 
pletely— perhaps  deservedly  so.  Like  soap 
bubbles,  scarcely  blown  before  they  burst, 
have  been  all  my  resolutions  :  often  manly,  but 
deficient  in  the  bone  and  muscle  which  give 
stability,  they  have  melted  away :  in  a  word,  my 
iexibility  has  been  my  bane ;  I  have  never 
enjoyed  life  with  discretion,  nor  perhaps  have 
ever  pursued  the  path  best  suited  to  my  tem- 
perament. The  death  of  liouisa  Manvers  drove 
me  from  the  army :  I  settled  down  into  a  church- 
man, and  formed  the  determination  to  remain 
single,  and  to  be  wedded  only  to  literature  and 
my  clerical  duties.  I  had  planned  my  career, 
and  fancied  myself  steeled  against  temptation. 
The  accident  which  threw  me  into  the  society  of 
Colonel  Standard  and  his  family  only  proved 
that  experience  of  its  dangers  had  not  changed 
the  pliability  of  my  nature.  I  saw  Caroline 
Ashton,  and,  for  the  first  time,  since  my  heart 
knew  the  poignancy  of  that  grief  which  it  had 
too  fondly  nurtured,  I  felt  an  irresistible  in- 
terest in  another : — still  I  thought  myself  secure. 
The  image  of  her  whom  I  had  lost  was  my 
boasted  pride,  my  consolation  ;  the  child  of  my 
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imagination,  cradled  in    my  heart,    I   neither 
dreamt  nor  thought  of,  nor  could  admit  any 
other.     But  human  resolution  is  surpassed  by 
human  weakness.     The  intelligence,  the  noble 
frankness,  the  gentle,  feminine  virtues  of  Miss 
Ashton  soon  secured  my  esteem  and  admira* 
tion  ;  happy>  perhaps,  would  it  have  been  had 
they  touched  no  other   chord — awakened   no 
other  sentiment :  but  the  sternest  philosopher, 
my  dear  Sketchly,  sometimes  finds  that  he  has 
a  heart  in  his  bosom  :  his  accumulated  science 
— his  metaphysical  depth — his  pride  of  intellect 
— his  stoical  coolness,  are  destined  to  do  homage 
to  the  fascinating  smile  of  beauty,  and  are  com- 
pelled to  own  the  divinity  of  its  power.  The  de- 
licious poison  has  entered  my  soul ;  nightly  does 
my  memory  revert  to  that  hour  when  my  senti- 
ments were  almost  involuntarily   unveiled  to 
Miss  Ashton,  although  my  tongue  made  no  ac- 
knowledgment  of  my  passion.     It  was  on  the 
little  esplanade  before  the  inn  at  Loch  Kateran  : 
the  moon  shone  above  us,  and   silvered    the 
silent  lake  which  spread  below.     Caroline  hung 
upon  my  arm,  and  we  continued  our  walk  for 
sometime  after  the  rest  of  the  party  had  re- 
tired.    The  usual  mirthful  playfulness  of  rpy 
companion  had  given  place  to  thoughtful  calm- 
ness ;  her  auburn  ringlets  parted  on  her  open 
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forehead,  although  they  half  shaded  her  face 
as  her  eye  rested  upon  the  ground,  yet  coold 
not  wholly  conceal  the  recurring  blush  which 
rose  as  the  conversation  touched  the  sympa- 
thetic chords  of  the  heart.  Warmed  by  the 
subject,  as  I  painted  to  her  the  domestic  bliss, 
the  fireside  paradise  of  my  friend  Manvers, 
and  exclaimed  how  I  longed  to  have  the  scat-> 
tered  feelings  of  my  heart  centered  in  such  a 
focus,  my  hand  insensibly  fell  upon  her's — it 
trembled  beneath  my  touch — I  instinctively 
grasped  it — she  stopped  short,  as  if  to  require 
an  explanation — our  eyes  met — a  blush  suffused 
her  countenance ;— but,  in  an  instant,  recover- 
ing her  self-possession,  she  said,  in  a  subdued 
tone  of  voice,  "  Mr.  Mordaunt,  it  is  late,  let  as 
return."  Why  did  I  not  then  declare  myself? 
I  might  hesitate  to  answer ;  but  both  you  and 
Manvers  will  recognize,  as  its  origin,  that  in- 
decision for  which  you  have  often  lectured  me, 
and  from  which  I  have  too  often  suffered. 

"  But,  my  dear  Sketchly,  I  am  filling  my 
paper  with  the  romance  of  sentiment,  when  I 
should  be  detailing  to  you  the  news  of  our 
journey.  Hitherto,  as  I  have  said,  our  object 
has  been  frustrated.  One  thing,  however,  has 
been  effected.  Besides  confirming  all  the 
ideas  which  I  had  formed  of  the  warm,  ansa- 
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phisticated  heart,  good  sense,  and  energy  of 
character,  of  our  joint  friend  Oatlands, — it  has 
brought  out,  in  the  most  engaging  colours,  that 
of  the  worthy  Doctor.     He  is — t    .  *      *      * 

«««  4r  «  He  m  ««« 

**♦♦*♦♦«** 

''  Sketchly,  do  not  judge  me  by  the  ro- 
mance of  this  epistle.  Under  any  circum- 
stances, it  is  not  my  intention  to  waste  my 
manhood  in  the  lap  of  indolence.  When  you 
visit  me  at  the  Rectory  of  Lonsdale,  whether 
you  find  me  the  happy  husband,  enjoying  the 
blessings  of  domestic  quiet,  or  the  solitary  re- 
cluse, seeking  my  solace  in  friendship,  expect 
to  see  me  an  active  parish  priest,  labouring,  I 
trust,  worthily  in  my  vocation,  not  only  in  the 
limited  circle  of  my  clerical  duties,  but  striving 
to  extend  the  sphere  of  my  usefulness.  I 
have  ambition  enough  to  hope  that,  by  some 
effort,  I  may  roll  back  the  wave  of  oblivion 
from  overwhelming  my  memory. 

"  Remember  me  to  Colonel  Standard  and 
the  ladies. 

"  Adieu !  ever  yours, 

"  Frederick  Mordaunt." 


t  My  friend  the  Doctor,  with  his  inherent  modesty,  had  so 
effaced  the  eulogy  upon  himself  as  to  render  it  completel}' 
unintelligible. — Editor. 
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CHAPTER  Vni. 

"  Sighing,  as  through  the  shadowy  past, 
Like  a  tomb-searcher,  Memory  ran, 
Lifting  each  shroud  that  Time  had  cast 
O'er  buried  hopes." — 

Moore. 


Frederick  Mordaunt  and  his  two  friends 
had  been  already  three  days  in  London,  without 
having  advanced  a  single  step  towards  the  at- 
tainment of  the  object  of  their  visit.  They  had 
not  previously  reflected  that  no  where,  when 
obscurity  and  concealment  are  desired,  can  a 
man  bury  himself  so  completely  from  the  pry- 
ing eye  of  notoriety  as  amidst  the  dense  popu- 
lation of  the  metropolis.  In  that  ever-flowing 
tide,  that  absorbing,  mighty  current,  into  whose 
channel  the  whole  world  pours  its  tributary 
streams  of  life,  individuals,  like  drops  falling 
upon  the  wave,  instantly  disappear.  It  was 
therefore  less  wonderful  that  the  friends  should 
lose  all  traces  of  the  fugitives,  than  that  they 
should  stumble  upon  their  path.  Indeed,  they 
had  no  clue  for  their  guidance.  At  the  hotels, 
elderly  gentlemen  and  handsome  young  ladies 
were  hourly  arriving:    the  description  of  the 
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fugitives  was  too  vague  to  enable  any  inform- 
ation to  be  obtained  through  the  medium  of 
the  police,  or  the  public  offices :  the  pursuers 
were  consequently  constrained  to  trust  to  chance 
for  that  which  could  not  be  procured  by  any 
systematic  plan  of  enquiry. 

Mr.  Mordaunt,  on  entering  London,  was 
again  in  the  midst  of  a  circle  of  acquaintance, 
whom  he  had  known  when  the  gay  and  hand- 
some guardsman  ;  by  whom  he  had  been  courted 
and  caressed,  and  who  were  still  eager  to  hold 
out  to  him  the  hand  of  fellowship:  but  his 
spirits  had  sunk  too  low  to  allow  him  to  relish 
any  society;  he  even  felt  anxious  to  shun  the 
recognition  of  those  with  whom  he  had  formed 
real  friendships,  whom  he  loved  and  respected. 
He  felt  that  the  world  had  grown  hateful  to 
him ;  and,  in  the  midst  of  the  most  crowded 
haunts  of  humanity  under  the  canopy  of  heaven, 
— where  the  air  is  never  still  from  "the  busy 
hum  of  men" — the  streets  are  never  empty, — 
where  no  hour  can  be  termed  that  of  silence  and 
repose, — did  Frederick  Mordaunt  seek  solitude 
and  seclusion.  He  rarely  left  the  hotel  in  the 
day-time :  and,  only  after  the  shades  of  night 
began  to  be  closed  in,  muffled  up  in  his  cloak,  he 
strolled  out  around  the  neighbouring  Squares^ 
or  occasionally  into  Hyde  Park,  to  breathe  a 
little  fresh  air,  or  to  enjoy  the   soothing  in- 
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iluence  of  the  evening  breeze  upon  his  wasted 
and  feverish  cheek. 

It  was  in  one  of  these  solitary  rambles, — 
the  dark-blue  vault  of  heaven  was  studded  with 
myriads  of  stars,  reflected  in  the  purple  mirror 
of  the  Serpentine,  dark  and  motionless,  whilst 
the  planets,  undiminished  by  the  absence  of 
the  moon,  shone  out  with  more  than  usual 
brilliancy,  simulating  little  suns, — ^that  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt,  sauntering  along  the  walk  between  York 
and  Cumberland  gates,  observed  streams  of 
light  issuing  from  a  mansion  in  Park  Lane, 
and  carriage  after  carriage  setting  down  visi- 
tors. He  paused  for  a  few  minutes,  opposite 
to  the  house,  to  indulge  a  reflection,  which  had 
suggested  itself  to  his  mind.  It  referred  to 
the  pains  with  which  mankind  fly  the  true 
sources  of  happiness,  to  seek  it  in  the  arti- 
ficial state  of  the  feelings  which  were  required 
to  enjoy  the  gay  scene  before  him :  the 
fatigue  and  subsequent  ennui  which  follow 
it ;  and  the  altogether  unsatisfactory  character 
of  the  pleasure  which  it  affords,  compared  with 
that  resulting  from  the  contemplation  of  the 
beautiful  and  the  sublime  in  natural  scenery, 
and  the  peaceful  associations  of  domestic  life  in 
the  country.  As  he  was  gazing  upon  the  bril- 
liant equipages  which  crowded  the  street,  he  re- 
collected that  it  was  somewhere  near  this  spot. 
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• — if  it  were  not  really  in  the  same  bouse,— that 
Lord  Rochdale  lived.  The  recollections  which 
this  recognition  brought  forward,  in  all  their 
freshness,  before  the  mental  eye  of  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt,  were  of  the  riiost  painful  description, 
Louisa  Man  vers  stood  before  him — her  last 
words,  "  I  know  your  heart  is  unaffected — is 
the  same,"  fell  upon  his  ear ;  whilst  his  reply — 
"  and  it  ever  will  be,  dearest  Louisa!"  seemed  to 
put  the  question,  "  how  has  that  assurance  been 
fulfilled?"  Gloomily,  and  discontented  with 
himself,  he  withdrew  his  eye  from  the  house 
and  walked  onward?.  But  in  the  human  heart, 
as  in  heaven,  there  are  many  mansions:  when 
the  flame  of  affection  is  extinguished  in  one,  it 
is  lighted  up  in  another  ;  the  sincerest  vows, 
sworn  in  the  conviction  that  they  are  irre- 
vocable, engraven  on  eternal  adamant,  yield  to 
the  touch  of  time,  and  every  trace  of  them  is 
effaced  from  the  tablet  of  the  memory.  We 
justify  ourselves  by  circumstances  ;  inclination 
pleads  at  the  bar  of  conscience ;  the  judge 
dozes,  and  the  culprit  is  acquitted.  Frederick 
Mordaunt,  although  dissatisfied  with  the  ex- 
amination of  his  feelings,  which  the  retrospect, 
forced  upon  him  by  this  recognition,  had  pro- 
duced, yet  found  an  apology  in  the  peculiarity 
of  the  circumstances  in  which  the  death  of 


I 


254 

Miss  Manvers  bad  placed  him.  He  had  quitted 
a  profession  which  had  tutored  him  for  the  ex- 
citements of  society,  and  engendered  habits  the 
opposite  of  those  which  he  had  led  since  a 
parish  priest.  Daily  experience  had  also 
taught  him  that  he  was  not  fitted  for  the  life  of 
a  bachelor ;  that  even  friendship,  with  all  its 
charms,  was  an  imperfect  substitute  for  that 
reciprocal  aflFection,  that  domestic  bliss,  which 
his  fancy  pictured,  with  the  warmth  of  the 
highest  poetic  colouring,  might  have  been  his 
lot,-  had  his  anticipations  not  been  blighted  by 
the  fate  of  her  in  whom  all  his  earliest  affec- 
tions had  centered.  He  had  wisely  sought  his 
consolation,  and  found  his  solitude  cheered,  in 
the  performance  of  his  sacred  duties;  and, 
whilst  he  spoke  to  others  of  the  vanity  of  all 
things  on  this  side  of  the  grave,  he  himself  had 
become  wiser ;  he  had  brought  the  instruction 
home  to  his  own  bosom,  and  profited  by  the 
lessons  that  he  taught.  The  melancholy, 
however,  which  had  settled  upon  his  character 
.  still  tinctured  all  his  feelings ;  indeed,  it  bad 
been  fostered  and  kept  alive  by  the  almost 
hourly  contemplation  of  the  loss  he  had  sus- 
tained :  the  gentle,  feminine  virtues  of  Louisa 
Manvers  were  ever  vividly  present  in  his  mind ; 
even   amidst  his  growing  affection   for   Miss 
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Ashton,  he  sometimes  felt  the  iron  of  remorse 
entering  his  soul,  as  if  the  purity  of  the  love 
which  had  been  first  awakened  in  it — that  sole 
remaining  spark  of  his  divine  origin  in -fallen 
man,  unalloyed  by  the  dross  of  passion — which 
is   never   kindled    but    once    in    the    human 
bosom,  had  been  sullied  by  a  second  attach*- 
ment.     In  the  present  state  of  Mr.  Mordaunt*s 
feelings, — oppressed  by  the  mystery  which  in- 
volved the  fate  of  Miss  Ashton, — stung  by  the 
doubts  which  had  arisen  in  his  mind  respecting 
her  sincerity, — his  heart  warmed  again  when 
these  sentiments  crowded  upon  his  mind,  and 
with  the  old  associations,  which  the  incident  of 
seeing  Lord  Rochdale's  mansion  had  called  up. 
He  stopped  under  a  group  of  trees ;  the  streancC 
of  light  from  the  windows  of  the  gay  mansion 
almost  reached  the  spot  where  he  stood  ;  and, 
in  the  shadows  of  the  figures  crossing  and  re- 
crossing  it,  in  the  crowded  drawing  room,  his 
fancy   conjured  up  his  friend  Manvers,  Lady 
Mary,  and  even  the  stately  form  of  the  Earl. 
He  felt  ashamed  that  he  had  not  already  sought 
them  out ;  and,  resolving  to  retrieve  his  neglect 
'  as  soon  as  possible,  he  walked  on  till  he,  almost 
instinctively,  found  hinrself  on  the  threshhold  of 
the  mansion.     It  was  indeed  Lord  Rochdale's  ; 
and,  learning  from  a  servant  that  Mr.  Manvers 
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was  in  town,  be  left  his  card,  with  an  inti- 
mation that  he  should  call  on  the  following  day. 

It  had  just  struck  ten  o'clock  ;  the  break- 
fast equipage,  in  a  snug  parlour  in  the  Claren- 
don, was  still  on  the  table,  Mr.  Mordaunt  was 
poring  over  the  Morning  Herald,  and  I,  count- 
ing the  number  of  advertisements  in  a  double 
sheet  of  the  Times, — Oatlands  had  set  oflF  early 
for  the  City, — when  the  door  of  the  room  was 
opened  by  a  gentleman  in  black,  who,  advanc- 
ing, ejaculated  tlie  word  "  Mordaunt !"  Thfe 
Clergyman  raised  his  head — started  from  his 
seat — and  in  an  instant  his  hand  was  locked  in 
that  of  Dudley  Manvers. 

When  the  first  salutations  were  over,  and 
the  burst  of  sterling  friendship,  which  marked 
the  meeting  of  these  two  excellent  men,  had 
subsided,  and  Mr.  Mordaunt  had  introduced 
me  to  his  friend,  I  listened  with  admiration  to 
the  unusually  exalted  tone  of  conversation  which 
the  occasion  seemed  to  have  created  in  the  wor- 
thy Clergyman.  I  had  often  admired  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt's  power  of  delineating  character,  and  de- 
scribing the  places  which  he  had  visited  ;  but 
they  were  thrown  into  the  shade  by  the  animation 
which  this  meeting  infused  into  his  account  of 
the  events  which  had  passed  since  the  two  friends 
had  met,  and  the  brilliant  effects  of  the  poetic 
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touchings  of  his  pencil  on  the  scenery  of  hfs 
northern  tour,  which  he  delineated  with  a  mi- 
nuteness demonstrative  of  the  deep  interest 
with  which  he  had  viewed  them. 

"  Your  descriptions  delight  and  interest 
me,"  said  Mr.  Manvers :  "  but,  Frederick, 
tell  me  something  of  your  rectory :  is  it  still 
untenanted,  except  by  its  hermit-rector  ?" 

The  countenance  of  Mr.  Mordaunt  fell,  and 
a  half-stifled  sigh  escaped  from  his  breast. 
His  friend  instantly  perceived  that  he  had 
touched  a  vibrating  cord,  and  changed  the 
conversation. 

"  You  must  come  and  see  Lady  Mary,'' 
said  he:  "you  know,  Frederick,  you  were 
always  a  favourite  of  the  old  lady,  who  is  as 
great  a  valetudinarian  as  ever,  living  by  system, 

and  corresponding  with  her  dear  Doctor  P . 

The  Earl  left  town  for  Rochdale  this  morning., 
I  wish  you  had  stepped  in  last  night." 

"  I  was  not  dressed  for  a  party,"  replied 
Mr.  Mordaunt. 

"  It  is  the  first  '  at  home'  Lady  Mary  has 
given  since  her  arrival  in  town.  Most  of  my 
father's  political  associates  were  there ;  plenty 
of  mammas  with  daughters  on  sale ;  some 
beauty,  and  abundance  of  fashion.  You  have 
been  so  long  out  of  the  town  world,  you  would 
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have  b6en  amused.  By  the  bye ! — there  was 
one  person  there  whom  you  would  hardly 
guess." 

"  I  have  qo  clue  to  hazard  a  conjecture," 
responded  Mr.  Mordaunt.' 

"  You  recollect  meeting,  in  the  church-yard 
at  Rochdale,  a  person  of  the  name  of  Atkinson  ?" 
rejoined  Mr.  Manvers.  "  He  is  now  a  colonel 
in  th(B  army.  My  father,  who  giive  him  his 
first  commission,  is  proud  of  his  advancement. 
But  there  is  something  in  the  expression  of  his 
countenance  which  keeps  up  my  original  bad 
opinion  of  him.  He  is  said  to  be  a  widower. 
He  brought  with  him  a  young  lady,  still  in  her 
teens,  whom  he  introduced  to  my  Aunt  as  his 
daughter.  She  is,  my  dear  fellow !  the  most 
softly  beautiful  and  feminine  being  I  have  ever 
seen ;  and  her  beauty  is  heightened,  to  my 
eyes,  by  a  trace  of  settled  sadness  in  the 
expression  of  her  lovely  countenance,  when 
not  lighted  up  by  conversation,  which  greatly  in- 
terested me.  She  reminded  me  of  my  dear 
Louisa." 

Mordaunt  became  thoughtful. 

"  There  is,  however,"  continued  Mr.  Man- 
vers, "  more  intellect  in  her  expression  than 
!•  recollect  in  poor  Louisa's.  She  is  rather 
below  the  middle  stature :  her  hair  is  auburn. 
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with  a  profusion  of  natural  curls,  shadowing  a 
smooth  and  capacious  forehead.  Her  features 
are  comely,  but  not  symmetrically  beautiful; 
but  when  she  smiles, — oh  !  it  is  the  smile  of  an 
angel !  to  such  a  susceptible  heart  as  your's, 
Frederick,  it  would  be  dangerously  fascinat- 
mg." 

"  My  dear^  Manvers,"  rejoined  Mordaunt, 
"  I  have  never  before  heard  you  expatiate  so 
enthusiastically  on  female  charms.  Were  you 
a  bachelor,  or  a  widower,  I  should  imagine  you 
fairly  entangled.   Does  she  converse  fluently  ?" 

"  I  had  little  opportunity  of  sounding  the 
depth  of  her  intellect  or  acquirements,"  re^ 
sponded  Mr.  Manvers  ;  "  but  sufficient  to  con- 
vince me  that  she  possesses  a  romantic  and 
highly  cultivated  taste  for  natural  scenery.  She 
described  to  me  the  Trosachs  in  such  rich, 
poetic  language,  yet  so  singularly  free  from 
bombast,  that  I  could  have  listened  for  ever. 
Nevertheless,  her  romantic  admiration  is  tinc- 
tured with  some  melancholy  recollections  ;  for, 
as  she  concluded  the  description,  she  cast  her 
eyes  upon  the  floor,  and  seemed  to  try  to  stifle 
a  sigh  which  escaped  from  her  bosom." 

"  The  Trosachs!"  ejaculated  Mordaunt; 
and  he  bit  his  lips,  and  appeared  at  once  lost 
in  reverie,     "  Can  it  be  ?"  thought  he,  almost 
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speaking  the  ideas  that  were  passing  through 
his  mind ;  ''  it  is  impossible !  a  father  has  no 
occasion  to  run  away  with  his  child  ; — and  how 
could  the  daughter  of  Richard  Atkinson  be  the 
niece  of  Colonel  Standard? — and  her  name 
Ashton  ?" — He  put  his  hand  to  his  forehead. 

"  You  are  absent,  Mordaunt,"  said  Mr. 
Manvers ;  '<  my  account  of  this  beauty  has  sent 
your  fancy  wandering.  There,  however,  is 
that,  with  regard  to  her,  which,  much  as  her 
beauty  and  her  manner  interest,  I  wish  to  know 
more  about.  I  saspect — I  strongly  suspect — 
that  she  is  not  Atkinson's  daughter.  When 
she  took  leave,  as  she  curtsied  to  Lady  Mary, 
her  smile,  fascinating  and  lovely  as  it  is,  spoke 
not  of  a  happy  heart :  her  step  and  movement 
were  elegant,  but  they  seemed  joyless ;  she 
hung  upon  the  arm  of  Atkinson,  but  not  as  a 
daughter,  proud  in  the  affection  of  a  father." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  was  evidently  embarrassed: 
his  friend  Manvers  fixed  his  gaze  upon  him, 
and  then  looked  at  me,  as  if  demanding  an  ex- 
planation. I  could  give  him  none,  although  his 
remarks  had  shed  a  ray  of  light  upon  the  mys- 
tery which  had  so  long  perplexed  me. 

,"  My  father  is  proud  of  Atkinson,"  con- 
tinued Mr.  Manvers ;  *'  he  has  had  little  oppor- 
tunity of  perceiving  the  shades  in  his  character 
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which  have  always  made  ra^  avoid  him  ;  he 
has  merely  traced  his  rise  in  his  profession  ; 
and  now  he  regards  him  as  a  triumphant  ex- 
ample of  the  value  of  patronage  to  youthful 
talent,  in  a  rank  of  life  where  it  would  other- 
wise be  worse  than  useless^  as  it  might  pro- 
bably engender  mischief,  were  it  left  unaided 
to  struggle  with  the  world." 

"  So  generous  a  feeling,"  said  I, "  is  honor- 
able to  the  Earl." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  still  remained  absorbed  in 
thought.  Mr.  Manvers  ascribed  this  to  asso- 
ciations which  his  mention  of  his  sister's  funeral 
had  awakened  in  the  memory  of  his  friend  :  he 
kindly  took  his  hand,  and  endeavoured  to  change 
the  train  of  his  ideas  by  remarking — 

"  Why,  Frederick !  my  dear  felllow !  you 
are  in  a  reverie.  Come,  come  !  you  shall  see 
this  paragon.  It  is  probable  that  Atkinson  and 
his  daughter  may  be  again  at  my  father's  to- 
morrow, as  Lady  Mary  means  to  have  a  small, 
select  party.  You  will  be  charmed  with  'the 
musical  powers  and  the  refined  sentiment  of 
this  beauty.  You  will  then  be  convinced  that 
I  have  not  appreciated  them  too  highly, — that  I 
do  not  paint  from  imagination, — that  it  is  a  por- 
trait far  beneath  the  grace  and  loveliness  of 
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the  original.  By  the  bye,  she  sang  some  stanzas 
which  I  never  before  heard,  except  from  your- 
self. I  was  pleased  with  them ;  and  I  wrote 
them  down  from  your  dictation.  At  the  time, 
I  believed  them  to  be  your  own." 

"  Let  me  hear  them,"  said  Mr.  Mordaunt, 
roused  by  the  remark. 

"  Most  certainly — if  I  can  recollect  them,'* 
replied  his  friend ;  "  but  do  not  pretend, 
my  dear  fellow,  to  claim  the  merit  of  their  pro- 
duction." 


Ah  !  Ladye  !  life  can  only  know 
But  once  its  young  and  sunny  hours, 

Its  airy  dance  on  fairy  ground, 
Bespangled  o*er  with  rainbow  flowers. 

At  first,  Hope  whispers  only  joy, 
And  Love  within  the  heart  is  bom, 

« 

WTiile  life's  lights  are  the  rosy  hues 
That  fringe  the  fleecy  clouds  of  mom. 

•  - 

Alas  !  such  fairy  flowers  must  fade  ; 

Hope  dies  upon  the  darken'd  air, 
And  the  warm  heart,  which  cradled  Love, 

Is  the  lone  home  of  cold  Despair. 


"  Are  you  in  earnest  ?"  rejoined  Mr.  Mor* 
daunt,  eagerly.  "  Did  Miss  Atkinson  really 
sing  these  words  ?" 
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"  She  really  did ;  and  not  only  sweetly, 
but  with  much  feeling." 

Mr.  Mordaunt  again  gazed  inquisitively  in 
his  friend's  face.  The  colour  fled  bis  counte- 
nance, and  an  involuntary  shudder  came  over 
him. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  my  dear  Frederick  ?" 
enquired  Mr.  Manvers,  as  he  noticed  this 
sudden  change. 

Mordaunt  essayed  to  speak  ;  but,  for  a  few 
seconds,  he  could  not.  The  verses  were  indeed 
his  writing :  he  had  never  given  a  copy  of  them 
to  any  one  but  Caroline  Ashton.  The  description 
of  Miss  Atkinson  by  his  friend — the  verses — the 
details  which  he  had  heard  at  Melrose — all 
conspired  to  confirm  the  heart-rending  truth — 
for  he  believed  it  to  be  such — which  had  flashed 
upon  his  mind,  that  the  so  termed  Miss  Atkinson 
and  Caroline  Ashton  were  one  and  the  same 
individual ;  and  that  the  means  employed  by 
Atkinspn,  whatever  they  were,  had  succeeded  in 
making  her  the  willing  companion  of  that  liber- 
tine. A  cold,  paralyzing  hand  seemed  now 
placed  upon  the  heart  of  the  unhappy  Clergy- 
man ;  whilst  his  bosom  was  bursting  with  the 
accumulated  blood  arrested  in  its  current.  A 
deep  and  convulsive  sob  or  two  came  to  his 
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relief :  in  a  few  minutes  reaction  snpenrened, 
a  flash*  overspread  the  previous  pallidoess  of 
his  face,  his  languid  eye  glistened,  and,  rising 
from  his  seat,  he  grasped  the  hand  of  Mr. 
Manvers,  and  said,  in  a  firm,  collected  tone  of 
voice, — 

*'  My  excellent  friend,  overlook  and  forgive 
my  weakness  ;  but  conduct  me  directly  to  the 
house  of  Colonel  Atkinson.  The  lady  who 
has  so  much  interested  you  is  not  his  daughter ; 
her  name  is  Ashton ;  he  has  carried  her  <^ 
from  her  relations,  and — "  Here  his  lips  were 
firmly  compressed,  and  a  momentary  tremor 
again  shook  his  whole  frame.  "  He  has,  I  fear, 
triumphed  over  her — affection.  I  cannot,  now, 
tell  you  all — which  you  shall  know — ^respecting 
her,  and  my  interest  in  her  fate :  but  no  mo-> 
ment  must  be  lost;  come, — ^lead  me  to  the 
abode  of  that  most  abandoned  of  all  unprin- 
cipled men,  Colonel  Atkinson." 

"  The  event  which  my  friend  has  just  de- 
scribed," said  I,  ''  is  indeed  the  cause  of  our 
visit  to  the  metropolis." 

The  surprise  depicted  on  the  countenance 
of  Mr.  Manvers  may  be  conceived,  but  it  can- 
not be  described.  He  took  up  his  bat,  and,  at 
the  same  time,  informed  his  friend  that  Colonel 
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Atkinsoiy's  lodgings  were  unknown  to  him  ; 
but  if  he  would  walk  with  him  as  far  as  Green 
Street,  they  might  there  obtain  information 
respecting  them.  Mordaunt  placed  his  arm 
within  that  of  Mr.  Man  vers,  and  the  friends 
instantly  left  the  house. 

They  had  scarcely  departed,  before  my  mind 
turned  to  investigate  the  following  speculation  : 
whether,  in  such  a  condition  of  corporeal  col- 
lapse and  reaction   as   I  had  just  witnessed, 
caused  either  by  deep  grief,  or  some  unhappy 
event,  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  occurring, 
the  integrity  of  the  mind  often  remains   un-»* 
afifected,   whilst  the  principle    of  association, 
operating  as  in  a  dream,  the  boundaries  of  time 
and  space  are  broken  down,  and  the  events  of 
a  life  crowded  within  the  lapse  of  a  few  mo^ 
ments  ?     Such,  my  worthy  friend  long  after- 
wards informed  me,  was    the    effect   of  this 
development  of  the  mystery  which  involved 
the  fate  of  Caroline  Ash  ton  on  his  bewildered 
imagination*     Tbei  future  rose  to  his  mental 
vision  as  one  interminable,  dreary,  comfortless 
track  of  wretchedness :  he  felt  the  iron  of  Des- 
pair entering  his  soul ;  and  whilst,  on  one  hand, 
the  wily  denoon  presented   to   bim  a  picture 
of  the  misery  of  existence^-i-on  the  other,  he 
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softly  whispered  the  relief  to  be  obtained  from 
withdrawing  from  it. 

'^  Is  not  short  payne  well  borne  that  brings  long  ease, 

And  lays  the  soul  to  sleep  in  quiet  grave  P 
Sleep  after  toyle,  port  after  stormj  seas, 

Ease  after  war,  death  after  life,  doth  greatiy  please*." 

For  a  moment,  smarting  under  the  anguish 
which  had  overpowered  his  mind,  as  well  as  his 
body,  Mr.  Mordaant  listened  to  the   soothing 
voice  of  the  persuader :  he  was  ready  to  rash 
from  the  house   and   throw   himself  into  the 
Thames,  or  to  pass  a  bullet  through  his  head  : 
but,  fortunately,  his  mental  integiity  brought 
on  the  reaction  which  ensued ;  his  strength  of 
reason,  his  moral  principles,  his  religious  con* 
victions,  returned,  and  they  prevailed.    He  was 
resolved  to  face  the  man  who,  as  he  assumed, 
had  blasted  his  hopes  of  felicity ;  and  to  hear 
from  his  own  mouth,  and  from  the  lips  of  Miss 
Ashton  herself,  the  acknowledgment  that  she 
had  transferred  her  affections;  and,  if  such  was 
the  case,  he  resolved  accordingly  to  frame  his 
purpose.    All  idea  that  she  was  under  restraint 
had  vanished.     The  simple  circumstance  of  her 
having  sung  at  Lady  Mary's  party  was  to  hina 
a  sufficient  demonstration  that  she  was  a  free 

•  spencer. 
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agent:   j'et,  Manvers  had  spoken  of  the  me- 
lancholy which  hung  over  her.     These  were 
contradictions  which  could  be  explained  only  by 
a  personal  interview  with  her ;    and  that,  at 
all  hazards,  Mr.  Mordaunt  was  determined  to 
'  obtain.     Although    appearances   were  against 
her :  and  although  adversity  had  rendered  hira 
impatient  under  the  wound  which  he  believed 
had  been  inflicted  by  her  hand,  yet,  he  com- 
manded enough  of  reason  not  to  pass  a  judg- 
ment without  decisive  evidence.     He  had  no 
malice  to  indulge  ;  he  felt  no  desire  that  revenge 
should  triumph  ;     he  was    suffering,   bitterly, 
from  circumstances  over  which  he  had  no  con- 
trol— which  he  certainly  had  not  merited  :   but 
of  such  is  the  world !     How  often  do  we  behold 
sudden  misery  involve  the  best  part  of  the 
species  !     Is  there  no  recompense  in  reserve — 
no  hope  to    which  the   dimmed  eye  may  be 
raised — no  beam  of  comfort  to  lighten  the  bur- 
then of  wretchedness  which    presses  on  the 
bosom  of  the  undeserving  sufferer  ?     Certainly 
not  in  this  world. 

After  the  departure  of  the  two  friends, 
— tired  with  my  own  reflections,  and  almost 
sickened  with  the  gloomy  view  of  mortality 
which  spread  before  me, — I  took  up  my  hat 
and  strolled  out,  with  the  expectation  of  find- 
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ing  at  least  something  to  dissipate  my  thoughts. 
The  streets  were  crowded ;  but  I  walked  on, 
unheeding  the  dense  stream  of  population  in 
which  I  mingled  ;  and  I  scarcely  knew  where 
my  steps  were  proceeding.  I  could  not,  however, 
shake  off  the  melancholv  train  of  ideas  which  the 
conduct  of  Miss  Ashton  had  awakened  in  mv 
mind :— a  dark   cloud    seemed  to  hang  over 
humanity  : — the  struggles — the  disappointments 
— the  woes  of  life — ^the  mockings  of  the  present 
at  the  anticipations  of  the  past — the  wreck  of 
the  best  and  purest  afifections  of  the  heart — 
ever  presented  themselves,  and  would  not  be 
shaken  off.      I    had,   unfortunately,  cause  to 
believe  that  that  portion  of  our  species,  whose 
perfections    approximate    nearest  to  those  of 
angelic  spirits,  are  nevertheless  not  devoid  of 
guile.     I  had  felt  the  poignancy  of  the  wound 
which  the  falsehood  of  woman  leaves  in  the 
heart  it  has  stricken — the  barb  transfixed  in 
the  wound  to  exasperate  the  pain.     Time  and 
the   balm  of  patience,  it  was  true,  had  done 
something  to  mitigate  the  excess  of  my  suffer- 
ings: but  now  I  seemed  doomed  to  witness  its 
withering  influence  on  another — one,  too,  ap- 
parently born  for  enjoyment — whose  dawn  of 
existence  had  been  gilded  with  the  warm  rays 
of  prospective  happiness. 
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When  woman  suffers  from  the  inconstancy 
of  our  sex,  all  the  sympathies  of  our  nature  are 
justly  called  forth  for  her  consolation  and  sup- 
port. Why  then  should  a  similar  fate  in  man 
awaken  only  sentiments  of  pity,  fts  if  that  pas- 
sion, which  in  its  purity  redeems  our  fallen 
nature,  were  only  weakness  in  him  ?  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt  cherished  the  sentiment  in  its  utmost  pu- 
rity. Why  then,  in  his  case,  did  I  ask  myself, 
has  the  blush  of  the  rose,  which  should  have 
tinted  every  coming  event,  yielded  place  to  the 
sombre  hue  of  the  nightshade  ?  and  although 
framed  for  the  exercise  of  the  gentler  sympa- 
thies,— although  of  unsullied  conduct  as  a  cler- 
gyman, with  elevated  sentiments  of  the  religion 
which  he  professes, — warm  in  his  affections  as  a 
friend, — constant  in  his  attachments, — adapted 
in  all  respects  to  bring  happiness  into  domestic 
life, — yet,  why  is  he  a  miserable  man  ?  Heaven 
only  knows. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


"  O,  Time,  too  swift !  O,  swiftness,  never  ceasing  ! 
His  youth  'gainst  age,  and  age  'gainst  time  hath  8pam*d, 
Bat  spurn 'd  in  vain  ;  youth  waneth  by  increasing : 
Beauty,  strength,  youth,  are  flowers  that  fading  been ; 
Duty,  faith,  love,  are  roots,  and  ever  green." 

Essex. 


I  HAD  ascended  the  steps  and  walked  into 
the  church-yard — if  it  may  be  called  by  such  a 
name — of  St.  Andrew's,  Holborn.  What  a 
difference  between  it  and  that  which  I  had  last 
visited !  In  the  one  case,  the  repose  of  beauti- 
ful nature  hung  over  the  heaved  turf,  the  nar* 
row  abodes  of  the  dead :  the  silence  of  midnight, 
broken  only  by  the  distant  murmur  of  the 
Tweed,  like  the  stream  of  life,  fretting  over  its 
channel ;  the  sacred  ruins  heightened  in  their 
solemn  grandeur  by  the  softened  light  of  the 
moon  ;  all  contributed  to  lead  the  mind  into  a 
train  of  reflections  likely  to .  mellow  both  the 
heart  and  the  conduct:  in  the  other — amidst 
the  buzz  of  the  restless  crowd,  in  the  busiest 
part  of  the  most  stirring  city  of  the  world,  sur- 
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rounded  by  every  thing  artificial — no  heaving 
turf  spangled  with  dew, — not  a  single  feature 
calculated  to  sympathize  with  the  inner  man — 
to  excite  contemplation  either  on  passing  life, 
or  on  the  frail  tenure  of  humanity. 

A  funeral  was  being  performed  at  the  time  : 
the  mock  pomp  of  the  nodding  plumes,  and  the 
cold  looks  of  the  mantled  mourners,  ill  accorded 
with  the  ceremony,  which  was  hurried  over 
in  the  most  slovenly  and  indecorous  manner ; 
whilst  the  bright  sun  ofnoon,  vainly  struggling 
to  dispel  the  eternal  mist  which  settles  over  the 
city,  added  to  the  feelings  of  disgust  and  dis- 
satisfaction which  had  been  raised.  As  I  de- 
scended the  stairs  of  the  church-yard,  these 
sentiments  were  not  abated  by  observing  multi- 
tudes, both  men  and  women,  entering  into,  and 
issuing  from,  a  celebrated  retail  shop  for  spiri- 
tuous liquors  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street. 
I  stood  for  a  few  minutes  to  count  their  numbers ; 
during  which  I  was  most  forcibly  struck  with  the 
impress  which  the  long-continued  vice  of  dram- 
drinking  had  fixed  on  the  countenances  of  many 
of  them,  recording,  too  distinctly,  the  tale  both  of 
their  moral  degradation  and  their  brbken-down 
constitutions.  My  fancy  insensibly  drew  a  vivid 
picture  of  the  numerous  and  frightful  procession 
of  diseases  issuing  from  that  temple  of  inebri- 
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ation:  Crime  marching  in  its  van,  followed  by 
Death,  and  the  dark  cloud  of  retribation  bang- 
ing heavily  upon  its  rear. 

As  I  wag  meditating  on  this  creation  of  the 
imagination,  wondering  at  the  multiplied  forms 
under  which  misery,  of  man's  own  seeking,  visits 
mortals  in  this  world,  I  felt  my  arm  gently 
grasped.  I  turned  round ;  the  individual  who 
stood  before  me  was  a  thin,  pale,  upright,  sol- 
dier*looking  person ;  his  face,  which  bore  traces 
of  former  comeliness,  was  a  little  disfigured  by 
a  sabre  wound  across  the  left  cheek;  and  a 
cloth  arm,  suspended  from  a  stump  on  the  left 
side,  was  looped  to  a  button  of  the  coat.  Still 
the  face  of  the  individual,  his  voice,  and  his 
military  air,  were  familiar  to  me;  there  was 
something  about  him,  however,  which  I  could  not 
recognize :  the  resemblance  was  only  a  faint 
outline  of  one  who  was  no  more.  He  grasped 
my  hand  warmly,  and,  staring  me  in  the  face, 
exclaimed,  ^'  is  it  possible.  Doctor,  that  you 
have  forgotten  me  ?  am  I  indeed  so  altered  ?"^ 
I  gazed  steadfastly  on  his  countenance ;  he  re- 
turned my  fixed  look  with  as  penetrating  a 
gaze :  at  length  bis  features  relaxed  to  a  smile, 
that  fieuscinating  smile  which  could  not  be  imi- 
tated, and  which  instantly  brought  the  convic- 
tion of  truth  to  my  supposition.    **  It  must  be/* 
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I  half  muttered,  "  Camer — "  "  Cameron,  in 
truth  !"  said  he,  taking  up  the  word ;  "  your 
old  friend,  arisen  from  the  dead ;  and,  after 
having  despaired  of  ever  seeing  you  again,  to 
have  so  unexpectedly  met  you  !"  It  was  indeed 
the  fragment  of  the  manly  figure  of  my  friend 
that  stood  before  me — altered  in  every  respect 
but  in  his  heart,  where  the  same  warmth  of 
affection,  the  same  genuine  friendship,  still 
glowed  with  all  their  original  ardour.  Had  we 
not  been  in  the  street,  I  would  have  folded  him 
to  my  bosom. 

"  Come,  Doctor,"  said  he,  linking  his  arm 
in  mine,  "  this  is  not  the  place  for  our  gossip  : 
let  us  adjourn  to  my  lodgings.  I  am  obliged, 
unfortunately,  to  leave  town  to-morrow  morn- 
ing ;  and  we  have  more  to  tell  one  another 
than  time  will  permit." 

We  had  no  sooner  entered  my  excellent 
friend's  apartments,  and  shut  the  door,  than  he 
threw  his  only  arm  around  my  neck,  and,  rest- 
ing his  forehead  on  my  shoulder,  gave  vent  to 
a  burst  of  grief,  which  recollections,  conjured 
up  by  our  meeting,  bad  revived.  My  heart 
also  was  full,  and  we  stood  for  a  few  minutes 
silent,  locked  in  each  other's  embrace. 

"  Excuse  my  weakness,  Mac  Alpine,"  said 
he,  recovering  himself     "  Sit  down,  my  ex- 
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cellent  friend,  and  you  shall  know  every  thing 
which  has  happened  ta  me  since  we  parted." 

We  accordingly  seated  ourselves,  and  Ca- 
meron delivered  the  following  narrative  of  bis 
adventures. 

"  I  need  not  recall  to  your  memory,  my  dear 
friend,  the  circumstances  attending  the  ferewell 
of  our  long  separation.  The  charge  which  the 
French  curassiers  made  upon  our  Highlanders 
was  nobly  sustained ;  but  I  saw  little  of  it ;  for  we 
had  scarcely  mingled  with  the  horsemen  when  I 
received  the  sabre  wound  across  my  fece  which 
has  so  disfigured  me.  I  fell  to  the  ground; 
and,  in  defending  my  head  fix>m  a  second  blow 
aimed  at  it,  my  arm  was  fractured  in  such  a 
manner  as  afterwards  rendered  amputation  in- 
dispensable. Owing  to  the  loss  of  bloody  I 
soon  fainted.  I  can  only  recollect  the  noise 
of  the  cannon,  and  the  shouts  of  the  charges, 
dying  away  as  in  a  dream.  How  long  I  re- 
mained in  this  condition  I  know  not;  but 
when  sensibility  returned,  I  found  myself  lying 
beneath  the  bodies  of  two  of  my  own  men,  and 
surrounded  by  others  of  my  brave  fellows  who 
•had  fallen  in  opposing  the  charge.  The  pain 
which  I  suffered  was  great,  and  I  groaned  in 
agony. 

^^  Night  came   On,   and    the    light  of  the 
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pioneers'  flambeaux  flared  over  the  field,  and 
I  was  comforted  with  the  hope  of  being  soon 
carried  off  with  the  rest  of  the  wounded,  when 
one  of  the  Jew  harpies,  the  followers  of  the 
camp,  came  up,  and  instantly  proceeded  to  cut 
off  my  epaulets.  I  implored  him  to  inform  the 
pioneers  that  I  was  there,  alive,  but  severely 
wounded.  He  made  no  reply  to  my  request;  but 
threatened  my  life,  if  I  spoke  a  word  until  he  was 
gone.  Thank  Heaven  !  a  Spanish  gentleman, 
who  resided  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  field 
of  battle,  and  whose  curiosity  had  led  him  to 
traverse  it  after  the  engagement,  passed  at  the 
moment :  he  gazed  on  me  and  on  the  plunderer 
for  a  few  seconds  ;  then,  with '  an  honorable 
feeling,  darted  upon  the  Jew  and  wrested  the 
knife  from  his  hand.  The  miscreant  seized  a 
sword  which  lay  upon  the  ground,  and  made  a 
plunge  at  my  deliverer,  who  dexterously  warded 
the  blow,  and  closed  with  the  Jew.  Ashe  was  a 
powerful  young  man,  the  struggle  was  short :  in 
a  few  minutes  he  gained  possession  of  the  sword 
and  run  it  through  the  body  of  the  scoundrel. 

"  My  deliverer  knelt  down  beside  me,  and, 
in  the  most  tender  manner,  enquired  respecting 
my  wounds  and  ray  feelings.  He  proposed  to 
go  and  procure  a  conveyance  to  take  me  to  the 
hospital ;  but  I  beseecbed  him  not  to  leave  me, 
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and  to  watch  by  me  until  the  waggons,  which 
were  collecting  the  wounded,  should  come  up. 
He  did  as  I  directed,  and  sat  down  close  to  me 
for  half  an  hour ;  when,  a  number  of  the  camp 
followers  and  Jews  approaching,  he  became 
alarmed,  lest,  on  perceiving  the  dead  body  of 
their  comrade,  they  should  wreak  their  venge- 
ance on  him  and  me. ,  He  proposed  to  carry  me 
altogether  off  the  field,  and  then  to  take  mea- 
sures to  procure  my  conveyance  to  the  hospital. 
I  had  no  sooner  assented  to  his  proposition 
than  it  was  carried  into  effect.  He  rolled 
my  plaid  and  his  own  cloak  around  me,  and, 
lifting  me  in  his  arms,  conveyed  me  out  of  the 
range  of  the  plunderers,  to  the  bank  of  a 
rivulet 

•*  Although  the  pain  of  my  wounds,  which 
the  night  air  had  irritated,  was  great,  yet  my 
weakness  was  so  considerable  that  I  fainted; 
and  when  I  again  became  sensible,  the  morniog 
had  dawned,  and  I  found  myself  lying  under  a 
tree,  with  my  kind  deliverer  chafing,  my  hands  ^ 
and  temples. 

"  Holy  Jesu  be  thanked !"  he  excltMrned^ 
on  seeing  me  open  ray  eyes  ;  and  he  cpntinuec^.  . 
assiduously,  his  kind  offices.     The  cold  of  the 
night  had  completely  staunched  the  bleeding 
of  my  wounds ;  but  I  felt  stiff  and  pained  ia 
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every  joint.  I  gazed  on  my  deliverer: — 
every  thing  which  had  passed  since  I  was  struck 
down  appeared  to  rae  as  a  dream :  the  peaceful 
repose  which  reigned  around  rae;  the  gentle 
murmur  of  the  stream  ;  the  early  notes  of  the 
redbreast ;  the  cawing  of  the  crows  wending 
afield  ;  and  the  soft  breeze  of  the  morning ; 
would  have  almost  led  to  the  belief  that  the 
battle,  and  all  that  occurred  after  it,  was  a  fic- 
tion of  the  imagination,  had  not  the  anguish  of 
my  wounds  and  the  presence  of  my  deliverer 
demonstrated  their  reality. 

"  The  Spanish  gentleman,  for  such  he  was, 
to  whom  I  owed  my  safety,  was  apparently 
about  thirty  years  of  age,  tall  and  manly  in  his 
form ;  his  features  were  expressive  of  bene- 
volence, although  large  and  marked  ;  his  com- 
plexion  was  a  chesnut  brown,  and  his  hair  black 
and  clustering  on  his  shoulders,  as  worn  by  the 
majority  of  his  countrymen.  He  was  evidently 
not  a  military  man :  he  wore  the  dress  of  a 
Hidalgo — a  gf  een  suit,  closely  fitted  to  his  body, 
laced,  with  a  black  velvet  cap,  and  untanned 
leather  boots,  wide  at  the  top,  and  richly  orna-* 
mented.  You  may  readily  suppose  that  I  was 
not  in  a  condition  to  note  these  particulars  at 
the  time ;  but  such  was  his  daily  dress,  and 
that  which  be  then  wore.     I  can  never  forget 
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his  kind  look,  when  I  attempted  to  thank  him  for 
what  be  had  done  for  me  ;  and  on  my  request- 
ing him  to  repair  to  the  British  head  quarters 
and  reporting  my  condition,  that  I  might  be 
sent  for  and  conveyed  to  the  hospital. 

"  '  How  can  I  leave  you  ?'  said  he,  *  to 
the  chance  of  being  discovered  and  plundered, 
or  even  murdered,  by  those  miscreants  from 
whom  I  rescued  .you  last  night  ?  Every  thing 
is  now  quiet,  and  the  English  army  has  evi- 
dently moved  onward  ;  but,  still,  some  of  the 
camp  followers  may  remain  behind ;  and  al- 
though you  are  some  distance  from  the 
field  of  battle,  yet  they  may  wander  this 
way.' 

"  I  endeavoured  to  persuade  him  that  this 
was  not  very  likely  ;  that  the  Jews  would  con- 
fine themselves  to  the  field  of  battle,  to  pick  up 
any  thing  which  they  had  overlooked  last  night : 
and  I  therefore  beseeched  him  to  seek  hc^d 
quarters,  and  to  obtain  for  me  the  assistance  I 
required.     He  left  me  with  reluctance. 

"  He  had  scarcely  departed,  ere  my  thoughts 
turned  to  Perthshire.  Although  I  could  not 
move,  and  I  was  smarting  severely  under  the 
pains  of  my  wounds,  yet,  as  my  upcast  eyes 
gazed  upon  the  clear  blue  sky,  across  which 
the  fleecy  clouds  of  morning  slowly  Boated,  I 
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fancied  it  reflected  from  the  mirror  bosom  of 
my  own  paternal  lake.  The  trill  of  the  robin, 
on  the  branch  of  the  tree  under  which  I  lay, — 
the  note  of  the  linnet,  flitting  from  shrub  to 
shrub, — and  the  tiny  horn  of  the  bee,  on  his 
earliest  excursion, — all  conspired  to  support 
the  delusion  that  I  was  at  home;  whilst  the 
soothing,  monotonous  gurgle  of  the  stream  gra- 
dually lulled  me  to  sleep  ;  and  I  dreamt  of  my 
mother.     Alas !  I  never  saw  her  again  !" 

My  excellent  friend  paused  for  a  moment, 
to  controul  his  feelings ;  and  then  proceeded. 

"  I  was  awakened  from  this  happy  slumber 
by  the  return  of  my  unknown  friend.  He  in- 
formed me  that  the  army  bad  advanced,  and 
carried  its  wounded  with  it :  but  that  he  had 
brought  a  carriage  to  remove  me  to  his  own  house 
in  the  neighbourhood.  *  There,'  said  he,  laying 
his  hand  upon  my  shoulder,  '  my  sister  and  I 
shall  be  your  nurses,  and  I  will  seek  out  the 
most  skilful  surgeon  in  the  district  to  attend  to 
your  wounds;  and — Jesu,  Marie — ^you  shall 
again  join  your  countrymen,  sound  and  well/ 
I  shook  my  bead ;  but,  whilst  I  thus  indicated 
my  doubt,  and  my  opinion  of  my  danger,  my 
mind  clung  to  hope ;  an  instinctive  feeling 
that  I  should  recover  seemed  born  at  that 
moment;    and  what  we  desire,  we  believe. 
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Tbe  kindly  manner  in  which  the  Samaritan 
intentions  of  this  stranger  were  announced, 
qoite  overcame  me — I  wept  like  a  boy. 

**  I  safifered  much  from  the  removal,  and 
was  scarcely  laid  in  the  comfortable  bed  to 
which  I  was  conveyed,  ere  fever  came  on, 
accompanied  with  deliriam,  which  rendered 
me  insensible  to  every  thing  passing  round  me. 
I  lay  for  ten  days  in  this  condition. 

'^  I  awoke,  atlength,to  a  consciousness  of  my 
situation,  and  was  surprised  to  find  myself  in  bed« 
in  a  comfortable  apartment,  and  a  lady  sitting  at 
a  small  table,  embroidering.  My  astonishment 
was  extreme,  as  I  could  not  recollect  how  I 
had  got  there.  The  battle,  and  the  fact  of  my 
being  wounded,  were  fresh  in  my  memory; 
but  my  ideas  respecting  all  that  had  subse- 
quently happened  were  confused  and  unsatis* 
Csictory.  My  attendant,  who  did  not  perceive 
that  I  was  awake,  and  that  I  had  raised  myself 
upon  my  arm,  was  a  woman  between  twenfy 
and  thirty  years  of  age,  tall  and  graceful,  with 
a  fine  Spanish  contour  of  countenance,  and  jet 
black  hair,  braided  upon  her  forehead,  and 
polled  upon  the  back  of  the  head,  in  that  Gre- 
cian fashion  which  is  so  becoming  in  the  Cas- 
tilian  ladies.  Her  dress,  which  was  of  rich 
black  velvet,  indicated  her  condition  to  be  above 
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dateness  and  repose  of  her  features,  as  she  sat 
intent  upon  her  embroidery,  there  was  an  ex-» 
pression  of  benevolence  and  sweetness  calcu- 
lated to  interest. 

"  *  Senora,'  said  I,  addressing  her  in  Spa-> 
nish,  *  will  you  inform  me  where  I  am  ?' 

"  She  started  on  hearing  my  voice,  and 
instantly  rose  :  and,  having  regarded  me  for  a 
few  seconds,  she  replied :— *  Senor,  you  are  in 
the  house  of  my  brother,  Don  Pedro  de  Sal- 
danho.  He  has  left  yoa  for  a  short  time,  to 
snatch  a  little  s^eep,  and  baa  requested  ipe  to 
watch  by  you.  I  will  call  him,  Senor — '  and 
she  immediately  left  the  room.  In  a  few  mi- 
nutes, however,  she  returned.  *  He  is  gone  out,' 
she  said,  in  a  voice  which  vms  music  to  my  ear-r- 
for  it  was  that  of  female  sympathy  ;  and  who, 
in  distress  of  mind  or  of  body,  has*  not  owned 
its  witchery  ?  *  Can  I  do  any  thing  for  yoo, 
Senor  ?'  continued  she,  advancing  towards  the 
bed,  and  casting  upon  me  the  most  benignant 
smile :  '  my  brother  will  be  so  rejoiced  that 
you  are  better.* 

"  I  stretched  out  my  emaciated  arm :  she 
knelt  down  beside  the  bed,  and,  having  crossed 
herself,  took  my  hand  betweeti  both  of  hers. — 

<<  *  It  is  much  less  feveriab,'  she  half  wbis- 
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pered — *  much  cooler,  than  it  has  been  ;  yet  I 
fear  you  are  in  pain  somewhere,  Senor — ^yoa 
groaned  so  piteously  as  you  slept.' 

** «  I  am  sorry  to  trouble  you/  replied  I ; 
*  but  my  mind  is  confused ;  I  know  not  bow  I 
came  here :  tell  me,  lady,  bow  it  is.' 

"  *  Do  not  think  of  it  at  present,'  responded 
she ;  *  you  shall  know  all  by  and  bye.  How 
can  I  relieve  your  sufferings  ?' 

I  gazed  in  her  face,  and  tried  to  smile. 
*  Your  kind  sympathy,'  said  I,  *  has  al- 
ready assuaged  my  pain.  It  is  in  my  arm  that 
I  h^ve  the  most  anguish  ;  may  I  venture  to 
request  you  to  rub  it  ?  I  am  sorry  to  impose 
upon  your  kindness.' 

^^  *  Mention  it  not,  Senor,'  said  she ;  and 
she  passed  her  delicate  hand  gently  along  my 
arm. 

"  *  Nay,'  I  hastily  remarked,  *  it  is  my 
other  arm  which  sufiTers.' 

**  She  gazed  intently  in  my  face,  with  a  look 
which  seemed  to  enquire — *  are  you  in  earnest  ?' 
At  length  she  replied — *  Alas !  Senor,  you 
have  no  other  arm.  Mortification  appeared  in 
your  wounded  arm  soon  after  you  were  brought 
here ;  it  extended,  and,  two  days  since,  the 
surgeons  amputated  it.' 

<^  As  she  spoke,  my  eyes  fell  upon  the 
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stump.  1  had  not  previously  been  conscious  of 
my  loss ;  and  the  pains  which  I  experienced  in 
that  arm  left  me  no  reason  to  doubt  its  presence. 
At  some  other  time.  Doctor,  you  must  explain 
to  me  the  cause  of  this  singular  phenomenon. 

"  In  the  mean  while  the  Senora  had  risen. 
As  I  looked  up  in  her  face,  I  was  struck  with  its 
loveliness;  her  eyes  were  large,  black,  soft, 
and  languishing;  the  rich  colour  of  health 
blushed  sweetly  upon  her  cheek ;  and  her 
mouth  displayed  that  graceful  curve  ever  ready 
to  assume  the  smile,  which,  as  it  fascinates  the 
beholder,  expresses  at  the  same  time  a  con- 
sciousness of  its  own  bewitching  power.  I  for- 
got my  pains  as  I  gazed  upon  her : — it  was  one 
of  those  countenances  which  at  once  impress 
attention,  and  appeal  to  the  heart.  I  was  in 
the  act  of  uttering  my  gratitude  for  her  kind- 
ness, when  her  brother  entered  the  apartment* 
A  look  of  surprise  and  delight  spread  over  his 
fine  and  noble  features  on  observing  the  im- 
proved change  in  my  condition. 

"  *  By  what  magic,  dear  Rosalba !'  said  he, 
has  this  improvement  in  our  patient  been  ef- 
fected? Senor,  I  am  delighted  to  perceive 
such  an  indication  of  recovery  :  but  let  me  en- 
treat you  not  to  exert  yourself  in  the  smallest 
degree ;  compose  yourself  to  sleep ;  your  ex- 
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haasted  strength  truly  requires  it.'  I  was 
about  to  reply ;  but  he  placed  his  finger  on  his 
lips  to  enforce  silence ;  and,  after  giving  me  a 
little  liquid  to  moisten  my  parched  tongne,  and 
gently  drawing  the  curtains,  so  as  to  screen  the 
light  from  my  eyes,  he  sat  down  by  my  bed, 
silent ;  and  Rosalba  withdrew. 

«  I  will  not,  my  dear  friend,"  continued 
Colonel  Cameron,  "  weary  you  with  details. 
Day  after  day,  Don  Pedro  and  his  lovely  sister 
watched  by  my  couch,  anticipating  all  my  wants 
and  ministering  to  my  comfort.  Must  I  confess 
that,  deeply  as  I  felt  the  debt  of  gratitude  which 
I  owed  to  my  generous  preserver,  I  often  longed 
for  the  termination  of  the  periods  of  his  attend- 
ance, that  I  might  enjoy  that  of  his  sister. 
There  is — as  you  must  well  knowj  Doctor — 
in  feminine  kindness  a  healing  balm  which  we 
do  not  find  in  the  utmost  attention  and  affection- 
ate nursing  of  our  own  sex.  It  has  been 
wrongly  said  that  disease  blunts  the  feelings, 
and  that  the  heart  of  the  sick  man  becomes  as 
cold  as  the  grave  which  is  yawning  to  receive 
him.  On  the  contrary,  I  maintain  that  the 
feelings  become  more  sensitive;  a  smile,  a 
look,  a  word,  vibrates  upon  the  chords  of  our 
affection.  But  it  is  from  woman  that  these 
kindnesses  are  experienced  :  the  delicacy  with 
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which  every  little  office  is  performed,  —  the 
smoothing  of  the  pillow,— -the  tenderness  with 
which  the  head  is  raised,  whilst  the  gentle  hand 
presents  the  refreshing  draught  to  cool  tlie 
feverish  lip, — the  soft  music  of  the  voice  which 
enquires  into  the  wants  of  the  sufferer, — the 
felicitous  interpretation  of  his  wishes, — the  con- 
soling smile  which  meets  each  expression  of 
deep-felt  gratitude,  beamed  even  when  the  eyes 
are  suffused  with  tears,  and  the  bosom  is  la- 
bouring with  the  apprehension  of  impending 
danger, — are  peculiarly  the  attributes  of  woman. 
It  is  not,  therefore,  wonderful,  that,  like  the 
touch  of  the  alcbymist,  the  sympathy  which 
thus  awakens  should  occasionally  transmute 
our  gratitude  into  love.  I  felt  its  power :  the 
daily,  unremitted  attentions  of  Donna  Rosalba 
found  a  resting  place  in  my  bosom.  I  was  un- 
happy in  her  absence  ;  whilst  her  presence  was 
ever  to  me  as  that  of  a  guardian  angel,  filling  my 
heart  with  hope,  and  alluring  me  from  myself 
by  giving  an  interest  and  an  importance  to  the 
most  trifling  incidents  which  occurred. 

"  Many  weeks  passed  before  I  was  able  to 
leave  my  bed ;  and  a  few  more  ere  I  could  quit 
my  apartment.  It  was  then  that  1  became 
fully  aware  of  the  truth,  that  the  happiness  of 
my  existence  was  closely  interwoven  with  that 


286 

of  my  lovely  hostess.     The  fatigue  which  she 
had  undergone,  and  her  long  confinement  to 
my  sick  room,  had  impaired  her  health ;  and 
for  two  days  I  was  deprived  of  her  society. 
Altl)ough  nothing  could  exceed  the  kindness  of 
Don  Pedro — a  kindness  which  could  only  be 
equalled  by  that  of  a  fond  parent,  or  an  affec- 
tionate brother, — yet  I  felt  desolate.     I  feared 
that  his  sister  was  worse  than  he  stated :  my 
imagination  conjured  up  a  thousand  evils :    I 
saw  her  suffering,  and  could  not  assist  her :  my 
mind  reverted  to  the  hours  which  she  had  sat  by 
my  side — to  every  incident  that  had  occurred; 
happiness  seemed  to  have  departed  from  me, 
never    to    return ;    the   sunshine    which    had 
cheered  my  anguish  had  given  place  to  the 
clouds  of  gloomy  anticipations  and  hopeless 
despondency. 

'^  It  may  appear  singular  that  I  had  never 
asked  myself  the  question,  is  it  probable  that 
a  reciprocal  sentiment  can  be  awakened  in  the 
breast  of  one  so  lovely,  for  one  so  mutilated  as 
I  now  knew  myself  to  be  ?  A  fascinating  in- 
stinct whispered  to  me  that  I  was  not  indifferent 
to  that  bosom  in  which  all  my  affections  now 
centered  ;  and  I  never  doubted  the  probability 
of  the  suggestion. 

^'  The  third  day  came,  and  Rosalba  again 
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entered  my  apartment.  Don  Pedro  had,  a 
few  minutes  before,  supported  me  to  the  win» 
dow,  and  had  left  the  room. 

"  This  was  the  first  time  I  had  looked  upon  the 
face  of  Nature  since  my  confinement.  The  house 
of  Don  Pedro  stood  on  a  gently  rising  ground,  in 
an  amphitheatreofundulating  hills,  mantled  with 
rich  woods  ;  in  one  direction  lay  the  vale  of  the 
late  foughten  field,  the  scene  of  my  overthrow, 
and  of  the  triumph  of  my  country's  arms.  The 
landscape  rose  before  me  like  a  fresh  creation  ; 
the  sky  was  without  a  cloud ;  the  grass  yet 
sparkled  with  dewy  diamonds ;  the  limberest 
branch — every  leaf,  was  motionless;  the  breezes 
slept:  it  was  a  scene  of  calm  pastoral  repose^ 
calculated  for  tender  reminiscences  and  peace- 
ful associations.  To  the  reflective  mind,  the 
tranquillity  which  reigned  presented,  indeed, 
a  most  forcible  contrast  to  the  noise,  the  tur- 
moil, the  rage,  which  so  lately  deluged  with 
blood  the  distant  vale,  upon  which  I  now 
gazed. 

"  '  You  are  admiring  our  rural  landscape, 
Senor,'  Rosalba  remarked,  as  she  approached, 
unperceived,  to  the  spot  where  I  stood. 

"  The  sound  of  her  voice  startled  me: — I 
attempted  to  turn  round,  but  my  enfeebled 
knees  sunk  beneath  me>  and  I  almost  fell  fo 


288 

the  ground.  She  upheld  me  in  her  armSy 
and  led  me  tottering  to  my  chain  In  thanking 
her,  I  could  not  avoid  expressing,  warmly,  how 
much  I  had  suffered  from  her  absence.  She 
blushed  deeply ;  and  we  both  sat  silent  for 
some  minutes. 

"  *  Your  voice,  Rosalba, — pardon  me  for 
addressing  you  fEimiliarly, — Senora  Saldauho, 
your  voice,'  I  repeated,  *  reminds  me  of  one 
who  is  dearer  to  me  than  life.' 

*^  She  coloured  as  I  uttered  the  words,  and 
then  became  pale  as  ashes.  I  can  scarcely 
describe  the  idea  which  instantly  shot  across 
my  mind,  and  led  me,  as  it  were,  to  explain 
my  expression. 

"  *  It  was  of  my  mother,'  I  resumed,  *  that 
I  was  speaking ;  one  whose  feelings  are  con- 
genial with  your  own.  Would  to  Heaven  she 
could  know  how  deeply  I  am  indebted  to  your 
generous  sympathy!  How  erroneous  is  the 
opinion  that  we  learn  nothing,  in  our  progress 
through  life,  but  the  knowledge  of  evil !  At 
almost  every  step  I  have  found  something  to 
love :  even  the  sufferings  of  war  have  brought 
me  acquainted  with  you  and  with  Don  Pedro.' 

"  '  You  owe  us  nothing,'  replied  she,  look- 
ing down  as  she  spoke ;  <  we  have  only  done 
our  duty  as  Christians.     Tell  me,'  she  con* 
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tinued,  changing  the  conversation,  '  something 
of  your  country,  and  your  mother.  I  long  to 
hear  of  one  who  so  completely  engrossed  your 
thoughts,  during  the  delirium  of  your  fever.' 

"  1   described  to  her  Perthshire,  and  my 
beloved  parent." — 

Here  the  voice  of  my  friend  faltered,  and 
he  paused. 

"  Alas !  Doctor,  I  have  since  that  time  seen 
ray  poor  mother  only  in   my   dreams.      The  ' 
report  of  my  death,   which  had  reached  her, 
brought  her  to  the  grave.     Well ! — I  submit 
— it  was  the  will  of  Providence. 

"  To  proceed : — My  recovery  being  now 
almost  certain,  Don  Pedro  set  off  to  the  En- 
glish head  quarters,  to  report  that  I  was  alive. 
Books,  the  conversation  and  the  guitar  of 
Rosalba,  with  the  sweet  accompaniment  of  her 
voice,  gave  wings  to  the  hours ;  my  strength 
increased  apace ;  and,  before  the  return  of 
Don  Pedro,  I  was  able  to  walk  out,  and  to  ride 
for  a  short  time. 

It  was  after  one  of  these  excursions  in  the 
neighbourhood  ; — the  evening  had  set  in,  and 
the  new  moon  was  just  beginning  to  shew  her 
pale,  slender  crescent,  like  a  broken  ring,  in 
the  sky ;  the  air  was  balmy,  and  the  soft  breeze 
bore  upon  its  breath  the  fragrant  odour  of  the 
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rose.  I  was  standing,  with  Rosalba,  at  a  win- 
dow which  looked  over  the  vale,  describing  the 
beauties  of  my  native  glens, — the  craggy  fietces  of 
the  rocks,  mantled  with  the  oak,  the  mountain 
ash,  and  the  delicate  birch, — the  pure  crystal  of 
the  streams, — the  roaring  torrents, —  the  dash- 
ing cataracts, — and  the  spreading  lake,  reflect- 
ing from  its  mirror  the  frowning  mountains 
which  embosom  it  in  deep  and  awful  solitude. 
If  my  enthusiasm  heightened  the  picture,  my 
imagination  was  still  more  excited  by  the 
breathless  attention  of  my  lovely  auditor. 

'^  <  Are  the  Scottish  maidens,'  said  she, 
looking  down  as  she  made  the  enquiry,  '  as 
beautiful  as  their  land  is  romantic  ?' 

"  »  They  are  fair  and  fiuthfnl,' — was  my 
reply. 

^*  She  sighed,  and  remained  silent 

"  '  They  have  not,'  continued  I,  *  the  warm 
temperaments  and  glowing  imaginations  of  your 
countrywomen:  their  love  is  pure,  like  the 
welling  spring  which  issues  from  tfieir  native 
rocks : — it  is  not  ardent  like  that  of  the  Castilian, 
whose  love  is  the  lava  stream,  that  almost  con- 
sumes the  bosom  which  it  warms.' 

'^  She  smiled  at  the  simile,  and  a  blireh 
overspread  her  face  and  neck. 

"  <  Tell  me,'  said  she,  hesitating, — *  are  all 
your  countrymen  as  romantic  as  you  are  ?' 
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All  mountaineers  are  romantic,"  replied 
I ; — "  even  the  natives  of  your  own  Sierras 
have  the  same  high  and  lofty  sentiments  which 
characterize  the  inhabitants  of  all  mountainous 
countries.' 

"  '  But  theirs  is  not  the  tender  poetry  of 
romance  which  you  possess.  I  have  listened 
until  I  long  to  visit  those  glens  which  you  have 
so  eloquently  described.  Alas!  there  is  no 
chance  of  that  wish  ever  being  realized.  But 
I  shall  dream  of  them  when  you  are  gone ;  and 
I  shall  speak  of  them  too.' 

"  She  was  silent  for  a  minute,  and  then 
continued —    ' 

"  *  Your  heart  is  in  your  glens,  Senor : 
you  will  return  home  and  forget  Spain.  Cold 
as  your  maidens  are,  there  is  perhaps  one — ' 

'^  She  paused  ere  the  sentence  was  finished, 
and  again  blushed  deeply.  I  almost  instinct- 
ively essayed  to  take  her  hand :  with  the  sim-* 
plicity  of  a  child,  she  placed  it  in  mine. 

"  Must  I,  my  dear  friend !"  said  Cameron, 
"  continue  the  details  of  what  followed  ?  Must 
I  attempt  to  embody  in  language  what  can  only 
be  felt  ? — Need  I  say  that  from  that  moment 
my  felicity  was«permanently  sealed  ? — That  my 
heart,  which  had  previously  pulsated  merely 
with  filial  affection,  which  cradled  only  the 
image  of  my  beloved  mother,  now  expanded 


to  enshrine  an  idol, — on  whose  altar  was  depo- 
sited the  bond  of  my  future  destiny.  I  need  not 
say  to  you.  Doctor,  who  have  looked  so  deeply 
into  the  source  of  human  feelings,  how  much  the 
sentiment  to  which  I  have  yielded  has  bright- 
ened every  prospect  in  life;  and  with  what 
longing  I  look  forward  to  that  moment  which 
shall  unite  me  with  Rosalba,  in  the  endearing 
bands  of  mutual  affection  and  indissoluble 
wedlock." 

I  could  not  avoid  smiling  inwardly  at  my 
friend's  romantic  enthusiasm.  His  love  was  hal- 
lowed ;  it  was  the  (px^qof  Homer,  all  sweetness, 
felicity,  prudence,  and  wisdom.  It  would  have 
been  cruel  to  cool  bis  ardour — diabolical  to  mock 
his  faith  :  but,  I  could  have  told  him  how  pain- 
fully I  bad  learnt  the  truth,  that  fidelity  is  a  dream, 
and  reliance  on  the  love  of  woman  but  baring 
the  bosom  to  the  steel  of  disappointment.  A 
woman  should  be  "  pure  as  the  eye  of  heaven*.** 
But,  alas !  how  often,  even  in  the  married 
state,  do  flattery,  wealth,  title,  the  desire  of 
conquest,  personal  vanity,  conspire  to  under- 
mine, and  even  succeed  in  storming  the  citadel 
of  female  constancy. 

The  mind  of  a  woman  should  be  filled  with 
the  love  of  her  husband,  her  aspirations  for 

•  Jeremy  Taylor. 
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a  return  of  his  affection  should  be  ardent, — 
her  bosom  sacred  as  a  temple,  into  whose 
secret  no  stranger  has  a  right  to  enter;  yet, 
how  often  is  the  soothing  unction  laid  to  the 
soul,  that  Platonisra  is  not  vice !  Dare  I  con- 
tinue the  picture  ? — ^the  matrimonial  bonds  are 
gradually  loosened ;  jealousy,  doubt,  mistrust, 
often  hatred,  are  engendered ;  and  the  re- 
mainder of  life  is  a  scene  of  struggle  and 
wretchedness. 

"  They  that  enter  into  the  marriage  state," 
says  one  of  the  soundest  divines*  that  ever 
graced  the  English  Episcopal  Bench,  "  cast  a 
die  of  the  greatest  contingency,  and  yet  of  the 
greatest  interest  in  the  world,  next  to  the  last 
throw  for  eternity."  But  perhaps  I  have  gone 
too  lar.  I  have  no  right  to  draw  a  general 
conclusion  from  my  own  particular  case.  The 
anticipations  of  my  friend  in  the  affection  of 
Rosalba  were  unlimited  ;  it  is  but  justice  to  say 
that  he  was  not  disappointedf. 

Colonel  Cameron  continued  his  narrative. 

"  Don  Pedro  returned  from  the  camp,  and 
brought  to  me  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley's  approba- 

•  Jeremy  Taylor. 

t  The  phillipics  which  the  worthy  Doctor  has  scattered 
through  his  Diary  against  the  fair  sex  are  to  be  referred  to  his 
early  disappointment ;  the  history  of  which,  however,  must 
be  told  on  another  occaiion. — Editor. 
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tion  of  my  conduct,  with  a  permission  to  retornr 
home,  until  my  health  was  fully  established. 
"  Week  after  week  passed  on  :  my  strength 
became  so  much  improved  that  I  thought  of  join- 
ing without  taking  advantage  of  the  indulgence 
to  return  to  England :  but,  although  day  after  day 
was  fixed  for  my  departure,  yet  still,  Rosalba 
found  some  reasons  for  delaying  it,  and  I  fondly 
yielded  to  her  arguments.   Her  happiness  waste 
me  the  first  object  in  life :  and  well  it  mightbe  ; 
for,  as  she  was  untainted  by  that  desire  for  ad- 
miration and  conquest  which  society  engenders 
in  the  female  breast,  she  wished  and  sought  for 
nothing  but  love ;  and  she  enjoyed  it,  in^  all  its 
genuine  purity,  from  the  object  who  had  awak- 
ened the  sentiment  in  her  bosom.  Undeserving 
as  I  knew  myself  to  be,  I  knew  that  I  was 
beloved ;  and  Rosalba  was  to  me  the  sun  of  my 
existence.  But  the  moment  was  near  which  was 
to  separate  us  for  a  time  ;  and,  at  length,  it  came. 
"  You  may  readily  imagine  the  melancholy 
which  the  separation  so  near  at  hand  impressed 
upon  the  family  group.     Rosalba  and  I  had 
much  to  say  to  one  another  ;  yet,  she  seemed 
particularly  to  avoid  the  opportunities  which 
presented  themselves   during  the  day:   there 
was  about  her  manner  an  embarrassment  which 
was  unusual,  and  which   perplexed  and  dis- 
tressed me. 
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"  As  the  day  closed  in,  she  proposed  a  walk 
to  a  noble  terrace,  which  her  brother  had  formed 
on  one  of  the  neighbouring  hills,  commanding 
an  extensive  view  over  the  vale,  and  which  had 
been  our  favourite  resort.  The  evening  was 
one  of  those  so  frequent,  towards  the  close 
of  summer,  in  Spain.  The  sidelong  rays  of 
the  descending  sun  had  fringed,  with  the  richest 
gold,  a  light  curtain  of  purple  clouds  which 
hung  over  the  western  horizon  ;  a  balmy  breeze, 
freighted  with  the  rich  perfume  of  the  orange 
blossom  gently  fanned  the  meadows,  and  rippled 
the  surface  of  a  little  lake,  along  the  margin  of 
which  our  path  lay.  A  group  of  villagers  were 
dancing  under  the  shade  of  a  wide-spreading 
chefsnut-tree.  We  stopped  for  a  moment  to 
look  at  them.  Among  the  group  was  a  young 
couple  who  had  been  only  a  few  days  united. 

"  *  How  handsome  Margarita  looks !'  I  re- 
marked to  Rosalba,  who  hung  on  my  arm ; 
*  and  what  fond  glances  pass  between  her  and 
Jachiamo,  as  his  eye  follows  her  graceful  move- 
ments in  the  dance !  There  is  a  felicity  in  the 
attachment  of  that  humble  couple  which  makes 
poverty  almost  enviable.' 

"  Rosalba  sighed  : — she  said  nothing,  but 
she  gently  drew  me  from  the  scene. 

"  We  sat  down  on  a  seat,  on  the  terrace, 
which  Don  Pedro  had  ordered  to  be  made 
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for  me  in  the  early  days  of  my  recover)-.  For 
a  few  minutes  both  of  us  were  silent: — at 
length,Rosalba — her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  ground 
— ^took  my  hand — 

"  *  My  dearest  friend,'  said  she,  *  I  have  a 
communication  to  make  to  you,  which  involves 
the  happiness  o!  both  of  us ;  but  I  cannot 
summon  courage  for  the  task.' 

"  She  lifted  her  eyes  to  my  face:  they 
were  swimming  in  tears,  and  her  bosom  heaved 
with  the  most  violent  agitation. 

"  '  My  Rosalba !  my  beloved  Rosalba !'  re- 
plied I,  folding  her  to  my  breast — *  what  have 
you  to  say  which  cannot  be  confided  to  me  ? 
what  is  it,  my  beloved  ?' 

"  She  buried  her  face  on  my  shoulder,  and 
sobbed  aloud. 

"  '  O !  could  I  be  spared  this  trial .!'  she 
exclaimed  ; — '  could  I  be  spared ! — but  it  cannot 

be.' 

"  Imagining  that  her  distress  referred  to 
our  separation,  I  endeavoured  to  sooth  her,  by 
mentioning  how  soon  a  few  months  would  pass 
av^ay ; — in  protesting  the  ardency  of  ray  love, 
and  its  unalterable  character.  She  again  raised 
her  head,  and  gazed  in  my  face  for  a  few 
seconds. 

•'  «  It  is  not  the  thought  of  our  separation^ 
painful  as  that  is — no — it  is  not  that, — dearest 
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Cameron  !  which  now  labours  in  my  bosom — 
no,  no — it  is — but — ' 

"  Here  nature  and  affectipn  overcame  the 
modest  reserve  which  she  had  always  main- 
tained, even  in  our  most  confidential  moments ; 
and,  flinging  her  arms,  passionately,  around  my 
neck,  she  exclaimed — 

"  *  I  know,  my  dearest  Cameron ! — I  prize — 
I  confide  in  your  constancy — I  judge  you  by 
my  own  heart — you  are  to  me  every  thing,  and 
must  ever  remain  so  :  but — when  you  return — ' 
"  Her  bosom  seemed  torn  by  the  deepest 
suffering ;  she  struggled  with  it ;  and,  after  a 
convulsive  sigh,  continued — 

"  '  When  you  return — when  I  again  see 
you — the  first,  the  only  being  that  my  heart 
has  devotedly  loved, — when  you  expect  this 
hand  to  seal  the  bond  of  our  mutual  affection — 
how — O  !  holy  Virgin,  support  me  ! — how  can  I 
pronounce  the  sentence  ? — it  cannot  be  yours  !* 
"  *  Rosalba !'  I  exclaimed,  starting  up,  as 
she  disengaged  her  arms  from  my  neck — '  what 
do  I  hear  ? — recall  these  words.' 

"  The  words  which  she  had  spoken  seemed 
to  have  again  restored  her  self-possession.  She 
took  my  hand,  bathed  it  with  her  tears,  and  then, 
with  a  firmness  of  voice  which  astonished  me, 
entreated  me  to  be  seated,  and  to  listen  to  her. 
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It  is  proper,  my  beloved  friend!'  said 
she,  *  that  yoa  shoald  know'  something  of  oar 
fiimily  ;  bat  its  history  involves  a  subject  which 
is  distressing  almost  to  think  of;  the  details  of 
which  are  of  a  nature  which  has  made  me 
shrink  from  them  ;  and,  even  now,  were  it 
possible,  I  would  gladly  avoid  lajnng  them 
before  you.  But,  alas  !  my  dearest  Cameron  I 
told  they  must  be  ;  for,  althougb  my  affections 
can  never  change,  although  my  love  can  only 
terminate  with  my  life,  yet  I  fear  the  events 
which  I  have  to  narrate  to  you  will  place  an 
insurmountable  bar  to  that  union  which  is  the 
ultimate  bond  of  congenial  affection.' 

"  As  she  spoke,  I  felt  my  blood  run  cold  in 
my  veins;  my  imagination  could  not  conjure 
up  any  idea  of  what  her  mysterious  language 
implied ;  I  sat  like  a  statue,  scarcely  con- 
scious of  existence.  She  quickly  observed 
the  effect  which  the  few  sentences  she  had 
already  uttered  had  produced  ;  and,  laying  her 
hand  upon  mine,  with  a  look  the  most  cheering, 
sweet,  and  affectionate,  she  proceeded  :— 

"  '  Believe  me,  my  dearest  Cameron  !  that 
these  fatal  words,  which  have  evidently  over- 
powered your  feelings,  refer  to  nothing  dishonor- 
rable  either  in  reference  to  myself  or  to  my  dear 
brother.  But  a  deep  and  indelible  injury  has  been 
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inflicted  on  our  faraily  honor — by  one  of  your 
countrymen.  We  live  in  an  unfeeling  and  a 
harsh  world ;  and,  until  this  stain  is  removed, 
I  cannot  become  a  wife — not  even  to  you,  in  - 
whose  bosom  my  heart  reposes,  and  who  are 
indeed  to  me  more  than  life.* 

^  "  Conceive,  my  dear  friend,  the  load  which 
this  acknowledgment  removed  from  my  breast. 
J  again  breathed  free ;  and  I  felt  only  the  most 
ardent  desire  to  hear  the  nature  of  the  injury, 
and  to  ascertain  the  possibility  of  my  being  able 
to  remove  the  evil. 

"  *  Tell  me,  my  beloved  Rosalba!'  said  I, 
*  without  the  smallest  disguise,  the  extent*  of 
the  injury,  and  tell  me  the  name  of  the  indivi- 
dual who  has  inflicted  it.' 

"  <  You  shall  know  the  whole,'  responded 
she,  *  except  the  name  of  the  person.  It  is 
your  discovery  of  that  which  I  have  feared,  and 
which  has  forced  me  to  remain  silent  on  the 
subject,  until  it  would  1be  criminal  to  preserve 
silence  longer.  But,  Cameron  !  I  cannot — I 
must  not— -1  dare  not  mention  the  name  of  that 
man  who  has  rendered  my  family  wretched.' 

"  It  was  in  vain  to  urge  the  matter ;  I 
therefore  permitted  her  to  proceed. 

"  '  My  father,  Don  Pedro  de  Saldanho,was 
a  man  of  considerable  wealth,  accumulated  from 
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successfal  mercantile  speculations  at  Cadiz: 
my  mother  was  of  a  noble  family,  whose  proud 
bearing  would  not  permit  her  to  marry  a 
plebeian,  in  which  light  my  &ther  was  regarded. 
His  aifection  soon  settled  the  objection:  be 
retired  from  business,  and  purchased  the  ample 
domain  which  my  brother  now  possesses ;  and, 
having  obtained  his  wife,  he  lived  partly  here 
and  partly  at  Madrid,  where  his  great  wealth 
introduced  him  to  the  society  of  the  noblest 
families  in  Spain.  His  health,  however,  was 
infirm ;  and,  soon  after  my  birth,  he  died ; 
leaving  my  mother  with  one  son  (my  amiable 
brother),  and  two  daughters.  My  mother  still 
continued  the  custom  of  residing  for  a  part  of 
the  year  in  Madrid;  and  as  her  own  family 
now  countenanced  her  more  than  during  the 
lifetime  of  my  father,  as  soon  as  my  sister  ar- 
rived at  the  age  of  womanhood,  she  was  intro- 
duced into  the  society  and  all  the  gaieties  of 
that  dissipated  capital.  I  was  but  a  girl,  and 
my  brother  was  still  at  Toledo,  pursuing  his 
philosophical  studies,  when  the  troubles  of 
Spain  commenced,  and  the  French  intrigues 
and  arms  placed  the  brother  of  Napoleon  upon 
the  Spanish  throne.  My  mother  retired  to 
Badajoz,  to  the  house  of  one  of  my  maternal 
aunts.      We  were  in  the  place  when  it  sur,- 
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rendered  to  the  French  :  and,  as  we  were  not 
afterwards  allowed  to  leave  it,  we  were  also  in 
it  when  it  was  recaptured  by  the  British  and 
the  Portuguese  troops.' 

"  '  I  was  present  at  the  siege,'  said  I. 
"  '  There  is  a  gentlenaanly  bearing,'  continued 
Rosalba, '  a  manly  sincerity,  a  reserved  gallantry, 
in  British  officers,  which  ensure  confidence  in  the 
propriety  of  their  conduct,  and  which  have  always 
gained  for  them  a  ready  admittance  into  the  do- 
mestic circles  of  my  country.  Among  those 
officers  who  found  a  welcome  in  the  house  of  my 
aunt,  was  one  of  high  military  reputation  ;  aman 
who,  although  on  the  verge  of  fifty,  yet  was 
singularly  handsome  in  his  person,  very  highly 
accomplished,  and  extremely  fascinating  in  his 
manners.  He  spoke  Spanish  with  the  purity  of  a 
Castilian :  he  drew  exquisitely — had  a  rich  vein 
of  poetry — was  passionately  fond  of  music — and 
possessed  a  voice  which  gave  richness  and 
interest  to  any  instrument  which  he  touched; 
and  they  were  few,  indeed,  which  were  not  fa- 
miliar to  his  hand.  He  was  fascinated  with  the 
beauty  of  my  sis-ter,  who  was  as  accomplished, 
in  some  respects,  as  himself;  and,  erelong, 
a  reciprocal  attachment  existed  between  them. 
"  '  Had  you  seen  my  unfortunate  sister, 
my  beloved  friend,  you  would  never  have  turned 
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an  eye  upon  me.  She  was  tall»  beaatifal,  of 
the  most  perfect  symmetry  in  form,  and  graoeful 
in  every  movement.  Although  her  deport- 
ment was  dignified  and  grave,  yet  it  was  devoid 
of  the  smallest  trace  of  pride : — there  was  a 
sweetness  and  fascination  in  her  countenance 
which  could  not  be  looked  upon  without,  at 
once,  kindling  sentiments  of  affection  and  love. 

"  *  My  mother  observed,  with  some  degree 
of  anxiety,  the  growing  attachment  between 
Rosina  and  your  countryman  ;  and  she  was 
determined,  in  order  to  break  it  off,  to  try  to 
send  her  away.  Something  intervened  to  de- 
lay the  execution  of  her  intention:  the  British 
oflScer  soon  afterwards  was  ordered  from  Bada- 
joz,  to  join  the  army  ;  and — oh  !  Cameron  !  how 
can  I  speak  the  words? — my  sister  was  missing. 

^^  ^  When  the  first  burstof  astonishment  and 
indignation  was  over,  my  poor  mother  endea- 
voured to  console  herself  with  the  idea  that  a 
private  marriage  had  been  effected.  Conceive 
her  horror,  and  the  depth  of  her  degradation, 
on  learning  that  that  was  not  the  case:  that 
your  countryman  was  a  married  man.  It  was 
true  that  he  had  separated  from  his  wife ;  bat 
that  did  not  alter  the  atrocity  of  the  case :  the 
stain  inflicted  upon  the  honor  of  the  family 
could  not  be  wiped  out.     My  brother  was  too 
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young  to  be  called  upon  to  resent  it ;  besides, 
he  was  an  only  son  ;  and  much  of  my  poor 
parent's  anxiety  was  to  conceal  from  him  the 
event.  She  pined  inwardly,  and  soon  sank  a 
victim  to  sorrow. 

"  '  On  the  recall  of  my  brother,  after  my 
mother's  death,  the  noble-minded  boy  swore 
to  avenge  the  dishonor  of  his  family,  even  in 
the  centre  of  the  British  army  ;  and  he  left  Ba- 
dajoz  for  that  purpose.  His  heroic  intentions 
were  frustrated  ;  the  officer  had  been  sent  home, 
wounded,  with  dispatches ;  and  my  unfortunate 
sister  had  fallen  the  victim  of  a  fever,  brought 
on  by  mental  suffering,  and  an  unavailing  sense 
of  degradation.' 

"  «  Alas !'  said  I,  *  it  is  too  common  a  case.' 
"  «  Peace  be  to  her  spirit !  Holy  Virgin  ! — 
I  pray  for  its  repose!  We  believe  that  the 
chancery  of  heaven  is  not  filled  with  criminal 
accusations  and  expiatory  records,  but  with  be- 
neficent acts  of  forgiveness.  He,  who  inter- 
cedes for  us,  knows  the  infirmities  of  our 
nature ;  and,  as  we  rely  on-  his  love,  We  also 
believe  that  the  throne,  at  whose  footstool  th^ 
intercession  is  pleaded,  is  radiant  with  the 
beams  of  mercy  ;  and  that  these  are  the  lights 
of  heaven. 

"  '  Since    that    time,'  continued   Rosalba, 
has   Dishonor,  like  a  spectral  form,  ever  ap- 
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peared  at  my  side.  Nevertheless,  singular  as 
it  may  appear,  I  loved  my  sister  passionately  ; 
and,  whilst  I  felt  deeply  the  disgrace  which  her 
conduct  had  bronght  upon  the  family,  I  grieved  to 
think  that  Providence  had  not  permitted  me  to 
see  her,  to  have  convinced  her  that  even  crime 
cannot  chill  real  affection ;  and,  in  her  dying 
moments,  to  have  awakened  her  soul  to  re- 
pentance, and  to  rely  for  intercession,  for  for- 
giveness, on  that  bosom,  which  is  a  fountain  of 
mercy,  the  bosom  of  the  Holy  Virgin.  Alas !  her 
last  look  rested  upon  a  stranger,  although  the 
partner  of  her  guilt.  But  she  is  gone  for  ever ! 
and  a  sense  of  the  degradation  which  still  hangs 
over  her  family  has  driven  me  to  an  act  which 
must  render  me  for  ever  wretched.' 

"  Rosalba  here  gave  vent  to  a  burst  of 
grief.  I  endeavoured  to  comfort  her,  and 
urged  her  to  explain  to  me  the  cause  of  her 
wretchedness:  but,  for  some  time,  she  an- 
swered me  only  with  tears ;  and  seemed  la- 
bouring with  her  internal  suffering :  at  length 
she  said — 

"  *  In  a  moment  of  misery,  when  pouring 
out  my  afflictions  at  the  altar  of  the  Holy  Virgin, 
I  bound  myself  by  a  solemn  oath  never  to  give 
my  hand  in  marriage  to  any  one,  however  my 
heart  might  be  engaged,  who  would  not  wipe 
out  the  injury  inflicted  upon  the  family  honor 
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by  the  blood  of  the  spoiler.  Oh  !  my  beloved 
friend !  I  would  give  the  world  to  be  able  to 
recall  that  hasty  and  inconsiderate  vow  ;  but  it 
is  regii^tered  in  heaven — it  cannot  be  with- 
drawn. I  trust  Providence  will  forgive  the 
feelings  which  rung  it  from  me :  but  I  loathed 
life — every  moment  was  one  of  misery.  I 
thought  it  was  impossible  to  forgive.' 

"  She  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and 
again  wept  bitterly — sobbing  as  if  her  heart 
would  burst. 

"  '  Be  comforted,  my  dearest  Rosalba !' 
said  I,  relieved  from  a  load  of  doubt  and  sus- 
pense ; '  inform  me  who  the  villain  is,  and  I  swear 
never  to  see  you  again  until  your  vow  shall  be 
resolved.' 

"  '  Spare  me — O,  spare  me !'  replied  she, 
passionately,  '  from  complying  with  your  re*. 
quest.  I  know  your  bold  and  determined 
spirit.  Can  I  expose  you,  whose  life  to  me  is 
far  more  precious  than  my  own,  to  the  hazard 
of  a  personal  conflict,  even  with  the  author  of 
our  misery?  No,  my  dearest  Cameron!  we 
must  part;  but  our  hearts  will,  remain  united. 
You  must  leave  me  to  the  fruit  of  my  folly, 
I  shall  never  change.  My  maiden  heart  shall 
never  admit  any  other  impression  ;  and  I  shall 
sink  into  the  grave,  grateful  to  Providence  for 
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the  short  period  of  unalloyed  felicity  which  I 
have  tasted  since  we  met.' 

"  I  was  overpowered  by  the  generosity  of 
these  feelings ;  and  for  a  few  minutes  we  both 
remained  silent.  I  knew  it  would  be  vain  to 
endeavour  to  obtain  from  Rosalba  the  name  of 
the  scoundrel  who  had  given  such  a  fatal  blow  to 
her  peace  of  mind  ;  and  as,  in  my  own  thoughts, 
I  determined  to  procure,  if  possible,  the  infor- 
mation which  I  want(K]  from  her  brother,  I  did 
not  urge  my  former  request ;  but  assured  her  of 
the  sincerity  and  unalterable  character  of  my 
devoted  attachment,  and  of  the  reliance  which 
she  might  place  upon  its  fidelity. 

**  The  moon  had  by  this  time  risen,  and  its 
placid  light  fell  upon  the  face  of  Rosalba : — it 
was  pale,  and  full  of  anxious  thought.  As  her 
eyes  met  mine,  a  slight  blush  spread  upon  the 
cheek ;  but  it  instantly  disappeared,  and  her 
downcast  eye  was  again  fixed  upon  the  ground. 

"  *  I  know,'  said  she,  *  you  will  not  betray 
the  confidence  I  have  reposed  in  you  :  my  only 
happiness  in  life  shall  be  in  knowing  that  I  am 
beloved.  I  know  well  the  extent  of  the  felicity 
which  I  am  throwing  from  me.  I  witnessed 
in  my  own  parents  the  happiness  of  a  congenial 
union — the  reciprocal  sympathy  which  sweet- 
ened every  event  of  life— which  soothed  the  sor- 
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rowful,  and  rendered  the  pleasurable  brighter : — 
thoughts  the  most  confidential  communicated) 
and  that  confidence  appreciated  : — the  love  of 
each  for  the  other  the  soul  of  their  existence ;  and 
each  regarding  the  other  as  comprehending  the 
whole  relationship  of  life.  I  sigh  for  such 
felicity ;  but  it  is  not  to  be  my  lot :  my  hand  can- 
not be  yours  whilst  my  vow  hangs  over  me.  I 
never  will  place  you  in  a  situation  to  resolve 
it — no — never !     Let  us  return.' 

«*  I  endeavoured  once  more  to  gain  the 
name  of  the  destroyer  of  her  peace  of  mind. 
I  beseeched  her  to  soften  her  sentence — to 
give  me  at  least  hope. 

"  '  Listen  once  more,  my  truly  beloved,' 
she  replied  ;  *  my  heart  is  wholly,  unalterably 
yours ;  but  I  shall  never  divulge  a  name,  the 
knowledge  of  which  might  prove  fatal  to  you. 
Do  not  solicit  me  again.' 

"  This  sentence  was  uttered  in  a  calm 
voice  ;  and,  placing  her  arm  in  mine,  we  walked 
in  silence  to  the  house.  How  I  then  longed 
to  realize  the  dreams  of  astrology,  that  I  might 
read  the  future  in  the  stars  which  now  shone 
out  so  brilliantly :  but  they  were  a  sealed  book 
to  me. 

"  It  is  unnecessary,  my  dear  friend,"  con- 
tinued   Colonel    Cameron,  "  to  weary    your 
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patience  with  more  details.  You  may  conceive 
the  nature  of  oar  parting,  and  the  feelings  with 
which,  on  the  following  morning,  I  left  the 
house  of  Don  Pedro.  The  anguish  of  my  mind 
was  somewhat  alleviated,  however,  by  the  fact, 
which  I  had  drawn  from  Don  Pedro,  that  the 
seducer  of  his  sister  was  Colonel  Atkinson. 
You. know  him  ;  one  of  the  most  distinguished 
of  our  cavalry  officers ;  but  a  man  notorious 
for  his  gallantries  and  libertine  principles.  A 
ray  of  hope  fell  upon  the  future;  and  I  re- 
solved, as  soon  as  I  had  seen  my  mother  and 
arranged  my  affairs,  to  seek'  Atkinson  through- 
out the  world,  and  to  wipe  off  the  stain  which 
he  had  inflicted  on  the  family  of  my  Rosalba, 
or  to  fall  in  the  attempt." 

How  singular,  thought  I — for  I  purposely 
refrained  from  mentioning  the  circumstance  to 
Cameron — how  singular  that  I  should  have  wit- 
nessed the  death  of  this  unfortunate  lady  ;  and 
that  the  individual,  whom  my  friend  now  sought 
to  call  to  an  account  for  his  libertinism,  was  the 
husband  of  the  unfortunate  being  whom  he  had 
rescued  from  the  Serpentine,  and  in  whose 
fate  he  had  felt  so  deeply  interested.  The 
circumstances  which  threw  Atkinson  and  Ca- 
meron together — namely,  their  services  in  the 
Peninsula— had  prevented  me  from  informing 
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him  that  Atkinson  was  the  man  whose  crael 
conduct  had  driven  that  unfortunate  woman  to 
desperation  ;  and  now,  by  the  most  singular  co- 
incidence— the  inscrutable  ways  of  Providence 
— he  was  about  to  inflict  upon  him  that  chastise- 
ment  for  another  delinquency,  which  he  would 
long  before  have  attempted,  had  he  been  aware 
that  he  was  the  author  of  the  wrongs  of  that 
unhappy  woman. 

Cameron  had  not  yet  informed  me  that  he 
had  met  with  Atkinson ;  but  I  suspected  it,  from 
the  singularly  gay  spirits  which  my  friend  now 
assumed,  the  peculiar  curl  of  his  lip,  and  the 
expression  of' triumph  in  his  eye,  the  well- 
known  harbinger  of  some  exulting  communi- 
cation which  he  was  about  to  make.  I  could 
almost  read  bis  thoughts  ;  his  looks  were  like 
the  light  ripple  on  the  wave  before  a  storm — 
certain  indications  of  a  coming  change  of  doubt- 
ful issue.  How  singularly  do  men  deceive 
themselves  on  such  occasions !  they  appear  to 
tempt  fate:  calculating  with  certainty  on  the 
penalty  of  the  event  for  which  the  satisfaction 
is  demanded  being  paid  by  their  opponents  ; 
overlooking  altogether  the  probability  of  the 
blow  alighting  upon  themselves. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Laertes,    -^— in  my  terms  of  honor 

I  stand  aloof,  asd  will  no  reconcilement. 

Hamlet. 


"  There  are  some  injuries  which  can  only, 
be  settled  by  a  duel."     So  says  the  world ;  that 
is,  the  fiishionable  portion  of  the  west  end  of 
the  town,  if  we  live  in  that  part  of  the  metro- 
polis ;  or  some  three  dozen  of  families,  if  our 
lot  of  life  be  cast  amongst  the  county  aristo- 
cracy.    I  shall  not  stop  to  enquire  what  these 
injuries  are  ;  and  I  will  admit  that  the  feelings 
of  a  man  may  be  wounded  in  the  tenderest 
point ;    that   all    which    has    shed   happiness 
upon  his  path  of  life  may  be  for  ever  destroyed 
by  the  act  of  another ;  and  that,  as  there  are 
no  other  means  ^  of  remedying  the  evil  in  the 
present  state  of  society,  a  man  is  naturally 
tempted  to  redress  himself.    But,  there  is  one 
absurd  ingredient  essential   to  this  -mode  of 
redressing  an  insult — ^the  placing  the  offending 
party,  who  is  to  expiate  his  guilt,  in  such  a 
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situation  that  the  punishment  is  as  likely  to  fall 
upon  the  individual  who  is  injured  as  upon  him- 
self. But  admitting,  with  Dr.  Paley,  who 
makes  the  foregoing  remark,  that  the  oflFender 
i«  sure  to  suffer,  I  would  again  enquire,  in  his 
words,  *'  in  what  the  satisfaction  consists  ? — or 
how  it  tends  to  undo  the  injury,  or  to  afford  a 
compensation  for  the  damage  already  sus- 
tained?" This  is  undoubtedly  the  only  ra- 
tional mode  of  viewing  this  question.  Never- 
theless, it  may  be  demanded,  is  a  man  to  suffer 
patiently  under  the  yoke  of  insult, — to  be 
shunned  by  his  equals,  and  pointed  at  as  a 
coward  by  the  world  ?  Undoubtedly  not,  I 
reply  :  without  a  fair  reputation,  this  world  is  a 
scene  of  disgust,  and  life  is  a  loathsome  burthen , 
But  will  a  duel,  even  when  the  offender  falls, 
heal  the  wound  inflicted  on  the  affections  of  an 
injured  husband  ? — will  it  restore  peace  of 
mind  to  a  family  whose  sister  has  been  ruined  ? 
— will  it  justify  a  base  imputation,  which  has 
been  propagated  by  scandal  ? — or,  will  the  sa- 
tisfaction which  is  deqfianded,  and  which  is 
given  by  a  duel,  lighten  the  guilt  of  the  adul- 
terer or  the  seducer?  Certainly  not.  In 
what,  then,  does  the  beneficial  influence  of 
duelling  consist?  It  may  be  replied,  that  it 
prevents  the  frequency  of  insult;   preserves 
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the  decorum  of  society  ;  and  mitigates  the  pain 
of  an  injury  by  the  sweetness  of  revenge. 

So  far  as  the  prevention  of  insult  and  the 
preservation  of  the  decorum  of  society  are  con- 
cerned, I  fear  duelling  has  done  little:  few 
men  wantonly  insult  others;  and,  when  an 
aggression  of  this  description  is  the  consequence 
of  unrestrained  temper,  the  dread  of  a  duel 
never  occurs  to  the  mind  of  a  passionate  man. 
In  those  cases,  again,  where  the  injury  has 
been  of  a  nature  to  intrude  upon  the  peace  and 
happiness  of  a  family,  neither  the  termination 
of  a  duel  in  the  death  of  the  offender,  nor  any 
apology  which  he  may  be  compelled  to  make 
on  the  ground,  if  he  live,  can  restore  that  peace 
which  his  misconduct  has  wrested  from  it. 

The  modern  duel  is  a  relic  of  the  joust  to 
the  utterance  of  chivalric  times.  Although  one. 
or  other  of  the  combatants  was  doomed  to  die, 
yet  the  joust  to  the  utterance  was  often  under-. 
taken  on  the  most  frivolous  pretences ;  it  was 
frequently  a  vain  display  of  prowess.  A  nao-* 
dern  duel  is  as  often  a  more  silly  conceit  of 
being  fashionably  notorious.  The  duellist  yields . 
to  what  is  termed  the  law- of  honor, — a  law, 
existing  only  for  a  certain  part  of  society,  and 
the  essence  of  which  is  extreme  revenge. 

The  idea  that  the  dread  of  a  duel  tends  to 
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preserve  the  decorum  of  society,  is  to  suppose 
that  the  majority  of  mankind  are  cowards,  and 
politeness  and  civility  unnatural  habits,  and 
that  the  fetters  of  fear  are  necessary  to  chain 
down  the  natural  evil  dispositions  of  our  race. 

In  the  days  of  chivalry,  when  love  and  war 
were  the  business  of  life ;  when  the  blood  of 
the  noble  ones  of  the  earth  was  supposed  to 
differ  from  that  of  the  ignoble ;  when  kingdoms 
were  considered  as  mere  chess-boards,  and 
their  subjects  regarded  as  the  instruments  of 
the  game,  played  by  the  few  gifted  with  divine 
authority  ;  when  even  the  awards  of  justice 
were  settled  by  the  sword ;  when  every  moral 
duty  was  discharged  by  the  chance  of  battle, 
and  the  voice  of  conscience  stifled  in  the  loud 
peals  of  triumph,  as  the  successful  combatant 
set  his  heel  on  the  neck  of  his  prostrate  foe, 
and  received  the  award  of  his  prowess,  accom- 
panied with  the  approving  smile  of  his  "  ladye 
love :"  then  it  was  not  wonderful  that  repu- 
tation, merited  or  unmerited,  should  be  main- 
tained by  an  appeal  to  arms.  But  disrobe 
chivalry  of  its  equipments,  its  golden  spurs,  its 
nodding  plumes,  its  emblazoned  shields,  its 
silken  pennons  streaming  on  the  wind,  its  glit- 
tering armour,  and  the  scarf  thrown  over  it  by 
the   hand   of  beauty  ; —  remove  the  gorgeous 
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ornaments  of  the  lists,  the  array  of  heraldic 
insignia,  the  bright  eyes  which  gaze  upon  the 
combat  to  adjudge  the  meed  of  victory ; — ^the 
floating  harmony  of  martial  music,  mixed  with 
the  brazen  notes  of  trumpets,  and  the  shouts 
of  excited,  spectators  ; — what  is  it  ? — what,  but 
a  scene  of  authorized  murder  and  of  brutal 
triumph ! 

Happily,  the  sun  of  Christianity  has  arisen 
upon  the  benighted  world,  and  shed  the  light 
of  its  benign  influence  far  and  wide ;  for,  al- 
though, by  the  wiles  of  a  crafty  priesthood* 
chivalry  was  the  offspring  of  a  union  between 
religion  and  arms : 

^*  The  fine  Tocation  of  the  sword  and  lance^ 
With  the  gross  aim  and  body-hending  toil 
Of  a  poor  brotherhood,  who  walk  the  eart^, 
Pitied  ;•" 

Yet  a  different  sentiment  now  influences  man- 
kind ;  and  the  triumph  of  war  is  the  peace  and 
repose  of  the  world. 

To  the  last  argument  in  favor  of  duelling 
— namely,  that  consolation  is  derived  from  re- 
venge, by  one  smarting  under  the  sting  of  an 
injury — it  may  be  replied,  that,  although  the 
natural  feeling  of  all  animals,  from  the  worm 
up  to  man,  is  to  repel  injury  for  injury ;  and 
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although  it  is  almost  as  natural  to  foster  that 
spirit  which  glories  in  the  humiliation  of  an 
adversary;  yet,  by  the  influence  of  religion, 
this  truth  has  been  gradually  forcing  itself  upon 
the  minds  of  men — that  "  the  forgiveness  of 
others  is  the  condition  upon  which  alone  we 
are  to  expect,  or  even  ask,  from  God  forgive- 
ness for  ourselves :" — a  doctrine  calculated  to 
diffuse  goodwill,  peace,  and  love,  among  the 
human  race, — to  smooth  the  rugged  paths  of 
life,  and  to  shed  over  them  the  beams  of  fe- 
licity. 

On  these  premises,  there  can  be  little  he- 
sitation in  pronouncing  that  the  practice  of 
duelling  is  detrimental  to  sound  morality ; 
involving  two  crimes  —  namely,  suicide  and 
murder;  and  only  justifiable  by  the  respect 
paid  by  a  certain  portion  of  mankind  to  the 
"  unauthorized  laws  of  honor,'\which  "  create 
exceptions  to  divine  prohibitions." 

Such  are  my  ideas  of  duelling :  they  are 
given  devoid  of  any  consideration  for  the  opi- 
nions of  society,  or,  as  it  is  termed,  the  world, 
to  which  our  judgment  is  too  frequently  nar- 
rowed, and  our  ideas  of  good  limited. 

But,  my  friend  having  been  nearly  all  his  life 
in  the  army,  and  being  educated  to  respect  the 
refinements  connected  with  points  of  honor,  on 
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which  military  men  pride  themselves,  these 
were  not  likely  to  be  his  opinions.  His  affec- 
tions, besides,  were  involved  in  his  pledge  to 
seek  oat  Atkinson,  and  to  inflict  vengeance 
upon  him  for  the  wrongs  done  to  the  family  of 
his  Rosalba. 

Although  gentle  as  a  child,  yet  Cameron 
was  high-minded,  valiant,  and  imbued  with  all 
the  pride  of  feudal  times.  With  as  much  ro- 
mance as  ever  warmed  the  bosom  of  the  most 
ardent  knight,  the  object  of  his  affection  was 
truly  the  idol  of  his  heart ;  his  confidence  in 
her  love  was  unbounded;  his  own  constancy 
was  also  that  of  another  age  ;  Rosalba  was  ever 
present  to  his  inlagination — she  was  the  only 
sun  of  his  world.  His  idea  of  love,  indeed, 
was  that  of  Sir  Gru^lan  :— 

^'  The  pure  mfluence  of  immortal  mind ; 
Chaste  union  of  two  l^arts,  by  "virtue  wrought, 
Where  each  seems  either  in  word,  deed,  and  thought ; 
Ea«h  singly  to  itself  no  miore  i^emains, 
But  one  will  guides,  one  eommon  soul  susUins^." 

Its  dominion  over  him  was  absolute ;  the  in- 
clination of  the  object  of  the  sentiment  was  his 
law.  It  is  not  wonderfdl,  therefore,  that,  with 
such  intenseness  of  feeling,  and  such  elevated 

•  The  Lay  of  Sir  Gru^lan. 
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generosity  of  soul,  my  friend  should  adopt,  as 
his  own,  the  quarrel  of  the  family  of  Saldanho. 

• 

No  knight  ever  perilled  himself  with  more 
delight,  in  the  cause  of  woman,  than  my  friend 
Cameron  in  that  which  he  had  undertaken. 
His  homage  was  not  so  much  to  the  beauty  as 
to  the  virtues  of  his  love :  her  image  was  ever 
blended,  in  his  fancy,  with  the  purity  of  heaven  ; 
and  to  efface  any  stain  upon  it  he  regarded  as 
a  duty,  hallowed  by  the  cause.  Such  were  the 
sentiments  of  my  friend : — but  it  is  time  to  ter- 
minate this  digression,  and  to  proceed  with  his 
narrative. 

"  I  did  not  become  acquainted  with  the 
death  of  my  poor  mother,"  continued  Cameron, 
"  until  I  returned  to  England ;  and,  having 
arranged  my  affairs,  the  loneliness  of  my  home 
would  have  soon  driven  me  from  Perthshire, 
had  I  not  accidentally  learned  that  Atkinson 
was  in  the  West  Highland.  I  sought  for  him 
eagerly  in  every  part  of  my  native  country,  not 
excepting  its  most  solitary  wildnesses,  but  with- 
out success.  I  resolved,  therefore,  to  return 
to  England ;  apd,  as  I  was  setting  out  from 
Edinburgh,  information  reached  me  that  he 
was  in  London,  having  run  away  with  the 
niece  of  a  military  officer,  who,  with  his  friends, 
was  travelling  in  the  Highlands." 
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I  smiled,  and,  to  the  amazemeot  of  my 
friend,  related  to  bim  all  that  I  knew  of  that 
transactioa. 

'*  Well,"  continoed  be,  '*  yon  will  soon  find 
bim ;  for  I  encountered  bim  yesterday  in  a 
coffee-boose.  He  informed  me  tbat  be  was 
nnder  a  bond  to  keep  tbe  peace  in  England, 
having  cballenged  an  officer  wbo  bad  insolted 
bim ;  bat  tbat  be  was  going  to  Gbent,  and 
would  meet  me  there.  He  admitted  tbe  injory 
which  be  bad  inflicted  on  tbe  Saldanbo  fiEunily ; 
an  act  of  bis  life  of  which,  he  affirmed,  he  bad 
most  sincerely  repented;  and  that,  although, 
as  an  officer  and  a  gentleman,  he  could  not 
refuse  to  meet  me,  yet  be  never  would  return 
my  fire." 

^*  Under  such  circumstances,  bow  will  yon 
proceed  ?"  enquired  I.  '*  Tbe  extraordinary 
vow  of  Senora  Saldanbo,  and  your  pledge  to 
accomplish  its  object,  place  you  in  a  most  awk- 
ward position.  If  you  shoot  Atkinson,  after 
he  affirms  that  he  will  not  return  your  fire, 
you  will  place  yourself  in  the  situation  of  a 
murderer:  if  he  do  not  fall,  your  pledge  to 
Senora  Rosalba  will  be  unredeemed." 

Cameron  was  struck  with  the  remark,  and 
remained  for  a  few  minutes  in  thought. 

«  1  cannot  now  resolve  the  difficulty,"  said 
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he ;  "  but  proceed  I  must  to  Ghent.  I  have 
an  engagement  at  two  o'clock ;  and,  as  the 
time  approaches,  I  must  say  good  bye." 

We  both  rose;  and,  having  left  his  lodg- 
ings together,  and  walked  as  far  as  Cavendish 
Square,  we  shook  hands  and  parted. 

I  found  Oatlands  at  the  Clarendon,  and 
communicated  to  him  the  information  which 
I  had  just  received.  We  agreed  to  go  to  Lady 
Mary's  party,  to  which  we  had  been  invited, 
and,  on  our  return,  to  communicate  with  Mor- 
daunt,  and  take  measures  for  our  immediate 
departure  for  the  continent. 

**  How  the  plot  of  our  adventure  deepens  !" 
said  the  Advocate. — "  I  have  the  warmest  re- 
gard for  Mr.  Mordaunt,  and  feel  an  unaccount- 
able interest  in  the  pursuit  we  are  engaged 
in  ;  but  I  fear  it  will  end  tragically.  Well,  we 
must  be  prepared  to  face  it.  Shall  we  meet  at 
dinner  ?    Adieu !" 

He  left  the  hotel,  humming  the  Scotch  air, 

"  There's  naught  but  care  on  every  hand." 

'Tis  too  true :  if  our  bosoms  are  free  from 
its  corrosion  on  our  own  account,  we  take 
into  it  the  misery  of  others.  What  difference 
does  it  make?— None. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


"  Ob^  will  this  state  of  tossing  agony 
'  Ifo  termination  tsLve  9^  "tSeud  <mty  1  praj  tliee, 
Another-  netmn^eti'* 

.      I      t..    ..  ..{.v      JOHAVNA  BaILLIE. 


t '       » 


•   .'it.       .  :.   r      .  !':'^ 


••»    -.4.  /.    :\  t      .'i..  ' 


i"  '  • 


It  was  one  lof  those  cocri^  clear,. antomnal 
morniags,  wbicb  are  t truly  invigorating;  the 
sky  wa$cloa(Ue«»;  and  tbe«an  jnst  sufficiently 
high  to  silver  the  gotfaic  pinnades  and  decaying 
towers  of  the  ^cient  city  of  Bruges  ;  when  an 
English  party  issued  from  the  Hotel  dn  Gom- 
merce,  and,  traversing  the  now  almost  desolate 
streets  of  that  once  celebirated^  rich,  rpopoloas, 
and  powerful  capital,  embarked  in  the  tre<^- 
schuyt  on  the  grand. canal  for  Ghent*  The 
party  consisted  of  the  Veteran  and  Mrs.  Stand- 
ard, Aunt  Bridget  and  Miss  Standard^  Mor- 
daunt,  Oatlands,  and  myself. 

Mordaunt  had  been  disappointed  in  his  en- 
deavours to  find  out  the  lodgings  of  Atkinson  ; 
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aod  stiU  HKife  to^  io  Dot  meeting  the  Colonel  and 
his  dangiiter  at  Ladj  Ifary's  party.  The  de- 
pression of  spirits  into  which  he  was  thrown, 
by  these  erents,  rendered  him  troly  an  object 
of  pity.  He  feH,  as  he  afterwards  informed  me, 
as  if  an  unrelenting  Cite  was  undermining  the 
citadel  of  his  feelings ;  he  shuddered  in  think- 
ing that  he  had  almost  lost  bis  reliance  npon 
that  overruling  Providence  which  bad  hitherto 
supported  him  ;  and  he  became  reserved  and 
irritable.  The  eagerness  of  Miss  Standard  to 
alleviate  his  sufferiog,  and  her  unremitting 
attentions  with  this  view,  were  the  only  cir- 
cumstances which  could  draw  from  him  any 
expression  of  satisfaction,  or  lighten  up  his 
countenance  with  a  transitory  smile.  She  bad 
reached  London,  with  her  family,  on  the  even- 
ing of  Lady  Mary's  party ;  and,  as  we  deter- 
mined to  proceed  to  Ghent  on  the  following 
morning,  the  family  of  the  Veteran  embarked 
with  us  in  the  steamer  for  Ostend :  we  bad 
arrived  at  Bruges  on  the  evening  of  the  day 
before  that  on  which  our  re-embarkation  in  the 
treckschuyt  for  Ghent  took  place. 

The  boat  was  crowded,  and  presented  spe- 
cimens of  all  nations  and  characters.  Beneath 
the  awning  on  the  deck,  besides  our  own  party, 
were  Italians,  French,  Germans,  Flemish,  and 


eereral  groaps  of  EngHsb  ;  the  latter  lyspiay- 
iDg,  as  osuaiytbat  exdmiyeBeM  whidi  iatbe  most 
striking  national  feature  in  the  habits  of  our 
coon trymen  abroad.  Among  other  characters, 
in  this  mctiey  assemUage,  were  three  B^goines, 
whose  placidness  of  manner  and  singnlarity  of 
dress  strongly  arrested  the  attention  of  the  Ad- 
vocate, who  had  never  before  met  with  any  of 
these  devoQt  women.  One  of  them  spoke 
English  floently,  and  readily  entered  into  con- 
versafion  with  Mr.  OaUands. 

**  I  believe/'  aaid  he,  after  having  made 
several  enqoiries  respecting  the  order,  **  that 
thereWasaPyotestant  Nunnery  at  Ceding, 
in  Hantingdonshire,  in  the  time  of  Charles  the 
First,  whose  roles  dosely  resembled  those  of 
the  Sisiers  of  8tr^B^6:  they  were  even  at 
liberty  i6  leave  the  institution,  if  th^y  were 
inclined  to  marry." 

'<  That  society,''  replied  ibe  B^ine, ''  wbs 
more  rigid,  in  many  respects,  than  oars:  Hke 
them,  however,  we  observe  a  middle  ^oonrse 
between  the  monastic  and  tbt  secular  condition : 
we  have  rules  for  our  government  both  in  and 
out  of  the  B^goinage ;  but  we  are  bound  by  no 
vows  ;  and  many  of  us  are  supported  from  «Bir 
own  funds."     ' 

"  Do  you   frequently  travel  ?'*  continued 
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the  AdToeate,  who  seemed  desfaroos  to  draw 
forth  the  obtervmtions  of  the  holy  woman  upon 
secolar  matters. 

**  There  are  few  places  in  Holland,  Ger- 
many, or  France,  besides  Belgium,"  replied 
she,  **  that  I  have  not  visited*  Our  order 
neither  enchains  the  mind  nor  the  body :  the 
more  we  can  observe  human  character,  in 
all  its  varieties,  the  more  lil^ely  are  we  to  be 
fitted  for  administering  to  the  comfort  of  the 
distressed :  and  that  is  one  o[  the  objects  of  our 
institntion,  without  reference  to  country  or  re- 
ligion." 

^  A  noble  object!"  rejoined  Mr.  Oatlands. 
^^  In  your  travels,"  oontinued  he,  **  had  you 
time  to  turn  your  attention  to  works  of  art? 
What  is  your  opinion  of  the  oomparative  value 
of  the  galleries  of  Antwerp  and  the  Hague  ?" 

**  They  do  not  admit  of  comparison,"  said 
she,  her  face  brightening  up  as  she  spoke,  and 
its  look  of  austerity  completely  vanishing. 
*^  The  Antwerp  gallery  contains  a  few  of  the 
finest  paintings  of  the  Flemish  school^  and  one 
whidi  I  may  venture  to  assert  is  unequalled  in 
the  world.  I  refer  to  the  portrait  of  the  Bur- 
gomaster Nicolas  Rockox,  by  Reubens.  The 
colouring  is  that  of  life :  the  bead  speaks  ;  and 
the  hands  are  not  less  expressive  of  vitality 


tb^Q  the  QOQoteoanoe^  Piuiituigxx>Qld  proceed 
no  fiurtber  ;  It  is  the.  gk>ry>  and  triumph  of  the 
art :  indeed*  Renbens  seems  to  Jiave  been  io« 
spired  in  working  upon  that  pictore;  for  its 
companion,  the  portrait  of  Adriana  Pere^  the 
wife  of  the  Burgomaster,  is  inferior,  to  it  in 
many  degrees.  In  the  gallery  at  the  Hague, 
however,  every  picture  is  the  first  of  its  class. 
What  do  you  think  of  the  Madonna,  with  the 
infknt  Jesus,  among  the  ^[lecimens  of  the  Spa- 
nish school  ?" 

.  'Mt  is,"  replied  Oatlands,  **  in  my  opinion, 
the. finest  picture  in  the  collection.  What  an 
air  of  melancholy  sweetness  is  breathed  over 
the  countenance  of  the  mother  l" 

'<  And  the  Bull  of  Paul  Potter  ?"  continued 
the  B^guine,  smiling  as  she  put  the  question. 

''  The  sign  of  the  Red  Cow !"  replied  the 
Advocate :  *^  it  is,  in  my  opinion,  inferior  to  his 
smaller  pictures.  The  mere  |K>rtrait  of  a  young 
bull,  as  large  as  life^  has  no  interest ;  whereas 
the  grouping  of  his  cattle,  and  the  accompani*- 
ments,  in  his. smaller  pieces,  constitute •  the 
great  m&nt  of  Potter's  works.  I  prefer  the 
little  piece  in  which  a  cow  is  represented  ad* 
miring  her  shadow  in  the  water,  to  the  larger 
picture,  much  as  it  is  celebrated." 

The  B^uine  nodded  her  assent,  and  smiled. 
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I  was  forcibly  strack  with  the  expression  of  her 
coantenaDoe  at  this  moment.  It  reminded  me 
of  that  of  Mrs.  Standard  in  her  better  days  ;  bat 
the  beaaty  which  still  beamed  through  features 
beginning  to  display  traces  of  advancing  age, 
and  which  evidently  had  been  altered  by  an- 
xiety and  care,  if  not  by  sorrow,  was  of  a  higher 
description  than  that  lady's  had  ever  been. 
Mrs.  Standard  at  this  moment  came  forward : 
the  Blaine  gazed  intensely  in  her  countenance 
for  a  few  seconds,  and  then,  remarking  that  a 
bell,  which  was  ringing,  was  the  announcement 
of  dinner  at  the  table  d'h6te,  she  and  her  com- 
panions descended  into  the  cabin. 

<<  That  is  a  remarkable  woman,"  said  the 
Advocate;  "I  shall  endeavour  to  gain  her 
name,  and  to  meet  her  again  at  Ghent." 

"  She  has  been  beautiful,"  remarked  Mrs. 
Standard ;  "  but  the  expression  of  suffering,  so 
strongly  depicted  on  her  countenance,  tells  at 
once  the  cause  of  her  entering  into  the  reli- 
gions order  to  which  she  belongs." 

Mordaunt  sat  apart  on  the  side  of  the  gay 
treckschuyt,  as  it  glided  between  the  high 
banks  which  bound  the  canal  on  its  approach 
to  the  city  of  Ghent.  The  light  discourse  of  the 
passengers;  the  notes ofthe guitar, accompanied 
by  the  full,  mellow  voice  of  an  Italian  gentle- 
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iMii,  who  WB8  pofitBiy  amiisiDg  tii^  voy&gers 
under  the  canopy;  even  the  loud  laagh  of 
a  group  of  yoong  Irisbitten,  who  bad  fonnd 
the  table  d'hote  excellent,  and  the  wines  gene- 
rous; were  Incapable  of  rousing  the  Clergy- 
man from  his  melancholy  feelings.  He  spc^e 
to  nobody ;  and,  indeed,  his  depression  seemed 
to  gain  a  firm^"  influence  over  him  as  be  ap- 
proached the  spot  where  it  was  likely  his  an- 
ticapatlons  would  be  confirmed  or  refuted,  bis 
fi^iclty  or  his  misery  sealed.  His  memory  re- 
called a  long  succession  of  events,  which,  al- 
though veiled  like  a 

Dim  and  AtAawj  viflion  of  the  past, 
Seen  fltf  remote,  as  ooantry  ^vUeh  bsdi  Idfc 
Tlie  trsTalkr'a  fpaedy  step, 

preyed  upon  his  spirits,  and  threw  a  kind  of 
hopeless  obscurity  over  the  future.  Miss  Stan- 
dard approadied  him,  and  mid^voured  to  divert 
his  attention,  by  directing  it  to  the  fbw  objects 
which  the  confined  borders  ^f  tiie  canal  "pre^ 
sented : — the  rows  of  abels,  tb^  purple  «piked 
loosestrife,  the  flowering  rurii,  and  the  gay 
shrubs  embellishing  fhe  banks  on  c^aeh  side  ;«-*- 
the  water  lily,  opening  her  spoOess  blossoms  to 
the  noonday  beam,  whilst  tbew^v^,  dashed 
fit>m  ibe  prow  of  the  boot,  curled  up  or  bathed 
her  broad  green  leaves,  floating  like  a  mantle 
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on  the  surface  of  the  water.  He  smiled^  and 
taraed  bis  eye  to  the  objects ;  but,  immediately 
afterwards,  again  sunk  into  bis  reverie. 

As  we  approached  the  ancient  capital  of 
Flanders,  and  the  banks  between  which  the 
treckschayt  proceeded  had  become  so  elevated 
as  to  shut  out  every  object  not  in  the  line  of 
the  canal,  Oatlands  was  amusing  Mrs.  Standard 
and  Aunt  Bridget  by  an  imaginary  description 
of  the  surrounding  scenery,  when  a  vista  of  the 
tower  and  the  steeples  of  the  city  was  brought 
into  view  by  a  turning  of  the  canal,  apd  excited 
general  attention.  The  three  B^uines,  who, 
like  the  rest  of  the  Belgians,  had  remained  after 
dinner  in  the  cabin,  came  upon  deck ;  and  the 
one  who  spoke  English,  on  overhearing  the  sati- 
rical description  of  Oatlands,  ventured  to  offer 
a  few  remarks  in  support  of  the  beauty  of  the 
country,  which  she  .supposed  he  was  vilifying. 
'  ^^  You  are  mistaken,  sir,"  said  she,  "res- 
pecting the  country  round  Ghent.  It  is  not  a 
district  of  romantic  glens  and  rugged  moun- 
tains, like  Scotland,  of  which  I  presume,  from 
your  accent,  you  are  a  native :  but  it  is  rich  in 
cultivation,  well  wooded,  displays  features  of 
the  most  tranquil  prosperiiy,  and  possesses 
many  picturesque  scenes,  notwithstanding  its 
flatness.     The  fertility  of  the  soil  is  equalled 
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only  by  ttie  indastry  oi  the  peasants  who  cul* 
tivateiltand  who  aie  not  oaly  contented,  but 
plaeed  fior  above  that  penuiy  which  is  so  coD" 
spicu0as '  in  many  other  ooantiies.  Of  its 
wealth  in  hcMrtieultoral  {nrodactions  yon  will  be 
able  to  jadge  for  yourself^  if  yoa  shall  visit  the 
green  and  frait  market  during  year  sojourn- 
ment in  oar  andent  city." 

Besides  the  oorrectneiss  of  the  ren}tt4i:s,  there 
was  something  in  the  delivery  of  them,  and  in 
the  manner  of  the  B^guind,  that  again  forcibly 
wrested  the  attention  of  the.  Advocate;  and 
which  induced  him  to  explain  to  her  that  his 
rem^ks  were  merely  playful,  and  intended 
solely  to  amnse,  and  fill  up  the  time  whilst  pass- 
ing so  slowly  between  the  high  banks  of  the 
canal,  wb^e  .there  was  little  to  interest  the 
eve.  ' 

*<  My  friend,  Mrs.  Standard,"  continued 
he,  '^  requires  my  sportive  nonsense  to  rouse 
her  spirits." 

The  Advocate  bad  scarcely  pronounced 
the  name,  ere  the  B^uine.starled  and  turned 
pale:  but,  immediaiely  regaining  her  self- 
possession,  she  drew  her  white  coif^  which  she 
had  unfolded  and  was  wearing  in  the.  manner 
ai  a  hood,  more  closdy  round  her  face,  and 
fixed  her  eyes  steadfastly  upon  Mrs,  Standard. 
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^  And  Madame,"  said  the  boly  sister,  **>  is 
she  also  from  your  beautiful  land  <^  romance  ?" 
t  **  No,"  replied  Oatlands ;  "  romance  can 
scarcely  be  said  to  have  yet  reached  the  ex- 
tended prairies  of  her  native  soil." 

Tbe  B^guine  became  again  pale  ad  death, 
staggered,  and  would  have  fallen,  had  she  not 
sunk  upon  one  of  the  benches  behind  her. 
Oatlands  sprung  to  her  assistance. 

**  Tou  are  ill,  I  fears  ma  mere,"  said  he ; 
whilst  Mrs.  Standard  presented  to  her  a  vine- 
garette. 

"  Quelque  peu  dea  vertiges^  Mi^nmew^^' 
she  replied ;  and  immediately  added — **  but 
they  will  pass  away." 

Her  hand  shook  as  it  held  the  vinegarette  ; 
and  a  minute  elapsed  before  she  was  able  to 
raise  it  to  her  nostrils.  -  She  kissed  the  box  on 
retarniog  it  to  Mrs.  Standard  ;  drew  closer  her 
coif,  sighed,  and  sat  for  some  minutes  silent, 
with  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  deck.  Aunt 
Bridget,  Mrs.  Standard,  and  Oatlands,  ex- 
changed looks,  which  seemed  to  say — <^  what 
can  this  mean  ?"  None  of  them  had  seen  any 
member  of  the  order  of  St  B^h6  before ;  and 
they  were  at  a  loss  to  divine  why  the  holy  sister 
should  be  so  much  agitated  without  any  evident 
cause.     Mrs.   Standard,  now,  introduced  her 
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danghter  to  the  B^guine,  who  took  her  hand, 
gazed  earnestly  in  her  face,  then  gently  kissed 
her  forehead,  and  requested  her  to  sit  on  the 
bench  beside  her. 

"If  you  have  not  visited  Ghent  before," 
said  she,  addressing  Miss  Standard,  and  still 
retaining  her  hand,  "  you  will  be  amused  with 
the  antiquity  of  the  city,  which  was  originally 
the  capital  of  the  Pays  Bas  ;  our  narrow 
streets,  our  bridges  and  canals,  will  interest 
you.  Mademoiselle  must  see  our  belfry,  the 
cathedral,  and  the  gallery  of  Monsieur  Scamp." 

"  May  I  enquire,"  said  Miss  Standard, 
"  whether  you  are  a  native  of  Ghent  ?  Your 
English  is  not  that  of  a  Foreigner." 

"  I  am  not  a  Gantois,"  replied  the  B^guitie, 
sighing  deeply,  and  looking  intensely  in  the 
face  of  her  auditor ;  "  but  I  am  a  B6guine. 
You  must,  ma  chere!  visit  the  grand B6guinage. 
The  order  of  St  B^h^  is  not  a  cloistered  order, 
a  closet  nunnery ;  it  consists  of  various  grades 
of  sisters.  I  am  one  of  those  who  are  per- 
mitted to  wear  the  habit,  without  actually  being 
under  the  strict  rules  of  the  B^guinage :  my 
life  is  spent  in  works  of  charity,  in  visiting  and 
administering  consolation  to  the  sick,  and  in 
prayer." 

"  It  is  an  arduous,  but  praiseworthy  course 


331 

of  life,"  said  Miss  Standard ;  "  but,"  continued 
she,  "  not  one  which  many  young  persons  are 
likely  to  adopt." 

"  Pardoriy  Mademoiselle! — in  the  Beguinage 
you  will  find  women  of  every  age,  cheerful  and 
happy." 

"  Do  they  never  repent  the  course  of  life 
which  they  have  chosen  ?"  enquired,  again, 
Miss  Standard. 

"  I  cannot  venture  to  answer  that  natural 
question,"  replied  the  B^guine.  "  The  younger 
sisters  affirm  that  they  do  not :  the  elder  speak 
enthusiastically  of  the  consolations  which  they 
experience.  The  occupations  of  the  younger 
sisters  often  divert  their  attention  from  corrod- 
ings  still  rankling  in  the  bosom  :  the  duties  of 
the  elder  prevent  them  from  dwelling  upon 
unpleasant  retrospects.  The  religious  labours 
of  both,  if  regarded  as  acts  of  penitence  to  atone 
for  the  frailties  and  imperfections  of  our  nature, 
afford,  in  the  Christian  graces  which  the  obli- 
gations of  our  order  impose,  the  comfort  which 
is  promised  to  the  penitent — *  the  quiet  of  con- 
tentedness,  the  rest  of  peacefulness,  and  the 
blessed  sweetness  of  spirit  that  is  in  meekness 
and  humility*.'  You  must  visit  me  at  the  Be- 
guinage, and  judge  for  yourself." 

•  Jeremy  Taylor. 
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^  For  whom  shaD  we  enquire  ?**  said  Miss 
Standard. 

Tbe  B^gnine  hesitated  for  a  few  moments ; 
a  doiid  of  sad  recoUecUoo  seemed  to  pass  over 
ber ;  and  a  tear  stood  in  ber  eye. 

**  I  am  known,"  she  then  replied,  "  as 
La  Situr  PaHenee;  bat,  my  dear  young  lady, 
that  is  not  my  real  name."  On  saying  which, 
she  sat  silent  for  a  few  minutes ;  then,  gently 
pressing  the  hand  of  Miss  Standard,  she  rose 
hasty V,  and  entered  the  cabin. 

**  There  ranist  be  something  singular  in  tbe 
history  of  that  woman,'^  said  Miss  Standard, 
addressing  her  mother. 

**  She  is  evidently  a  gentlewoman,"  rejoined 
Mrs*  Standard ;  **  her  manner,  her  conversa- 
tion, equally  betoken  superior  intellect  and 
breeding.  We  may,  perhaps,  learn  something 
of  her  history  when  we  visit  tbe  B^uinage." 

As  this  conversation  was  proceeding,  the 
vessel  reached  the  point  of  its  destination ;  and, 
having  exhibited  tb^r  passports,  and  run  the 
gauntlet  of  the  porters,  the  clamorous  puffers 
of  tbe  various  hotels,  and  tbe  trucks  which  are 
always  wanting  the  arrival  of  tbe  treckschuyt, 
the  party  entered  tbe  ancient  capifie^  of  Bel- 
gium. The  narrow  streets ;  tbe  antique  and 
grotesque  architecture  of  tbe  bouses,  their  high 
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gable  ends  rising  like  steps;  the  canals  and 
their  numerous  bridges  ;  particularly  attracted 
the  attention  of  Oatlands^  who  put  a  thousand 
questions  to  a  young  Gantois,  who  had  offered 
his  services  as  a  guide  to  conduct  the  party  to 
the  Hotel  Royal,  in  the  Place  d'Armes;  the 
porch  of  which  we  entered  just  as  the  dinner 
bell  was  summoning  the  inmates  to  the  table 
d'bdte. 

Every  Englishman,  who  visits  Belgium  for 
the  first  time,  should  be  informed  that,  if  be 
wish  to  fare  well,  he  must  dine  at  the  table 
d'hdte.  No  private  dinner,  liowever  excellent 
the  hotel  may  be  in  other  respects,  will  satisfy 
our  countrymen.  The  Flemish  are  pieces  of 
clock-work ;  every  transaction  for  the  day  is 
arranged  in  the  morning,  and  timed  ;  and 
nothing  that  has  not  been  anticipated  is  wel- 
come, even  when  profitable  :  therefore,  nothing 
out  of  the  usual  way  is  ever  well  done. 

The  Veteran,  who  was  an  experienced 
traveller,  and  was  fully  aware  of  this,  conse- 
quently hurried  the  toilettes  of  the  ladies,  and 
ushered  the  whole  party  into  the  aakm  d 
manger  before  the  soup  had  dist^peared. 

Among  the  individuals  seated  at  the  table 
were  two  Belgian  officers,  who  soon  entered 
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into  conversation  with  the  gentlemen  of  our 
party,  and  displayed  all  that  polite  attention  to 
the  ladies  which  so  peculiarly  characterizes 
well-bred  military  men.'  One  of  them.a&t, 
rabicund-faced,  handsome  man,  with  mous- 
taches, which  Aunt  Bridget  pronounced  to  be 
the  only  truly  becoming  appendages  of  the  kind 
which  she  had  yet  seen  disfiguring  the  human 
face,  directed  his  discourse  chiefly  to  Miss 
Standard,  and  described  the  objects  most  wor- 
thy of  the  attention  of  the  traveller.  As  he 
was  speaking,  the  hotir  was  struck  by  a  very 
loud  and  deep-toned  bell,  and  immediately  fol- 
lowed by  the  air  of  Malbrook,  chimed  from 
some  tower  or  steeple. 

"  These  chimes,"  said  the  Chros  CapUaine^ 
an  appellation  bestowed  by  Mi^s  Standard,  in 
defect  of  the  real  name  of  the  handsome  Bel- 
gian, "  are  in  the  belfry  tower.  You  must 
ascend  it.  Mademoiselle,  to-morrow :  it  is  up- 
wards of  six  hundred  years  old,  and  commands 
a  most  interesting  view.  You  can  fbrin  no 
idea  of  Ghent,  unless  you  see  it  from  the1)elfry 
tower." 

"  Are  there  any  remains  of  Philip  van  Ar- 
tevelde  in  Ghent  ?"  enquired  Miss  Standard. 

"  Several,"  replied  the    Gros   Ccipttaine : 
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"  the  gilt  dragon  oh  the  top  of  the  belfry  vras 
one  of  bis  tropbies  at  tbe  capture  of  Bruges, 
under  Baldwin,  Count  of  Flanders/' 

"  It  was  from  tbat  tower,"  said  Oatlands, 
"  tbat  Cbarles  tbe  Fiftb,  punning  upon  tbe 
name  of  tbe  city,  asked  Alva — *Combien  il 
&lloit  des  peaux  d'Espagne  pour  faire  ce 
Gant  ?'  " 

"  Oui,  Monsieur,  c'est  vrai ;  it  is  an  old 
story." 

"  Are  tbere  many  Englisb  at  present  in 
Gbent?"  asked  Mr.  Mordaunt,  wbo  bad 
scarcely  before  raised  bis  eyes. 

"  No,  not  many — very  few,"  replied  tbe 
bandsome  officer. 

"  Do  you  know  if  a  Colonel  Atkinson  be 
bere  ?"  continued  Mr.  Mordaunt. 

Tbe  two  Belgian  officers  looked  at  eacb 
otber,  repeating  tbe  name  At — kin — son,  slow- 
ly, as  if  to  recollect;  after  wbicb  tbe  Chros  Ca^ 
pUaine  replied  tbat  be  bad  beard  tbe  name, 
but  be  did  not  know  tbe  Colonel.  A  gleam  of 
satisfiaction  beamed  on  tbe  countenance  of  Mor- 
daunt: be  looked  at  Oatlands,  but  remained 
silent. 

"  Wbere  is  tbe  Grand  B6guinage  ?"  said 
Mrs.  Standard,  addressing  tbe  Belgian  officer. 

"  Not  balf  an  hour's  walk  from  the  hotel,, 
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Madame.  Would  you  like  to  go  to  vespers 
there  tljis  evening  ?  I  shall  be  proud  to  conduct 
your  party.  The  assemblage  of  the  sisters  in 
the  church  is  an  interesting  sight." 

The  proposition  was  immediately  accepted ; 
and  at  seven  o'clock  we  entered  the  walls  of 
the  little  town  which  constitutes  that  singular 
nunnery. 

The  first  object  of  the  ladies  was  to  enquire 
for  Sister  Patience.  They  soon  found  out 
her  habitation ;  on  the  door  of  which  was  the 
name  of  ^7.  Ursula*  \  but  the  Sister  was  not 
at  home.  Their  curiosity,  however,  was  gra- 
tified by  a  view  of  the  house.  The  kitchen 
and  refectory,  in  particular,  interested  them. 
In  the  latter,  the  ascetic  habits  of  the  sisters 
were  strikingly  illustrated :  each  sister  cooks 
her  own  food;  and  the  arrangements  of  the 
refectory  were  such,  that,  although  many  dine 
in  the  same  apartment,  yet  each  dines  alone. 
The  room  was  furnished  with  a  number  of  small 
buffets,  in  the  shelves  of  which  were  arranged 
plates,  cups,and  various  articlesfor  cooking ;  and, 
below  each  buffet,  was  a  board  which  drew  out 
to  form  a  table,  at  which  the  owner  of  it  dines, 
with  her  back  turned  upon  her  neighbours. 

*  On  the  doore  are  innoribed,  not  the  name  of  the  tenant  of 
the  house,  but  of  some  saint,  ita  supposed  protectress. 
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On  leaving  the  lodging  of  Sister  Patience,  it 
was  curious  to  observe  the  nuns  crowding  to 
the  church,  each  walking  alone',  disregarding 
the  others,  and  apparently  unconscious  of  their 
presence.  As  they  crossed  the  area  between 
their  lodging  houses  and  the  church,  their 
white  veils  were  carried  upon  their  heads, 
folded  up  in  a  square  form,  like  a  napkin ; 
but,  on  arriving  at  the  porch  of  the  church, 
they  were  unfolded,  and  then  formed  into  a 
kind  of  hood,  which  almost  concealed  the  face. 

The  whole  of  the  sisters,  amounting  to  more 
than  six  hundred,  were  seated,  and  the  chant- 
ing of  the  vespers  had  commenced,  before  we 
entered  the  church.  We  were  disappointed, 
however,  in  finding  that  the  chanting  was  con- 
fined to  two  or  three  voices  in  the  organ 
gallery.  The  obscurit}^  of  the  church — for  the 
day  was  rapidly  closing  in,  and  the  only  lights 
were  the  candles  on  the  altar,  —  the  black 
dresses  of  the  sisterhood,  contrasted  with  their 
white  veils,  and  the  various  attitudes  of  devo- 
tion which  they  individually  assumed,  impressed 
a  deep  interest  on  the  scene. 

The  nuns  occuj)ied  the  whole  of  the  centre 
of  the  church,  except  a  few  who  separate  d  them- 
selves from  the  main  body,  and  approached  to 
t^e  altar,  around   which   the   strangers   were 
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seated.  Amongst  the  B^goines  near  the  altar, 
I  thought  that  I  recognized  Sister  Patience ; 
but  the  hooded  veil  so  concealed  her  face,  thut 
there  was  no  opportunity  of  verifying  my  con- 
jecture. I  perceived,  however,  that  she  whom 
I  suspected  to  be  our  late  fellow  traveller  eyed 
the  party  with  most  intense  interest ;  and,  until 
the-  salv^  was  sung,  her  devotions  seemed  to  oc- 
cupy little  of  her  thoughts.  As  soon  as  the  service 
ended,  I  crossed  the  platform  with  the  intention 
of  addressing  her ;  but  she  had  already  vanished 
among  the  crowd  of  the  retiring  sisters.  The 
ladies  again  enquired  after  her  at  her  lodgings : 
she  was  not  there ;  and  why  she  should  thus 
shun  the  interview,  which  she  bad  solicited,  I 
could  not  explain. 

We  returned  to  our  hotel,  much  pleased 
with  the  ceremony,  although  Oatlands  and 
Miss  Standard  were  equally  disappointed  in 
not  meeting  with  Sister  Patience.  Le  GHros 
CaptiatnCy  however,  in  our  walk  home,  enter- 
tained us  with  many  anecdotes  of  the  sister- 
hood and  their  good  works. 

On  retiring  to  my  room,  I  could  not  avoid 
reflecting  on  the  singular  position  in  which 
matters  now  stood.  It  was  almost  certain  that 
Atkinson  was  in  Ghent,  and  it  was  very  pro- 
bable that  Cameron  was  also  there.     That  a 
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duel  would  take  place,  there  could  be  little 
doubt :  it  was  also  probable  that  any  interpo- 
sition of  mine,  with  a  view  to  hinder  it,  would 
prove  ineffective.  I  turned  the  subject,  how- 
ever, over  in  my  mind  ;  and  I  resolved  to  find 
out  Cameron,  and  to  accompany  him  to  the 
field.  My  object  was,  if  possible,  to  prevent 
either  party  from  firing ;  but  the  difficulties  which 
presented  themselves  were  almost  insurmount- 
able ;  they  crowded  round  me  like  those  in  a 
voyage  of  discovery,  when  rocks  and  shallows 
appear  on  every  quarter,  and  when  the  course 
must  be  kept  against  opposing  winds  and  cur* 
rents,  with  no  land- marks  to  steer  by,  or  to 
lessen  the  peril.  What  was  to  be  done  ? 
The  reply  was  a  problem,  which  I  could  not 
solve :  after  pondering  upon  it  to  no  purpose,  I 
went  to  bed,  and  dreamt  of  a  shipwreck. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


**  Maii*8  angry  heart,  inspected,  would  be  found 
As  rightly  set  as  are  the  starry  spheres  ; 
'Tis  Nature's  structure,  broke  by  stubborn  will, 
Breed  all  that  uncelestial  discord  there." 

Young. 


I  CANNOT  guess  how  the  case  stood  in 
Judea;  but  in  Belgium  the  assertion  of  the 
Rabbins,  that  woman  took  nine  of  the  ten 
measures  of  garrulity  which  were  sent  down 
to  mortals,  is  completely  disproved.  There  the 
donation  is  at  least  equally  divided  between  the 
sexes:  our  new  acquaintance, /Je^ros  Capitaine^ 
was  a  demonstration  of  the  accuracy  of  my 
opinion. 

"  He  is  a  most  agreeable  man,"  said  Miss 
Standard,  after  our  return  from  the  Grand  B6- 
guinage  ;  "  but  he  talks  so  rapidly,  and  so  in- 
cessantly, that  1  could  not  get  in  a  word." 

As  I  was  descending  to  breakfast,  I  en- 
countered him  upon  the  stairs,  returning  from 
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parade»  in  full  uniform ;  his  comely  person  set 
off  to  the  best  advantage. 

"  Bon  jour.  Monsieur  /"  said  he  :  "  how 
are  the  ladies  ?  I  hope  you  have  slept  well  ? 
Can  I  be  of  any  service  to  the  party  to-day  ? 
Apropos !  I  have  heard  that  Colonel  Atkinson 
is  at  the  Hotel  des  Postes.  I  shall  be  happy 
to  conduct  you  there,  after  I  have  disencum- 
bered myself  of  these  trappings,  and  have 
taken  a  cup  of  coffee :  le  veux  tu  bien^  Mofi- 
sieur  ?  I  shall  be  ready  at  half- past  nine." 

As  he  was  obliged  to  pause  for  my  reply, 
I  repeated  "  half-past  nine,"  accompanying 
the  words  with  a  nod  of  assent;  and  then, 
darting  down  stairs, entered  the  aalle'dL-manger, 
The  Veteran  and  the  ladies  were  already  there, 
and  breakfast  was  on  the  table.  In  a  few 
minutes  afterwards,  our  handsome  Belgian  also 
was  seated  near  us,  with  his  roll  and  his  cotelet 
before  him  ;  and  he  continued  talking  fluently 
during  the  whole  of  breakfast  time,  between 
each  sip  of  his  caf§-au-lait. 

Mordaunt  had  not  yet  appeared  ;  and,  as  I 
was  anxious  to  have  an  interview  with  Atkin- 
son before  the  discovery  of  his  residence  should 
be  made  known  to  our  friend,  the  minutes 
seemed  to  pass  tardily  until  le  gros  Capitaine 
finished  his  repast.     I  then  ventured  to  remind 
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bim  of  bis  promise  to  conduct  me  to  the  Hotel 
des  Postes. 

"  (Test  pour  moi  un  grand  plaisir^^*  replied 
be,  rising;  and,  most  goodnataredly  drawing 
my  arm  witbin  bis,  we  walked  out.  Our  in- 
quiries at  tbe  botel  confirmed  tbe  Captain's 
information  tbat  Atkinson  was  residing  there  ; 
bat  we  were  told  tbat  be  bad  gone  out  at  seven 
o'clock  tbat  morning.  I  asked  if  Miss  Atkin- 
son was  at  home  ? 

"  She  went  out,  only  five  minutes  since, 
with  la  Soeur  Patience^  a  B^guine,"  replied  the 
waiter. 

"  La  Soeur  PcUience  ?^^  said  I,  as  if  uncer- 
tain of  tbe  name. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  rejoined  tbe  waiter ;  "  tbe  pious 
Sister  was  sent  by  tbe  Colonel  to  shew  tbe 
young  lady  some  of  tbe  sights  of  tbe  city." 

"  It  is  a  custom,"  interposed  le  Capitaine^ 
'<  when  young  ladies  visit  Ghent,  if  their  fathers 
or  brothers  be  occupied  with  business,  to  pro- 
cure one  of  these  devout  ladies  to  chaperon 
them  in  their  walks  through  tbe  city." 

"  It  is  a  singular  coincidence,  however," 
thought  I,  *'  tbat  Sister  Patience,  whom  we 
bad  met  in  the  treckscbuyt,  should  be  selected 
for  this  purpose."  I  could  not  help  consider- 
ing it  as  one  of  those  destinations  of  Providence 
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which  occasionally  occar  for  good,  when  mortal 
efforts  prove  abortive,  I  remained,  however, 
silent,  although  a  thousand  conjectures  passed 
through  my  mind  as  we  retraced  our  steps  across 
the  Kauter ;  and  I  scarcely  heard  the  remark 
made  by  my  voluble  companion  on  the  tristesae 
of  Monsieur  le  Cur6,  as  he  styled  Mordaunt; 
and  the  advantage  of  a  trace  of  melancholy  in 
the  clerical  countenance. 

On  entering  our  hotel,  we  found  the  whole 
party  equipped  for  a  visit  to  the  cathedral  and 
the  belfry;  and  as  I  was  still  anxious  that 
Mordaunt  should  remain  ignorant  of  the  infor- 
mation which  I  had  obtained  respecting  Atkin- 
son, I  was  not  sorry  to  find  that  some  private 
business  would  prevent  le  CapUaine  from  being 
oiir  cicerone  on  this  occasion. 

Ghent  may  be  regarded  as  the  Manchester 
of  Bel^um,  and  although  the  number  of 
persons  employed  in  the  cotton  manufactories 
is  still  considerable,  yet  the  streets  present 
much  of  the  same  deserted  aspect  as  those  of 
Bruges.  I  was  amused  with  the  parallel,  drawn 
by/the  Advocate,  between  the  fantastic  gable 
ends,  the  height  of  the  houses,  and  the  narrow 
streets  and  passages,  and  those  of  the  old  town 
of  Edinburgh  :  but  he  was  forced  to  admit  the 
superiority  of  the  Belgic  city  in  the  number 
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and  the  beauty  of  the  scrolls  and  ornaments 
which  decorate  the  buildings. 

The  cathedral  of  St.  Bevan,  into  which  we 
soon  entered,  is  not  only  the  most  ancient, 
but  the  richest  in  point  of  decoration,  of  all 
the  sacred  edifices  of  Belgium.  The  high 
altar,  with  the  statue  of  St.  Bevan,  carved  by 
Verbruggen,  arrested  the  attention  of  the  whole 
party,  on  entering  the  church  ;  whilst  the  fact  of 
the  candlesticks  having  belonged  to  Charles 
the  First,  and  having  been  sold  during  Crom- 
well's protectorate,  did  not  escape  the  Advo- 
cate ;  who  took  an  opportunity  of  descanting 
on  the  meanness  of  republicanism  to  Mrs. 
Standard.  The  Sacristan,  who  conducted  us 
through  the  church,  pointed  out  the  arms  of 
England  which  still  remain  upon  these  candle- 
sticks. 

Mordaunt  paid  little  attention  to  the  nu- 
merous monuments,  the  pictures,  and  the  other 
works  of  art,  which  surrounded  us  on  every  side. 

We  had  paused  before  the  celebrated  pro- 
duction of  Henry  and  John  Van  Eyck,  which 
is  more  spoken  of  by  travellers  than  actually 
prized  for  its  merits — a  singular  circumstance, 
if  we  consider  the  period  at  which  it  was 
painted,  and  its  intrinsic  value  as  a  work  of 
art. 
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"  It  is  true,"  said  Oatlands,  whose  taste 
was  critically  correct,  "  as  Joshua  Reynolds 
remarked,  that  the  figures  are  painted  in  a  hard 
manner,  and  the  perspective  is  defective ;  still 
the  execution  is  of  a  character  worthy  of  the 
immortality  to  which  it  is  undoubtedly  destin(?d." 

Whilst  the  Advocate  was  uttering  this  opi- 
nion of  the  merits  of  this  celebrated  painting, 
I  had  turned  round  to  ask  the  Sacristan  a 
question  respecting  it,  when  my  attention 
was  attracted  by  a  kneeling  Monk,  whose 
beautiful  head  and  countenance  presented  a 
study  fitted  for  Van  Dyke,  or  for  Rubens. 
His  face  was  pale  ;  but  the  features  were  ex- 
quisitely moulded,  and  strongly  expressive  of 
superior  intellect,  as  well  as  that  earnest  con- 
templation which  bespeaks  the  soul  completely 
withdrawn  from  the  world,  and  elevated  far 
above  the  vanities  and  transitory  enjoyments 
of  this  life.  Not  a  muscle  moved ;  the  eye 
was  bent  upon  a  figure  of  our  Saviour  with  a 
fervent  intensity,  and  the  hands  were  crossed 
upon  the  breast :  it  was,  in  truth,  a  breathing 
personification  of  the  most  abstract  devotion. 

A  young  lady  and  a  B^guine,  upon  whose 
arm  she  was  leaning,  were  regarding  the  kneel- 
ing Monk  with  an  interest  equal  to  that  which 
riveted  my  attention ;    but  1  was  so  absorbed 
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in  the  Monk  that  I  scarcely  looked  at  them. 
They  moved  onwards  at  the  moment  that  Mor- 
daunt  and  Oatlands  had  turned  roand,  at  my 
solicitation,  to  look  at  the  Monk.  The  eye  of 
Mordaunt,  however,  was  not  directed  to  the 
Monk  ;  it  followed  the  females  as  they  passed 
down  the  long  aisle,  whilst  his  colour  alter- 
nately came  and  went. 

^^  It  mast  be !"  said  he,  thinking  aloud ; 
and,  then,  turning  to  me,  he  remarked,  that  if 
he  could  judge  of  any  one  by  figure  and  gait, 
independent  of  face,  he  was  certain  that  the 
young  lady  was  Caroline  Atkinson :  yet,  with 
this  impression  on  his  mind,  he  stood  as  if 
rooted  to  the  ground.  With  more  self-pos- 
session, Oatlands  walked  rapidly  after  the 
parties ;  and  in  a  few  seconds  we  all  followed. 
The  two  ladies  had,  however,  issued  from  the 
porch  of  the  cathedral ;  and  before  Oatlands 
reached  the  street,  not  a  vestige  of  them  was 
perceptible. 

The  information  which  I  had  received  at 
the  Hotel  des  Postes  left  no  doubt  on  my  mind 
of  the  truth  of  Mordaunt's  conjecture :  but  I 
was  not  sorry  that  it  could  not  be  generally 
confirmed  at  this  moment.  The  agitation  which 
this  disappointment  produced  on  him  may  be 
readily  conceived:    he  looked  truly  wretched 
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and  ill ;  and,  as  be  proposed  returning  to  the 
hotel,  I  determined  to  accompany  him,  and  to 
leave  the  rest  of  the  party  to  finish  their  in- 
spection of  St.  Bevan's,  and  to  ascend  the 
Belfry- 

As  we  were  crossing  the  Kauter,  I  per- 
oeiyed  le  Capiiaine  standing  in  the  porch  of  the 
hotel.     He  soon  saw  and  walked  towards  us. 

"  I  have  just  heard,"  said  he,  "  that  Colo- 
nel Atkinson  has  fought  a  duel  this  morning 
with  another  Englishman  of  the  name  of  Ca- 
meron, and  that  he  is  mortally  wounded." 

Mordaunt  looked  at  me,  and  then  eagerly 
enquired  whether  the  Captain  had  heard  where 
Colonel  Atkinson  lived,  and  whether  he  had  a 
daughter  with  him.  I  interrupted  him,  and 
stated  that  I  already  knew  all  these  particulars ; 
and  proposed  that  we  should  immediately  pro- 
ceed to  the  Hotel  des  Postes. 

The  crowd  in  the  street  indicated  that  some- 
thing uncommon  had  occurred ;  and  we  learned 
that  the  wounded  gentleman  had  been  carried 
into  the  house  not  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  our 
arrival.  On  entering  the  hotel,  the  landlord 
informed  us  that  the  municipal  authorities  were 
there ;  and,  that  his  orders  were  to  admit  no 
stranger  to  the  apartment  of  Colonel  Atkinson. 
It  was   in   vain    that    Mordaunt    urged    our 
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admission,  and  that  I  stated  my  acquaintance 
with  tlie  Colonel ;  the  landlord  was  firm  to  his 
trust ;  and  we  were  on  the  point  of  retiring, 
when  I  thought  it  probable  that  we  might  pro- 
cure some  information  through  Cameron,  if  he 
was  still  in  Ghent.  1  enquired,  therefore,  if 
the  master  of  the  hotel  knew  where  that  gen- 
tleman resided. 

"  He  lives  here,"  was  the  reply  ;  "  and  he 
is  now  in  Colonel  Atkinson's  apartments." 

"  Send  to  him,"  said  I,  "  this  card ;  and 
let  him  be  informed  that  I  am  here." 

The  landlord  hesitated  for  an  instant,  then 
took  the  card  up  stairs.  In  two  minutes  he 
returned  and  ushered  us  into  the  room.  Ca- 
meron met  us  at  the  door. 

"  This  is,  indeed.  Doctor,"  said  he,  taking 
my  hand,  "  a  most  providential  visit !  I  was 
thinking  of  you  at  the  moment  that  your  card 
was  presented,  and  wishing  that  I  could  convey 
you  here ;  for  I  have  no  opinion  of  Belgian 
surgeons,  and  1  fear  this  unfortunate  case  will 
require  all  the  skill  and  attention  that  can  be 
bestowed  upon  it." 

I  gazed  steadfastly  in  my  friend's  face  for 
a  few  seconds  without  speaking.  He  quickly 
read  in  my  look  what  was  passing  in  my  mind. 

"  I  perceive,"  continued  he,  "  that  you  are 
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reflecting  upon  the  singular  incongruity  that  a 
man  will  not  hesitate  to  attempt  the  life  of 
another,  and  yet,  immediately  afterwards,  he 
shall  be  the  most  anxious  to  save  it.  But  do 
not  prejudge  me  ;  the  blow  by  which  Atkinson 
fell  was  not  given  by  my  hand.*' 

Mordaunt,  the  eager  expression  of  his  coun- 
tenance indicating  the  intensity  of  his  curiosity 
and  desire  to  hear  what  had  occurred,  now 
exclaimed — 

"  What  then  has  happened  ?" 

"  Walk  to  the  other  end  of  the  room,"  said 
Cameron,  "  and  I  will  tell  you  the  whole  affair. 
Those  gentlemen,  who  are  seated  at  that  table, 
are  the  municipal  authorities  ;  the  two  friends 
who  went  out  with  us  are  detailing  to  them  the 
circumstances  which  took  place." 

There  was  a  calm,  collected  manner  in  my 
friend,  which,  coupled  with  his  assertion  that 
the  blow  was  not  given  by  him,  puzzled  me. 
We  walked  to  the  further  end  of  the  room, 
and,  being  seated,  Cameron  delivered  the  fol- 
lowing narrative  of  the  unfortunate  event. 

"  I  was  in  Ghent  two  days  before  Colonel 
Atkinson,  who,  on  his  arrival,  took  apart- 
ments in  this  hotel,  where  I  already  had  fixed 
myself;  so  that  w^e  met  before  he  had  been  three 
hours  in  the  place.  He  mentioned  to  me  that  he 
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expected  an  old  brother  officer  to  act  as  his 
friend ;  but,  as  he  had  not  arrived,  be  antici- 
pated no  objection  on  my  part  to  postpone  oar 
meeting  for  eight  and  forty  hours.  I  assented ; 
and,  last  night,  I  received  a  note,  stating  that, 
as  his  friend  had  not  yet  arrived,  he  had  met 
with  a  Belgian  officer  who  had  kindly  agreed 
to  accompany  him ;  so  that,  not  to  keep  me 
longer  in  suspense,  he  should  fix  our  meeting 
for  this  morning.  In  a  postscript  to  his  note, 
he  added, — <  I  have  one  favor  to  ask  ;  and, 
from  my  knowledge  of  your  character,  I  feel 
secure  of  your  acquiescence:  it  is  to  solicit 
your  friend  Major  Stevenson,  should  I  fall,  to 
convey  my  poor  daughter  to  England,  and  to 
place  her  under  the  protection  of  her  uncle, 
Colonel  Standard,  who  is  now  most  probably 
in  Edinburgh.' 

"  Doctor !"  said  Cameron — ^his  voice  falter- 
ing as  he  spoke, — "  I  know  that  you  will  not 
deem  it  aCTectation  in  me,  when  I  assure  you 
that  this  postscript  completely  unnerved  me. 
I  had  seen  Miss  Atkinson :  her  beauty,  the 
gentleness  and  the  modesty  of  her  demeanour, 
which  shed  an  additional  grace  over  her  love- 
liness, and  a  trace  of  melancholy  visible  through 
all  her  efforts  to  please  and  to  amuse  her  father? 
had  deeply  interested  me :  these  qualities,  you 
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know,arethe  certain  means  of  reachingthe  heart. 
Her  father,  indeed,  seemed  to  doat  upon  her. 
Need  I  say  that  the  idea  that  she  might  be  ren- 
dered an  anprotected  orphan  by  my  hand,  sent 
a  pang  to  my  bosom  which  no  language  can  de- 
scribe. I  cursed  the  hour  which  gave  birth  to  the 
rash  vow  that  bound  me ;  and  I  inwardly  prayed 
that  the  chance  of  the  first  fire  might  fall  to 
Atkinson,  and  that  I  should  have  no  power  of 
returning  it." 

Mordaunt  looked  in  the  face  of  Cameron, 
whilst  his  moistened  eye  eloquently  spoke  the 
sentiments  that  were  passing  in  his  mind ; — and 
he  pressed  the  hand  of  the  generous  soldier. 

"  You  may  readily  conceive,"  continued 
Cameron,  **  the  kind  of  night  which  I  passed  ; 
and  also  the  feelings  with  which  I  left  the  hotel 
this  morning.  I  was  on  the  field  at  seven 
o'clock:  Atkinson  was  also  punctual  to  his 
time.  Before  measuring  the  ground,  my 
friend,  Major  Stevenson,  assured  him  that  his 
wishes  with  respect  to  Miss  Atkinson  should 
be  faithfully  fulfilled.  In  thanking  him,  the 
resolution  of  Atkinson  for  a  moment  gave  way ; 
but  he  immediately  recovered  his  firmness,  and 
requested  the  seconds  to  perform  their  duty. 
I  thanked  Providence,  on  being  informed  that 
the  lots  had  decided  the  first  fire  to  belong  to 
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my  opponent ;  although  I  need  not  inform  you 
that  my  thoughts,  at  that  instant,  were  fixed 
upon  the  only  being  for  whom  I  now  regarded 
life  worth  possessing. 

"  I  waited  to  receive  the  fire  of  my  oppo- 
nent. Instead  of  firing,  he  regarded  me  stead- 
fastly for  a  few  minutes :  he  then  advanced 
towards  me,  with  his  pistol  reverted ;  but,  his 
foot  tripping  against  a  stone,  the  trigger,  in  his 
attem[)t  to  recover  himself,  was  touched,  and 
the  ball  instantly  lodged  in  his  breast.  He  fell, 
and  we  all  ran  to  his  assistance.  He  lay  for 
a  moment,  stunned,  and  the  blood  oozing  frpm 
the  wound  :  but,  rapidly  recovering  his  presence 
of  mind,  he  stretched  out  his  hand  towards  me, 
and,  wHh  the  utmost  composure  and  firmness 
of  voice,  said — 

"  '  It  is  well,  Colonel  Cameron  ! — it  is  the 
just  retribution  of  Heaven  ! — it  is  right  that  this 
hand  should  be  the  engine  of  my  merited 
punishment.     I  can  only  hope  for  mercy  from 


"  He  hesitated,  and,  without  finishing  the 
sentence,  closed  his  eyes,  whilst  a  tremor  shook 
his  whole  frame.  We  all  thought  him  to  be 
dying  ;  but,  on  raising  his  head,  and  supporting 
his  shoulders  on  mv  knee,  he  revived.  We 
expressed  our  hopes  that  the  wound  was  not 
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mortal.  He  looked  at  the  Surgeon,  who  had 
accompanied  him  to  the  field,  and  who  was 
then  examining  where  the  ball  had  entered. 

"  '  I  perceive,'  rejoined  he,  *  my  fate  is 
sealed;  the  countenance  of  my  friend  speaks 
the  sentence.  It  only  remains,  Colonel  Ste- 
venson, again  to  solicit  your  kind  attention  to — 
myr— ' 

"  His  utterance  once  more  failed :  he  seemed 
suffocated ;  then  was  slightly  convulsed  ;  and  at 
length  fainted.  We  concluded  he  was  dead ; 
and,  on  consultation,  it  was  agreed  that  we 
should  remove  the  body  into  the  B6guinage, 
which  was  close  by,  until  such  time  as  his 
daughter  could  be  apprized  of  the  event.  The 
sisters  readily  admitted  it ;  and  a  mattress 
was  brought  into  the  refectory  of  the  nearest 
lodging,  upon  which  it  was  laid.  To  our 
astonishment,  however,  life  was  not  extinct; 
he  once  more  opened  his  eyes,  and,  seeing 
three  of  the  B6guines  in  the  room,  enquired 
where  he  was.  On  hearing  him  speak,  one  of 
these  pious  ladies  approached  close  to  the  mat- 
tress, knelt  down  upon  one  knee,  and,  gazing 
steadfastly  in  his  face,  seemed  much  affected. 
She  soon,  however,  rose  ;  and,  addressing  me, 
asked  his  name,  and  put  a  thousand  questions 
regarding  the  unfortunate  circumstances  which 
had  brought  him  there,  and  the  causes  of  the 
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meeting.  I  replied  as  briefly  as  I  coald  to  her 
queries ;  and,  taking  advantage  of  the  sympathy 
which  she  displayed,  I  endeavoured  to  engage 
her  to  proceed  to  the  hotel,  in  order  to  break 
the  event  to  Miss  Atkinson. 

"  *  Is  his  daughter  in  Ghent  ?'  said  she, 
putting  an  emphasis  on  the  word  daughter : 
and,  as  she  spoke,  she  laid  hold  of  my  arm  to 
support  her  from  falling:  the  good  lady's  feel- 
ings, indeed,  were  evidently  completely  over- 
powered on  hearing  that  he  had  a  daughter. 

**  *  I  will  instantly  go,'  continued  she  ;  *  it  is 
a  melancholy  duty  which  must  be  performed. 
I  shall  endeavour  to  take  her  out,  until  the 
wounded  gentleman  is  lodged  in  the  hotel. 
Let  me  beseech  you,  sir,  not  to  move  him  too 
soon  :  sister  Ursula  will  furnish  you  with  every 
thing  requisite  for  his.comfort' 

^^  She  turned  from  me,  and  again  gazed  for 
a  minute  upon  the  face  of  Atkinson.  There 
was  so  much  sympathy  in  her  look,  that  I  ex- 
pected to  see  the  tears  start  into  her  eyes: 
indeed,  it  seemed  to  require  a  powerful  struggle 
to  repress  her  feelings ;  and,  for  a  moment,  the 
issue  seemed  uncertain  ;  her  powers  of  self-con- 
troul,  however,  triumphed,  and  she  hastily  left 
the  room. 

"  Two  hours  nearly  elapsed  before  means 
could  be  obtained  to  convey  our  unfortunate 
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charge  to  the  Hotel.  We  were  pleased  to  find, 
on  onr  arrival,  that  Miss  Atkinson  was  from 
home,  the  holy  sister  having  succeeded  in  taking 
her  out;  and  ten  minutes  have  not  elapsed 
since  they  returned.  How  the  poor  young  lady 
has  supported  the  appaling  sight  of  her  dying 
parent  I  have  yet  to  learn  :  she  and  the  kind- 
hearted  B^uine  are,  at  this  moment,  in  the 
sick  room." 

Cameron  had  scarcely  concluded  his  narra- 
tive when  he  was  summoned  to  add  his  attes- 
tation to  the  deposition  of  the  seconds.  The 
attention  of  Mordaunt  had  been  chained  during 
the  whole  of  the  recital :  he  now  raised  his  eyes, 
and,  expressing  his  amazement  at  the  circum- 
stance which  had  so  providentially  rescued 
Cameron  from  the  execution  of  his  rash  vow, 
he  asked  what  was  to  be  done  ?  and  whether, 
in  his  clerical  capacity,  I  was  of  opinion  that 
he  could  afford  any  consolation  to  the  dying 
man? 

"There  can  be  no  doubt,"  replied  I,  "  that 
you  may  afford  much  comfort  to  poor  Atkinson." 

"  Such  is  also  my  opinion,"  rejoined  he ; 
"  the  greatest  libertine — the  most  wilfully  blind, 
the  most  callous  in  vice,  on  whom  no  reforma- 
tion can  be  wrought  in  health,  and  during  the 
fulness  of  prosperity — is  often  brought  into  the 


mfM  <>ppo«(e  tiaift  ei  mdnd  wfkem  dgath  ^ac» 
bii»  ilk  tit^  bte :  the  prood  are  tben  hofliibkd  ; 
the  fttjTfiiif:^  U  cofmiieert ;  ftad  rrerr  nan  fecfa^ 
ftt  UmkI  tMAt^tidf  thai  Um;  finieper  of  God  bdu 
trfte^  tiM^  lanv  r>f  eoiMeieiKie  oo  h^  (Mart  loo 
'm(MMf  to  b^  eflbe^'^ 

^  Bot,  mjr  d«Mr  »ir,^  added  I,  ^  joa  miiit 
meH  MiM  Atkia'KMi  befere  joa  ean  e&ter  like 
roMD  of  her  father/" 

*^  iriKloolitedljr,"  wa»  \m  reply  :  **  the  onlj 
difficulty  f.%^  bow  to  accompli^b  it." 

I  wftif  re«oiring  in  my  mind  in  what  manoer 
to  proc4t4^^  when  the  B^gnine  entered  the 
room.  I  wan  pleaded  to  find  that  the  was 
itiAe^l  la  m:eur  Patience.  The  pioos  lady  re^ 
€4f^niz>e4l  09 ;  and^  advancing,  addressed  Mor* 
daant — 

**  Voo  ar«  come,  «r,"  said  »he,  "  most 
op{9orttJnely ;  oor  poor  patient  has  expressed 
an  ardent  desire  to  ree  a  clergyman  of  the 
Prot<;^nt  iaith :  I  bare  only  left  the  room  to 
mmd  for  one ;  hot,  as  I  believe  that  yoa  are 
a  minister  of  that  persnasion,  may  I  solicit  your 
assistance  for  him.      I   will  lead  you  to  the 


room/' 


**  1  bad  already  thooght/'  replied  he,  <<  to 
ofler  my  services  ;  bat  it  is  essential  that  Miss 
Atkinson  should  be  previously  aware  of  my 
being  here/' 
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The  B^guine  eyed  him  from  head  to  foot : 
it  was  one  of  those  looks  which  speak  volumes, 
although  nothing  is  said.  She  concluded,  how- 
ever, her  inspection  with  the  single  word — 
"  Certainly." 

As  she  was  leaving  the  room,  I  drew  her 
aside  and  explained,  as  briefly  as  possible,  the 
position  in  which  Mr.  Mordaunt  and  Miss  At- 
kinson were  placed  towards  one  another.  She 
expressed  some  surprise,  but  said  little ;  and 
promised  to  return  after  she  had  notified  our 
being  in  the  house  to  Miss  Atkinson.  In  a 
few  minutes  she  opened  the  door  ;  and,  beckon- 
ing to  us  to  follow,  conducted  us  to  the  sick 
room. 

In  our  way,  she  informed  me  that  she  could 
not  prevail  on  Miss  Atkinson  to  leave  her 
father's  room ;  but,  from  what  she  had  seen  of 
the  young  lady,  she  thought  that  she  had 
strength  of  mind  to  sustain  the  meeting,  with- 
out displaying  that  agitation  which  might  alarm 
and  distress  her  parent. 

"  He  already  knows,"  she  continued,  "  who 
Mr.  Mordaunt  is,  and  her  sentiments  respecting 
him  :  and  he  knows  that  he  is  here." 

The  first  thing  which  attracted  my  attention, 
in  the  dim  light  of  the  sick  room,was  the  changed 
aspect  of  Atkinson.  When  I  last  saw  him,  in  the 
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PeninsDla,  bis  cheek  displayed  the  fall  flash  of 
health ;  his  handsome  figure — mascalar,  vigor- 
oos,  and  manly  in  its  proportions,  seemed  capable 
of  any  exertion,  whilst  the  beams  (^intelligence, 
which  lighted  up  his  countenance,  demonstrated 
powers  of  mind  equal  to  his  physical  energies. 
His  figure,  stretched  on  the  bed,  was  now  pale 
and  emaciated,  and  bore  evident  traces  of  long 
corroding  anxiety:  it  was  plain  that  he  was 
suffering  as  keenly  in  mind  as  in  body, 
although  his  natural  courage  still  struggled  to 
repress  the  expression  of  both  states  of  feeling. 
His  daughter  was  kneeling  at  the  side  of  the 
bed,  embracing  his  right  arm,  which  was 
stretched  towards  her,  with  her  forehead  rest- 
ing upon  it:  whilst  the  B^guine,  who  had 
hurried  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  bed,  sup- 
ported the  head  of  the  patient,  to  relieve  his 
breathing,  now  oppressed  almost  to  suffocation. 

<<  Doctor,"  said  he,  whilst  his  hand  was 
extended  to  take  mine,  and  a  transitory  smile 
played  around  his  lips,  ^^  it  is  indeed  kind  of 
you  to  visit  me :  but  my  case  is  beyond  your 
skill." 

He  paused;  for  even  this  short  remark 
seemed  to  exhaust  him.  I  placed  my  finger 
on  his  pulse;  it-^was  quick,  weak,  and  flutter- 
ing ;  his  efforts  at  relief  by  inspiration  seemed 
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almost  fruitless ;  and,  after  a  short  cough,  his 
bead  fell  back  upon  the  arm  of  the  B^guine, 
who  fanned  him  with  her  handkerchief.  As 
be  recovered,  his  eye  lighted  upon  Mordaunt, 
who  had  advanced  to  the  side  of  the  bed,  close 
to  Miss  Atkinson  ;  and  then  turned  upon  his 
daughter. 

"  Caroline,  my  dear !"  he  feebly  articulated, 
'*  here  is  Mr.  Mordaunt." 

The  wretched  girl  raised  her  face,  with  a  wild 
delirious  gaze,  towards  her  father  for  a  few 
moments ;  then,  without  turning  her  eye  upon 
her  lover,  she  again  buried  it  in  the  bed  clothes. 

"  Mr.  Mordaunt,"  continued  he,  "  your 
presence  has  taken  a  load  from  my  bosom :  the 
severest  pang  which  I  have  sufifered  has  arisen 
from  the  idea  of  leaving  my  poor  Caroline  in 
the  hands  of  strangers :  but  now — " 

He  paused  from  exhaustion  ;  and,  although 
the  B^guine  moistened  his  lips  with  some  wine, 
yet  several  minutes  elapsed  before  he  could 
proceed. 

"  Mr.  Mordaunt,"  he  continued,  "  I  know 
my  daughter's  heart ;  I  entrust  it  to  your  affec- 
tion ;  you  cannot  too  much  prize  the  gift." 

The  Clergyman,  who  was  powerfully  af- 
fected, bent  his  head,  and  applied  his  lips  to 
the  cold  hand  which  was  extended  to  him.  Miss 
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Atkinson,who8e  look,  when  she  before  raised  her 
face  towards  her  father,  expressed  that  peculiar 
character  of  delirium  which  indicates  absolute 
despair  and  utter  wretchedness,  now  sobbed 
aloud. 

The  unexpected  approbation  of  her  expir- 
ing parent  to  that  union  on  which  she  rested 
her  future  hope  of  happiness,  caused  a  transi- 
tion of  feeling,  from  the  most  poignant,  over- 
whelming grief,  to  the  tenderness  of  filial 
gratitude.  The  withering  influence  of  the 
former  had  seared  her  heart  to  the  core :  its 
sensibility  was  awakened  anew  by  the  soften- 
ing touch  of  the  latter,  and  the  feelings 
of  the  woman  again  flowed  in  their  natural 
channel.  After  giving  vent,  for  a  few  minutes, 
to  a  flood  of  tears,  she  seemed  at  once  to  have 
regained  all  her  self-possession.  She  rose 
from  her  knees — gave  her  hand  to  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt,  and  eagerly  beseeched  him  to  bestow 
that  religious  comfort  upon  her  parent  which 
his  condition  so  imperiously  demanded. 

"  I  am  certain,"  continued  she,  looking  at 
the  B^guine,  "  that  our  kind-hearted  and  pious 
Nurse  and  Sister  will  not  object  to  the  predi- 
lection which  we  have  for  our  own  form  of 
prayer." 

The  B^guine  bent  her  head  in   silent  ac- 
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quiescence;  but,  after  regarding  the  lovely 
girl,  who  had  thus  addressed  her,  for  a  few 
seconds,  with  a  look  of  almost  maternal  tender- 
ness— 

"  The  heart,"  said  she,  "  unsophisticated  by 
the  errors  of  false  philosophy,  knows  no  form 
in  addressing  its  Maker: — enlightened  ar.d 
purified  by  the  beams  of  Christianity,  and  re- 
lying on  the  assurance  which  the  atonement 
has  afforded  that  its  sincere  aspirations  shall 
reach  the  throne  of  the  Eternal  himself,  the 
fountain  of  boundless  benevolence  and  mercy, 
it  matters  little  through  what  creed  the  suppli- 
cations are  made. 

There  was  too  much  liberal  feeling  in  this 
remark  to  admit  of  any  dissent,  even  from  Mr. 
Mordaunt ;  and  it  seemed  to  convey  a  ray  of 
comfort  to  the  dying  sufferer,  which  the  ex- 
pression of  his  countenance  clearly  indicated. 
He  clasped  his  hands  together,  and  placed  him- 
self in  a  position  to  listen  to  the  service  for  the 
visitation  of  the  sick,  which  was  now  read  in  a 
subdued,  yet  solemn,  tone  of  voice. 

I  was  much  struck  with  the  mild,  yet  dig- 
nified, aspect  of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  as  he  earnestly 
pronounced  the  truths  which  this  service  contains. 
When  he  came  to  that  emphatic  passage,  "  I 
require  you  to  examine  yourself,  and  your  state 
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both  towards  God  and  man,"  he  paused,  and 
directed  his  eye,  with  a  steadfast  but  benignant 
look,  upon  the  wretched  man,  whose  counte- 
nance had  become  deadly  pale,  and  tremulously 
convulsed  ;  his  arms  had  dropped  by  his  side, 
a  cold  perspiration  stood  upon  his  forehead, 
and  a  suppressed  groan  of  agonized  thought 
burst  from  his  bosom. 

The  B6guine,  who  had  hitherto  remained 
devoutly  upon  her  knees,  raised  her  head  as 
the  pause  occurred.  On  perceiving  the  death- 
like aspect  of  the  countenance  of  Atkinson,  she 
uttered  a  shriek,  rose  from  her  position,  and, 
with  an  agitation  the  most  remarkable,  enquired 
— "  Is  he  then  gone  ?" 

I  assured  her  that  he  had  merely  fainted. 

"  Thank  God !"  she  then  exclaimed ;  and, 
crossing  herself,  hastened  to  sprinkle  his  face 
with  water,  and  to  adopt  those  means  of  recovery 
which  are  well  known  to  these  pious  women : 
but  her  whole  procedure  displayed  an  earnest- 
ness and  an  anxiety  which  seemed  singular, 
and  far  beyond  that  which  mere  sympathy 
might  have  called  forth. 

Miss  Atkinson,  whose  attention  was  also 
roused  by  the  pause  in  the  reading  of  Mr. 
Mordaunt,  grasped  her  father's  hand,  and  cast 
the  most  imploring  look  of  inquiry,  first  at  Mr. 
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Mordaunt,  and  then  at  me.  I  placed  my  finger, 
again,  upon  the  pulse,  and  was  about  to  assure 
her  that  the  fit  would  pass  away,  when  Atkinson 
heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and,  slightly  waving  his 
hand,  said,  in  a  feeble  voice,  "  proceed." 

The  service  was  scarcely  concluded,  ere 
tlie  door  opened  and  the  Veteran  entered  the 
room.  On  perceiving  him,  Miss  Atkinson 
rushed  towards  the  old  man  and  clung  around 
his  neck,  whilst  he  fondly  strained  her  to  his 
bosom. 

"  I  have  taken  the  privilege  of  a  connection, 
Colonel  Atkinson,"  said  he,  "  to  enter  your 
room,  to  oflFer  my  services  in  any  way  in  which 
they  can  be  useful." 

The  wretched  man  extended  his  hand, 
whilst  a  momentary  gleam  of  satisfaction  lighted 
up  his  countenance. 

"  You  are,  indeed,  most  welcome,  Colonel 
Standard  !"  replied  he ;  "  we  ought  long  since 
to  have  met :  it  would,  indeed,  have  prevented 
many  erroneous  impressions  from  having  been 
formed,  and  it  would  also  have  averted  much 
anxiety  from  both  of  us.  But  Providence  has 
now  guided  you  here  to  receive  again  the 
guardianship  of  my  daughter,  to  whom  you 
have  acted  more  like  a  father  th^n  an 
uncle." 
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He  laboured  for  breath  as  he  spoke  :  it  was 
evident,  indeed,  that  his  strength  was  rapidly 
failing :  he,  however,  after  a  few  minutes'  pause, 
continued — 

"  I  have  only  known  enough  of  her  to  ap- 
preciate justly  her  value.  She  has  a  tender 
and  a  dutiful  heart ;  her  gratitude  to  you  is 
unbounded.  If — "  he  panted  as  he  exerted 
himself  to  speak — "  if  chance  should  throw  her 
much-injured  mother  in  your  way" — here  his 
voice  faltered,  and  a  shudder  passed  over  his 
whole  frame — "  tell  her  that  my  dying  hour 
was  one  of  deep  repentance — and — that  it  held 
forth  the  faint  hope  of  her  forgiveness." 

The  B^guine,  who  had  drawn  her  coif  close 
around  her  face  when  Colonel  Standard  entered 
the  room,  and  who  was  listening  with  the  most 
intense  interest  to  the  few  sentences  which 
Atkinson  had  just  concluded,  became  hyste- 
rically agitated.     Throwing  oflf  her  veil — 

"  I  can  no  longer "  she  exclaimed ; — 

"  hear  —  hear  that  forgiveness  —  pronounced 
from  my  own  lips — I  forgive  you,  Richard ! — 
my  heart  is  still  yours — it  has  never  swerved 
from  that  affection  which  first  made  it  yours." 

As  she  spoke,  the  dying  man  seemed  to 
acquire  new  life  and  strength :  he  raised  himself 
in  bed — shrouded  his  eyes,  which  were  start- 
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ing  from  their  sockets,  with  his  hand,  as  if  to 
aid  his  recognition  of  the  face  of  the  being  who 
*  thus  addressed  him.  For  a  moment,  they 
sparkled  with  a  preternatural  brilliancy  ; — he 
stretched  out  his  arms — he  struggled  for  utter- 
ance :  it  was  in  vain  ; — he  tossed  about  in  fruit- 
less anguish — at  length.  Nature,  exhausted  with 
the  effort,  gave  way — a  choking  sound  gurgled 
in  his  throat — then  came  the  hissing  of  the  last 
respiratory  effort — a  convulsive  struggle  fol- 
lowed— his  features  were  horribly  distorted — 
and  he  sunk  back  lifeless  upon  the  pillow. 
The  piercing  shriek  which  the  B^guine  uttered 
cannot  be  described.  With  her  eyes  riveted 
upon  the  features  of  the  dead  man,  she  stood 
for  a  few  moments  petrified ;  and  then,  as  if 
struck  with  lightning,  fell  upon  the  bosom  of 
the  corpse. 

The  paralysing  influence  of  the  unexpected 
discovery  of  her  mother  in  the  person  of  the 
B6guine,  added  to  the  shock  of  the  immediate 
death  of  her  father,  proved  almost  fatal  to  the 
delicate  frame  of  Miss  Atkinson.  Her  knees 
gave  way  under  her,  and  she  would  have  sunk 
upon  the  floor,  had  she  not  been  supported  by 
Mr.  Mordaunt,  who,  raising  her  in  his  arms, 
conveyed  her  into  the  adjoining  room.  I  fol- 
lowed him  ;  and,  after  giving  some  directions 
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for  her  recovery  and  comfort,  returned  again 
to  the  apartment  of  the  dead. 

The  scene  presented  a  moral  and  religious 
lesson  never  to  be  forgotten.  The  B^guine 
still  lay,  in  the  same  cataleptic  state,  across  the 
lifeless  body  of  her  husband — the  mortal  and 
now  senseless  tenement  of  a  noble  spirit. 
How  shall  we  speak  of  it? — Whence  had  it 
fled? 

As  a  soldier,  Atkinson  had  displayed  the 
most  exalted  virtues — ^valiant,  firm,  honorable, 
humane :  but  as  a  man,  both  his  religion  and  his 
morality  were  defective.  Had  it  been  otherwise, 
he  might  have  been  refreshed  by  hope ;  and, 
if  not  blameless,  he  might  at  least  have  been 
cheered  by  the  consciousness  of  rectitude  of 
intention,  at  the  awful  moment  which  had  just 
elapsed.  Alas !  on  the  contrary,  tainted  by 
the  depravities  of  the  world,  he  had  departed 
overwhelmed  with  humiliation,  mortification, 
and  despair.  But,  Requiescat  in  pace!  We 
know  that  we  shall  all  be  summoned,  at  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye,  to  the  last  tribunal;  there, 
to  him  as  well  as  to  ourselves,  whilst  the  sen-, 
tence  will  be  rigidly  just,  we  believe  that  it 
will  also  be  tempered  with  mercy. 
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The  Editor  has  to  state  that  his  friend  had 
not  attempted  ^to  describe  the  meeting  of  the 
sisters,  nor  that  of  the  mother  and  daughter. 
His  Diary  contains  the  history  of  the  B^guine, 
which  may  some  day  be  laid  before  the  world. 
In  a  subsequent  part  of  his  Diary,  the  Editor 
finds  the  following  paragraph. 

"  I  arrived  this  evening  at  Lonsdale  Rec- 
tory. The  worthy  Rector  saw  me  trotting  up 
the  avenue,  and  came  himself  to  the  door  to 
welcome  me.  On  entering  the  drawing  room, 
I  was  delighted  to  see  so  many  of  my  old 
friends.  The  Veteran,  lounging  in  an  arm 
chair,  was  teaching  the  manual  exercise  to  a 
curly-headed  urchin  about  three  years  old, 
who  was  standing  between  his  knees,  shoulder- 
ing a  cane  ;  Mrs.  Standard  and  Mrs.  Atkinson 
were  seated  on  the  sofa,  the  latter  in  her 
widow's  garb,  still  looking  like  the  B^guine, 
although  no  longer  bigoted  to  that  faith  to 
which  she  had  fled  for  consolation  in  her  do- 
mestic affliction.  She  was  conversing  with 
Aunt  Bridget,  whose  identical  fan  was  still 
flirted  in  the  old  way ;  whilst  Miss  Standard 
was  performing  the  duties  of  the  tea  table.  Mrs. 
Mordaunt,  as  lovely  as  ever,  met  me  at  the 
door  ;  and  the  salutations  of  all  came  directly 
from  the  heart 
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"  '  Have  you  heard  anything  of  your  friend 
Cameron  ?'  said  the  Veteran. 

"  *  I  had  a  note  from  him  the  day  on  which 
I  left  home,"  said  I,  "  announcing  his  arrival 
in  Perthshire,  with  his  wife  and  his  brother-in- 
law.' 

"  '  And  have  you  seen,'  said  Aunt  Bridget, 
*  my  admirer,  the  Advocate  ?' 

"  '  1  dined  with  him,  at  Oatlands,'  replied 
I,  '  a  week  since  ;  and  met  there  the  Artist 
and  the  Cantab.  1  never  passed  a  more  de- 
lightful day :  our  landlord  was  in  high  spirits  ; 
his  bosom  overflowing  with  philanthropy.  He 
is  projecting  what  he  calls  a  jubilee,  which 
is  to  bring  us  all  together  among  the  hills  for  a 
week.' 

"  *  What  does  the  dear  man  propose  to  do  ?' 
said  Aunt  Bridget. 

"  «  Why,  Biddy  !  it  is  a  scheme,'  replied  the 
Veteran, '  to  grind  old  ladies  young  again  !'  " 


THE    END. 
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